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Too Much Paranoias
Steve Hinckley needs a hug.

Jogging Can Suck It!
My pathetic attempt at losing weight.

The Optometrist

Christopher Campbell goes to the
eye doctor a man... and comes out a
woman!!!!

Fish Heads, Fish Heads

Yet another disturbing article from the
editor about childhood torment and
diarrhea.

Bully’s Total Fitness
How inquiring about a gym mem-
bership can leave you brain dead.

The Library

Libraries are those places with those
stupid books. What to do if you find
yourself in one.

The Reader

Adam Liebling (with some help
from Kittenpants) parodies parody
newspapers. We're satiring the
satirers. It's, like, irony.

My Broke And Homeless Ass
Sean Carswell is modern man’s
Aaron Cometbus. Kick-ass punk
rock adventures, baby!!

Party At Ground Zero

Working man Shawn Granton takes
us on an illustrated tour through the
hideous depths of his blackened soul.
He also makes a zesty cheese dip!

Kittenpants.org Insert!!
A little special something from our
Kittenpants compadres.

It Seems Like Only Yesterday
The only remotely interesting and

well-written piece we’ve ever published.

It puts the READ in READ.

Hippopotomonstrosesquipped-
aliophobia

Movies that incite fear. And we don't
mean Charlie’s Angels 2.
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7 EDITOR’S LETTER

Electric Frankenstein .
These punk n’ roll gods are working with
the government to bring down the record
industry! . Sal Canzonieri explains the
Rock Conspiracy to Liz Ortega.

Jen Chapin

If you like gritty political music, look no
further than Jen Chapin! Or perhaps
Anti-Flag. Or maybe Propaghandi. Or just
stick with Jen Chapin.

Diego Fuentes

The charismatic VJ of MuchMusic’s
ClipTrip expounds his worldly knowledge
(about women and beer).

The Sillies
The most legendary Detroit punk band
you never heard. And probably shouldn’t.

Warrant

Wild and crazy hair band guitarist Erik
Turner is about as exciting as a box of
stale crackers.

Prevent Falls
We searched and finally found an emo
core band that doesn’t enormously suck.

Midtown

When Gabe isn’t shtupping barely legal
Real World chicks, he’s fliting with our
very own Liz Ortega!

The Briefs

A brief interview with the Briefs. Golly,
now wasn’t that a funny pun? Wooo wee,
we sure are clever here at READ.

Superdrag
Sam Powers talks about being rammed
up the poop chute by major labels.

e
Manifesto Jukebox
We ask these hardcore punkers about life
in the Arctic Circle. The answers will
haunt your nightmares.

Lisa Ortiz
This anime voice actress gave me a
pocket monster.

Dillinger Four
These guys are too smart for me.

8 READ NOTES

Reviews

61 Music

100’s of reviews, including:

98 Mute, Anti-Flag, Atom &
His Package, Avoid One
Thing, Bloodlet, Bratmobile,
Cadillac Blindside, Dark Day
Dawning, Division of Laura
Lee, EIf Power, Face To Face,
The GC5, Go Jimmy Go, GUK,
Guttermouth, Hot Rod Circuit,
MegaSuperUltra, Millencolin,
Mighty Mighty Bosstones,
MU330, Nerf Herder, NOFX,
No Use For A Name, Pere
Ubu, The Pixies, Promise
Ring, The Queers, Rush, Sa-
tanic Surfers, Seether, Selby
Tigers, Simple Minds, Sixer,
Spitvalves, Sunday’s Best,
Taking Back Sunday, Theatre
Of Tragedy, The Toasters,
Unleashed, Uphill Battle, Tom
Waits, Ben Weasel, Paul
Westerberg, and millions more.

86 Film

Bad Company
Insomnia
Spider-Man

Sum Of All Fears

89 Snap Judgments
We don’t need to see movies
to know they suck.

90 READing List

Blinded By The Right

Stupid White Me!

Spoiling For A Fight

Nickel And Dimed

Bloodclots In The Mainstream
Globalizing Japan

We've Got Blog

The Atoms Of Language

94 Video Games
Spider-Man: The Movie
State Of Emergency

96 Snack Monkey
History of the Twinkie

97 Zines & Mini-comics
Our brothers & sisters of the
small press revolucién! Found,
Impact, Puink!, Razorcake,
Roadside, Sup, Wonka Vision,
Zombre, and a bunch more!

98 CLASSIFIEDS

99 POINT / COUNTERPOINT




Send Us Mail! We Love Mail! Mail Us!

Hey, | found your website through
DCSka and | must say you're magazine
has some of the best (and funniest) in-
terviews that I've read in a long time -
esp. the one of Dave from the Slackers.
It's so annoying that they're playing at
Nation - | wish they'd go back to playing
at the Black Cat. Anyhoo, if someone
could please tell me how | could get a
subscription and pay using Pay Pal |
would greatly appreciate it :) Thanks a
bunch! -Conri Mahoney

Yes, we have PayPall Send $10 to
adamonkey @ hotmail.com for a 4-issue
subscription. Donations also accepted,
though you can’t write it off your taxes.
But hey, you'll feel better about yourself.

hey editor, i was surfing around to solve
a dispute as to whether or not bukowski
hung out or ever was in boston and
came accross a july 16, 2000 article on
your page anyway, besides agreeing
wholeheartedly that the bukowski bar in
boston would have led to hours of re-
gurgitation on the buk's part i was even
more shocked to hear your references
to him and philly, a town I've never
known him to write about in my readings
i'd appreciate any insight into where and
how you came to associate him with
philly and any info confirming his resi-
dence there as this article implies as a
kind of secondary request i write shit
and from what i've seen on your site you
publish it, so maybe you could give me
the rundown of your submission proto-
col SIR! anyway, i'd appreciate any info
on that original g, thanks

—MB the brother nematode

Bukowski spent his infamous 3-year
stint as a drunken bum in Philly. Just
about all the stories that were melted
into the Barfly movie originally hap-
pened in Philly. PS—Thank you for no-
ticing we publish shit.

hey adam,

i was at the diner tonight and brought
READ to show people and everyone
loved the issue. They loved the Snap
Judgments and was reading them out
loud!! paul and i laughed our asses off
for the Queen of the Damned snap.
rock on editor dude,

—Brian Goshen

I'de like this letter to get to Alicia Er-
lich, the writer of "Farscape is Far
Out!, if you can do that for me.
thanks! Farscape has never been

READ Magazine
PO Box 3437
Astoria, NY 11103
readmagazine @ aol.com

one of the better sci-fi series on tele- :

vision. I'de much rather any day

watch a bumbling capt. krik than any
farscape episode. Since it came on| :

knew it was garbage, almost to the

point the show "LEXX" is. Yes, yes, i :

know that is a great accusation. But
it has never intriuged any ounce of
intrest in me, or enetertained me in
anyway. Furthermore, | dissaprove
of how you suggest "Earth2" and
"Space; Above and Beyond" as
failures'. Those were the most prom-
ising science fiction series on net-
work TV in the past ten years. they
were only killed by the network move
to more widely watched program-
ming, such as the notion of "mature”
cartoon humor, ala the simpsons or
family guy. Eat that you farscape
geek!!! ;) -

Kindly yours,

Evan Parker

Listen, people. Go speak your Klin-
gon elsewhere. We run a non-fanboy
operation here.

| NOTICED SOME OF THE NAMES
IN THE SKA BAND NAMES - A
PRIMER PAGE AND THEY WERE
VERY OFFENDING. NAMES THAT
BLASPHEME GOD, JESUS, THE
POPE OR ANYONE ELSE IN THE
CATHOLIC CHURCH SHOULD BE
REMOVED. ALSO ANY NAMES
WITH PROFANITY OR HAVE ANY
INNPROPRIATE CONTENTS
SHOULD BE REMOVED. THANK
YOU ;

—Nicholas, TsaxNick @comcast.net

Oh my gosh! You're absolutely right!
I’'m so sorry!! sob sob...

ok adam, it's on..you want to play,
we'll play. i just got the new READ
magazine and saw the lovely image
you have of me, for my article. you're
a dick. seriously. the article was bad
enough, the picture was the icing on
the cake. i'll get you back and you
won't know when.

—Bryan Kremkau, disgruntled staff
writer

READ reserves the right to print or
truncate letters, unless you specify
not to reprint. Also, all typos and
grammar/punctuation errors will be
kept in cuz we're jerks.

The new READ is like the pathetic is-
sue, all of use showing our dorkiest
side with the crush articles. | hope the
next issue will make us all look cool
again. Make it the "i walk slowly to
cool music pretending i'm in a Barry
Sonnenfeld movie" issue.
—Christopher Campbell, disgruntled
staff writer

Bryan and Chris, listen up. | don’t not
pay you to sit around and write
emails. Get back to work, dregs.

Hey Adam,

Great new issue. Scar Culture, Kobe
Tai and David Cross in the same is-
sue. Awesome. What more could you
ask for? Okay, here's my wish list for
No. 21: Skinlab, Stacy Valentine and
any of the members of Upright Citi-
zens Brigade. Let's make it happen!
Kidding....though that would be a
pretty rad issue...

Rock on, Rian Turner, Century Media

i loved the gothic pick up lines! [from
readmag.com] if any one were to say
those to me i'd melt on the spot.its
nice to know im not alone in my taste
for the odd.its hard being a small-town
freak.only perk is the graveyard down
the street and the huge, beautiful
crypt.-ravenlily

ps.to whover wrote theese lines,i wish
u lived near me-life would be more
interesting.please contact me-id love
to chat!

The goth pick-up lines are the most
popular thing I've ever written, and
that piece still receives the most fan
mail. So we've decided to repeat the
formula of success with punk pick-up
lines, located a few pages away.



LetterF-romTheEditor

As | attempt to wrap up this issue at 3:30 in
the morning, many thoughts come to mind.
First, | think they should make a Bollywood
version of Dead Alive. Secondly, | think they
should make lingerie for animals. And right
now I'm thinking about how | wish | came up
with the Schindler's List drinking game,
though it's probably better that | didn't.

Well, the above paragraph is about the only
personal stuff | have in this issue. To be
honest, I've had a bit of trouble writing arti-
cles for this issue. Originally, | didn’t want a
theme for this one, because themes are get-
ting pretty old. But my writers expect some
guidance and they pushed me into a corner,
so | finally said FEAR.

My writers were satisfied, but | couldn’t write
anything. I've already mentioned in past is-
sues how in different stages of my life | was
afraid of strangulation, the dark, apple juice,
monsters, incarceration, and castration.
Sure, | am/was afraid of more things, but
writing about it seems so mundane. | mean,
we’ve all had childhood phobias of the boiler
room in our parents’ basement, of angry
dogs and rabid squirrels, of that crazy shirt-
less guy who walks around the neighbor-
hood with a ladder. Why waste my time and
your time by writing it all out?

| really wish | came up with something better
than FEAR. Of course, a week before dead-
line, | came up with LINGUISTICS which
would’ve been more interesting. Maybe next
time.

But this issue is still pretty dang decent.
We've got killer interviews with a bunch of
bands | don't feel like listing here. We've got
reviews up the wazoo. We've got pretty
good articles. We’ve got a comic. Some old
jokes. A spiffy table of contents. What more
can you ask?

That reminds me, please give a hearty wel-
come to Sean Carswell. Sean does the
popular punk zine Razorcake and writes

Food that made the stinkiest poop this week:
The combo of meatloaf, coffee, paella, and vine-
gar n’ salt potato chips.

In my stereo this week: MTX, Selby Tigers,
Queers, Ramones, Rush, Cure, Rancid, Public
Enemy, They Might Be Giants, Madness, Elvis
Costello, The Jam, Primus, Skanic, Bluebeats,
Peacocks, the new Bosstones, Bouncing Souls,
Misfits, Beastie Boys, Dr. Ring Ding, The Clash,
Infectious Grooves, Pizzicato 5, Entwine, Muffs,

books n’ shit. Also welcome back our
sexy Mexi Liz Ortega, who writes for
every punk zine on the west coast.
We've got Shawn Granton of Ten
Foot Rule in da hizzoo with a READ-
exclusive comic. Let's not forget
Steve Hinckley from the poppin’
fresh zine Schuell. And as always,
we've got various family members
and the Campbell Bros., tho come
to think of it, | don’t think Brandon did
anything. Well, he contributed in
spirit. And be sure to check out the
newly overhauled and super stylin’
readmag.com, designed by the bril-
liant and lovely Bryan Kremkau of
the popular ska/punk site Ska-
PunkAndOtherJunk.com.

We've also got another Kittenpants.
org insert, back by popular demand.
And on a serious note, I'm reprinting
my grandma’s memoirs, which she
wrote before she succumbed to can-
cer. This short book is an absolute
delight to read, and | recommend you
read it. If you're reading this right
now, stop. Go straight to that piece
and read. Read closely, because I'll
be quizzing you on it.

And don’t forget to peruse the adver-
tisements that some very nice labels
placed, and then write to those labels
and_mention yow saw their ad in
READ Magazine. While some people

Fave songs off the new Rush album: How It Is,
Vapor Trail, Ceiling Unlimited, Out of the Cradle,
tho | like prefty much the whole album except for

fron Maiden, Sisters of Mercy, Minor Threat

Weirdest dream this week: | dreamt that | was
staying in a bed & breakfast with all these or-
phans, and the person running it was Angelina
Jolie, and Billy Bob Thomton was the janitor.

Sweet Miracle, Nocturne, and One Little Victory

My biggest addiction this week: Literati, a Ya-
hoo.com game that's like Scrabble. I've played
over 400 games, with a 75% win ratio. | am the
fucking Literati master. Boooyaaaal!!

7

believe READ is made out of fairy dust
and the dreams of happy children
(they're only partly correct), it's actu-
ally dependent on the money of kind
advertisers. So drop them a line and
tell them that you read READ and love
READ and you will buy anything that’s
advertised in READ.

Jesus, look at all this room left. It's
4:13 but | need to finish this. You
know, since this issue is bereft of per-
sonal items, 1 shall do you the honor of
telling you about my life now. | know,
you can hardly wait. Well, the biggest
event in the past couple of months
was Sherri and Nick’s wedding.
Congratulations, guys, | love you both.

The next biggest event was Rush at
Jones Beach. Aw yeah. It was, to
use modern urban vernacular, “da
bomb diggity, son.”

Another biggie will be my long-awaited
graduation from college. Seven years
in the making, | will finally get my stu-
pid-ass BBA in about four weeks. That
is, if | pass my last two night classes,
which are two of the hardest classes
I've taken. 'm trying my best though,
cuz | gotta get out of there...

| also got a promotion and title change
at work, and I'm such a suit, it's not
funny. I'm super busy now cuz my job
is like all crazy like that, but it's cool
being The Man.

So I've been pretty busyMorking all
day, night classes til midnight, working
overtime on the weekends... | haven't
really been able to enjoy the summer
and it's flying by without me partaking
in any adventures.

But somehow another READ is
wrapped up and ready to go, with
much help from my amazing staff
(thank you guys!!l). | hope you enjoy
this issue. | hope it makes you smile
or laugh or at least pleasantly fill your
time during a long commute or hard
crap. Please get in touch and let me
know what you liked and what you did-
n't. Feedback is really important to us
and keeps us going. Well, it's morning
now and time for bed. | hope this issue
finds you well. Happy READing!

Best, Adam Liebling



READ Issue #21 No

Articles | Was Going To Write For This Issue
But My Girlfriend Shot Down:

Title: Me & My Tapeworm

Description: A fictitious (?) story about chronic stomach
aches that lead to a gruesome discovery, and my eventual
acceptance and love for this unwanted intestinal visitor.
How Jen Said No: “Don’t be disgusting! Stop saying you
have a tapeworm!”

Title: Celebrity Boxing: King Crimson vs. Yes
Description: Prog rockers go head-to-head in an 18-
minute epic battle. Article to be written as an 18-minute
epic song. Features a conflicted Bill Buford.

How Jen Said No: “That is really dorky. No one is going
to want to read that. You're going to lose all of your female
readers.”

Title: Flatulence: Man’s Natural Defense Against Cuddling
Description: Self-explanatory.

How Jen Said No: “Pssh, whatever. You're the gassiest
guy I've ever dated. Everyone else likes to cuddle.”

Title: Porno Reviews by Grandpa

Description: I'd ask my grandpa to review new porno-
graphic films. It works because | want to do porn reviews
to sell issues, but | don’t want READ to become sleazy.
This way, the porn reviews are done in a funny, ironic way.
How Jen Said No: “I think | saw that in another zine. And
anyway, | don’t want you buying porn.”

Title: Orchestrating A Threesome

Description: How to slyly, carefully plan out a 3-some in a
manner to make it seem like it just innocently happened.
How Jen Said No: “Okay, then I'll just go call up John
Leguizamo and Denis Leary.”

i

People | Wanted To Interview For This Issue
But Couldn’t Hack It

Person: Carrot Top -

Why: One of the most despised carbon-based life forms
on the planet, and yet s0 strangely fascinating.

Spin: Completely serious questions about his political
views and tips on dating.

What Went Wrong: No personal contact info. He hides
behind a half-dozen agents like a goddamn prima donna.

Person: Jared from those Subway ads

Why: He lost 300 pounds and he’s still a dork.

Spin: Funny/mean interview where I'd keep talking about
all the delicious, fat-filled foods he must be missing.
WWW: | got lazy and didn’t pursue.

Person: Godfrey, The “Make 7-Up Yours” Guy

Why: | like 7-Up and wanted to score free coupons. And
I'm inexplicably insanely obsessed with Godfrey.

Spin: Fawning, fanboy interview. Would ask about every
little detail on the making of those commercials.

WWW: Went to see him and Colin Quinn at a comedy
club, but left early because the amateurs before him were
so bad my kishkes cramped up.

Person: Dave Thomas from Pere Ubu

Why: Well-known guy in the art-punk scene.

Spin: Facetious questions about the Wendy's fast food
franchise. Maybe ask how the afterlife is treating him.
WWW: Realized those questions are stupid, but couldn’t
think of anything else to ask.

Person: My tapeworm

Why: My tapeworm knows all.

Spin: Reverent, supportive interview.

WWW: There is no proof my tapeworm friend is real.

Misleading Sites
I'm totally sick of having to use search engines to find a certain site, so sometimes | type in a site
name that seems correct. And hilarity ensues:

Ska.com

Huge online re-
source on ska music

Credit Suisse Group,
financial services co.

Donuts.com

Huge online re-
source on donuts

CES Marketing

Sausages.com

Sausage recipes

CES Marketing
(foiled again!)

Punkassbitches.
com

Punk ass bitches

Some lame blogger

Whltehouse Press releases from pa
com the White House
Asianpie.com w'gﬁgipr’:g :g;:‘:;': X Porn
XXX.com Site[)fizrsgﬁn':)ev‘?;\/i" Pomn
Dick.com | LSBT | AAAGGGHHHN




Old Joke Corner

A woman says to her friend, "My husband
just came home with a dozen roses. Now

I'll have to spend a week with my legs in

the air!"

Her friend replies, "Why? Don't you own a
vase?"

A man comes home to find his girlfriend
with all of her bags packed and being
loaded into a cab in front of their home.
"Why are you leaving me?" he says.
"I'm leaving you because you're a pedo-
phile!" she says.

"Well that's an awfully big word for nine-
year-old," he says.

Q: What's the last thing that went through
Dale Ernhardt's head?
A: The steering column

Q: Why would R. Kelly make a great
hockey player?
A: He can score before the first period.

Two subatomic particles meet in a bar.
"Hi there!" says one, "I'm a proton."
"Are you sure?" replies the second.
“Yes, I'm positive!"

A penguin takes his broken car to a me-
chanic. While waiting, the penguin gets an
ice cream cone. Then he goes back to the
garage and asks the mechanic how things
are going. "Well," says the mechanic, "It
looks like you blew a seal." The penguin
replies, "Oh no, that's just ice cream."

A doctor, a lawyer and a priest are having
dinner together. Suddenly, the cook runs
out of the kitchen, screaming “FIRE! FIRE!”
The place erupts in panic as people rush for
the doors, and the three guests leap to
their feet.

Doctor: "The children! We've got to save
the children!"

Lawyer: "Fuck the children!"

Priest: "Do we have that much time?"

Q: What's the national bird of Afghanistan?
A: DUCK!!!

A guy goes into a bar, orders twelve shots
of whiskey.

The bartender says, "What’s the occasion?”
The guy says, "Just had my first blowjob.”
The bartender exclaims, "Congratulations!
Have another on the house!"

The guy replies, "No offense, mister, but if
12 shots can't kill the taste, nothing will."

I stole some of these from Fark.com.

50 Punk & Ska =
Pick-Up Lines

C’'mon, you knew it was only a matter of time...

1) You might be old school, but baby, you still look high '
school. '

2) Can I see all your piercings?

3) I see you have a dog collar. Will you be my bitch?

4) I like your plaid spandex pants, but I like myself in them better.

5) Can I rip more holes in your clothes?

6) Are your pubes spiked?

7) Smash the state, but baby, don’t smash my heart.

8) My hair isn’t the only thing standing straight up.

9) Capitalism stole my virginity. Can I steal yours?

10) You like piercings, huh? Well how about I pierce your anus with my...?
11) You're only a riot grrl cuz you haven't experienced me yet.
12) Can I go dumpster diving on you... if ya know what I mean?
13) You're a squatter? How bout you squat on my crotch?
14) Wanna find out why they call me crusty?

15) I'm straight-edge but I got drunk looking at
you.

16) I love you from A to Zine.

17) I had sex with all the Donnas, even the fat

one.

18) Are your pubes also purple?

19) You put the snatch in the Bodysnatchers.

20) The Specials? The only thing special here is you.
21) My mohawk isn‘t the only thing that’s big and stiff.
22) I love the way you skank, you dirty skank.

23) My head isn’t the only thing completely shaved.
24) I like pork pies, so how about I pork your pie?

25) You're emo too?! Let’s hold each other and sob.
26) Would you like to lick the vomit off the front of my shirt?
27) I may be nailed to the X, but I'd rather nail you.

28) I'm horny for ska. Get it? Cuz ska’s got horns? Y’know? Ah,
let’s screw, .

29) Do you like the band 7 Seconds? Cuz that’s how long I last, B‘aby.

30) If you think I reek of sweat from skanking, you should see me in bed.
31) Yes, I'm a skinhead author. I wrote The Qi! Of Sex.

32) Hi, I'm in the Slackers.

33) Wanna carve the anarchy symbol on each other?

34) You are SO working class. Now work that ass! j

35) Aren’t Dr. Frank'’s lyrics so romantic?

36) I put the X in.sXe, baby!

37) I'm into hardcore... hardcore lesbian action, baby!

38) I won't hurt you, baby. It’s so small, it's been called a Minor Threat.
39) Don‘t be Stubborn—Jump Up and show me your Moon.

40) You're my Bouncing Soulmate.

41) Hey ho! Let’s go! No, I mean, you're a ho so let's go back to my place.
42) You only read Maximum Rocknroll for the ads too??

43) Nice Docs, wanna screw?

44) We should have sex. Joey Ramone would've wanted it that way.

45) Let’s go beat up some emo kids!

46) You're anti-Fascist, too?!!

47) If I could rewrite the alphabet, I'd put N, O, F, and X together.

48) You know, there’s nothing more rebellious than anal sex.
49) Wanna see my Buzzcock?
50) Hi, my name is Adam. Would you like a copy of my zine, READ?
(This last one never works.)
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Too Much Paranoias
by Steve Hinckley

That doesn’t really have a lot to do with anything other than |
wanted to start out this column with a Devo reference. Actu-
ally, | lied. | was given the opportunity of writing about beer
or phobias, and since | hate beer, the choice was pretty
much a brick upside the head. And phobias usually go hand
in hand with paranoia... proving once again that Devo tran-
scends band status and is in fact...
DEV-ine!

Okay, but seriously... A phobia is an
unfounded fear of something. And just
about anything can be given a text-
book name and voila — a phobia is
born. A lot of people have arachnopho-
bia (fear of spiders). Quite a few suffer
from agoraphobia (fear of big open
spaces). And even the really f'ed up
people have arachnagoraphobia (fear
of spiders in big open spaces). But I'm
better than all those schleps because my fears are undiag-
nosed and without a cool-sounding textbook name.

My fears are more like insecurities. I'm afraid people won't
like my band. I'm afraid of those little porcelain dolls with the
big blue eyes that shut and reopen. I'm afraid people are
excluding me sometimes. I'm afraid | was actually adopted
because there is no way I'm of my parents’ descent. I'm
afraid of Adam’s constant references to Rush. I'm afraid I'll
wake up one day to find the future is here and | was left be-

EARANS
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hind. I'm afraid I'll die young because | can’t keep up with
trends and technology (or have the desire to). I'm afraid I'll
never find that special person fated for me. I'm afraid I'll get
cancer since every fucking thing causes it. I'm afraid I'm be-
coming a hermit and liking it. I'm afraid of taking a big risk. I'm
afraid of being addicted to porn. I'm afraid of my car crapping
out on me. I'm afraid that my niece will grow up in a shitty
world. I'm afraid I'll run out of things to say. I'm afraid to tell
people to fuck off sometimes, because | might hurt their feel-
ings. I'm afraid of pollution and global warming. I'm afraid I'll

get old. I'm afraid | don’t know
what I'm doing with my life or that
I'll ever figure it out.
A The list could literally fill the pages
A3 of this magazine, but the thing is —
g these fears, while completely legit,

are everyone’s fears. | mean, who
isn’'t afraid of getting sick? Or of
the uncertain future? Or if what
they are doing is the right thing?
Or of Adam’s Rush references? -

v

Seriously, these are fears we all have. So are we all phobic?
Have we all been “diagnosed” with having unfounded fears?
Or is it just society, messing with our heads? No, really...
HELP! I'm afraid... | don’t have the answers | need this time...

Editor's Note: Steve publishes the funny punk zine Schuell. Pick
up your very own copy by sending a couple bucks to PO Box
4663, Lafayette, IN 47903. By the way, Steve is more obsessed
with Devo than | am with Rush. He is a freak.

Jogging Can Suck It!
by Adam Liebling

I admit | have become pleasantly plump (one could say | am
Rubinesque). | admit my clothes don’t fit anymore: my pants
dig into my waistline, my button-downs are close to bursting
around the stomach and chest areas, | can barely get my box-
ers over my bubbly butt. And | admit that my stomach over-
hangs my lap when | sit down, and that I'm prone to violent
attacks of flatulence, and that wiping myself has never been
more arduous as new nooks and crannies offer opportune
hiding spots for fecal matter.

But what am | supposed to do? JOG?

That's what my girlfriend suggested. Leave it to a woman to
come up with such a simple, twisted plan that has no basis in
reality. | dared not even humor her. | told her straight out that
real men do not get up at the break of dawn, don hideous
sweatpants, and slowly run around the community so that
neighbors can gawk and laugh from behind their darkened
windows.

She countered with a wily incentive: If | jogged every morning
for a week, she would reward me by performing an obscene
and perverse act upon my body. Yes, a lapdance. However, if
| missed a day of jogging, | would have to give her five foot
massages. That is, massage her feet on five separate occa-
sions. She doesn't have five feet.

Well, I'm against the unholy idea of jogging, but I'm willing to

put ideals aside for a lapdance. We shook on it. Let the torture
begin.

Day One was a nightmare. | woke up at the ungodly hour of 6 am,
splashed water en my face, pulled on my new sweatpants, tightly
laced my new jogging sneakers, and faced the day like a witless
baby chinchilla.

| started “jogging”, though in my case it's more like “lumbering.”
Immediately, my calves revolted, cramping up and buckling under
my weight and the exertion. | felt dizzy and nauseas. Halfway
down my block, | felt | was going to pass out.

| slowed to a brisk walk, but that didn’t settle my raging stomach,
aching calves, and severe vertigo. | soon found myself leaning
against a mailbox, panting for breath and praying for death.

| somehow limped back home and crawled back into bed. That
was this morning. Later in the day, | noticed that this so-called

“exercise” didn’t help me lose any weight, and if anything, it al-
most killed me. I'll never jog again.

Editor’s Note: | only like the first paragraph. The rest of this article sucks.
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| have bad eyesight. This
is corrected with lenses,
mainly contacts because
| can't afford glasses in
addition to them. | can't
really afford contacts either, actually,
because | am poor and | have no insur-
ance. But my vision gets worse as | get
older, and for my birthday my mother
forced me to see her eye doctor. She
said that she would pay for the exam
and new lenses as her present to me.

The Optometr?'sf

Christopher Campbell
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Now, some people have a fear of regular
doctors. Many people have a fear of dentists. I've
never had a problem with those guys. Sure, I'm worried that |
might be diagnosed with a disease, or require some painful
procedure due to inevitable cavities, but otherwise the visits
are fun and exciting to me. | wouldn't mind having a checkup
tomorrow if | had the money or medical plan to afford it.

The man | fear is the optometrist, or eye doctor. Well, maybe |
don't fear him as a person, but | fear the eye exam more than
any other exam in the world. At least with a physician there
are x-rays and blood tests and the like to determine if I'm
healthy. The dentist can see if my teeth are all right or
whether | need some fillings. The only thing an optometrist
has to go by is trust. How does he know what | can truly see
or not?

| always find myself reading the vision chart with uncertainty.
He has me read that one line that | €an just barely make out.
Isita G or an Q2 Should | guess? Can he tell that I'm not sure
by my voige rising? What if he thinks I can see the line per-
fectly? | have to explain that | was sort of squinting and guess-
ing and maybe | need a new chart to try out.

Next is the large goggle thing where he flips the lenses back
and forth asking, "This one...or this one?"

“Umm. Ummm. | don't know? They look the same? They're
both bad? I'm sweating bullets! Get me out of here!"

I have such a tough time deciding which lens is better. And he
doesn't know. There's no way he could possibly make the de-
cision for me. | don't get to just sit there and wait for a diagno-
sis. | think my head is going to explode.

Eventually he reaches a decision based on my self-
examination. He brings out the contacts, pops them in. my
eye, and | sit there wondering if these are truly the prescrip-
tion | need. | pay for them and leave the office contemplating
the clarity of my new lenses. | stare at signs while driving won-
dering when they should be coming into view and if I'm able to
read them at the moment | should be.

I tell you, I'm a total wreck until | get used to them, forget
about them, and put it all behind me until the next time.

This year was a little different, but still frightening. They have
this new machine which can supposedly analyze your eyes
and figure out an estimated prescription for you. | couldn't be-
lieve it.

"Well, its only an estimate," the smiley doctor says, "and we
still go through the other tests as a confirmation."

Wonderful. | thought that, finally, a breakthrough in science

had come along that will take away that dependency on my

answers. Nope. So we go through the usual chart and gog-
gle mess as | get headaches and want to throw up. He
comes up with the prescription. He says the new machine
was very helpful. | wonder, how so? | pay the bill, walk out
the door and play this game with my eyes to see if | can

see clear in both eyes. The right eye is pretty blurry but |
decide to let it go.

The eye does not gain clarity. | grow very angry at myself,
not-at the doctor, because, after all, it's not his fault. | drive
out to the office two days later and whine until the doctor
has a moment to see me. | explain my situation and he as-
sures me that the prescription is valid. He brings down the
goggle thing to show me how it would look with other pre-
scriptions. | don't see any difference, better or worse, and so
I trust him again. He tells me my eyes are very oily, espe-
cially my right one, and gives me some special cleaner. |
leave, falsely acting satisfied.

The cleaner doesn't help. | go to the movies and grow so
frustrated at my faulty eyes and faulty lenses. | want to stick
my soda straw into my sockets and just be permanently
blind, because it’s either that or God grants me perfect eye-
sight again.

| drive out to the office after the weekend and | can see the

- doctor is growing annoyed. He brings me into the office, and

11

now instead of being oily, he insists my eyes are just unbe-
lievably dry. He has me try a pair of monthly disposables as
an alternative to the permanents he prescribed. They don't
change a thing. He is amazed. He says the last option is to
go with the daily disposables which are about four times as
expensive as the first pair. He says they are thinner and
don't grasp the eye as firmly or something or other. Basically
he means that they allow for more wetness. If they don't
help, the only option is wearing glasses full time.

“l don't really like glasses, Doc, but what about this new la-
ser surgery that’s all the craze these days?" He¥forms me
that laser surgery is dangerous with dry eyes and my eyes
are uncommonly dry. | want a second opinion but not having
money or insurance, | decide I'll wait until | have some.

| take the daily disposables, because they help the best so
far and | can Jive with not having the greatest vision in the

sworld. He firmly advises not wearing them for more than a
day. I don't listen. | wear them for about a week, each.
They're working out okay. | constantly have to put in rewet-
ting drops, especially at the end of the day and often during
movie watching.

I guess I'll have to see how long | can make these guys last.
At least | don't worry about losing them as much and its fun
tossing them in the garbage when they become irritating. |
guess | shouldn't be gambling so much with my eyes be-
cause they're so valuable to me, but | have a bigger fear of
the optometrist than of going blind.



“Flsh heuds %ish heads,

By Adam Laeblmg ik

That singsong chant has haunted my memories for over 15
years. It stems from Brandeis Day Camp, back when | was 6
or 7 years old. | was a quiet, shy, epileptic child, and so | was
mercilessly ridiculed and picked on by seemingly the entire
camp — my peers AND counselors. As a result, I'd try to be
even more quiet and shy, and always trailed the rest of the
group, clinging to the shadows.

The worst part of the day was lunch. All other times, | could

iﬁﬂum lov;"’s 1

ing: FISH HEADS, FISH HEADS, ADAM LOVES FISH
HEADS. Over and over again.

| turned to run and a cup of tuna splattered against my head.
Then another. Five volleys hit me in the chest. More came
flying at my arms and legs. More and more cups of tuna
came whizzing through the air and hit their mark — me. Soon |
was on the ground, crying, while those who had held onto
their tuna cups were grinding them into my hair and face.

find a way to be by myself, but at lunch, we all had to line up at

the cafeteria and then sit down at a table in a big group.

Now every day, whatever was being served was
always augmented with a little cup of tuna fish.
These little paper cups were the same that pizza
joints use for Italian ices. Little, cheap, paper cups
with the flat bottoms. And they scooped the tuna
with the cups and gave one to each camper along
with the main meal.

But because these tuna containers were so small
and made out of cheap paper, they’d quickly be-
come oily and soggy and nobody wanted to touch
them. Thus, the little cups o’ tuna always remained
untouched.

Since nobody touched the tuna cups, it became
such a routine to ignore them that it was quickly for-
gotten why they were ignored. Two weeks into
camp, one little tyke asked a counselor why no one ate the
tuna.

“Because it's not really tuna. It's fish heads!” he said with glee-
ful malice.

“Fish heads?!! Ewww, gross!!”

And so, all of us really thought they were cups of mashed-up
fish heads. Every day, one bully would pick out a smaller kid
and try to get him to eat the tuna, pulling the poor kid’s head
back and squishing the paper cup into his mouth, singing,
“Fish heads, fish heads, (insert kid’s name here) loves fish
heads!”

I clung even closer to the shadows.

One day, | was out by the sandbox and pretended not to hear
the lunch bell. | hid behind a bush and waited for everyone to
leave. But | started feeling guilty and abandoned, so after ten
minutes | hurried after the group. When | got there, everyone
was standing in a half-circle, facing me. Everyone — the 40
kids and the five counselors — were armed with cups of tuna.

| wanted to plead, beg them not to. | wanted to turn and run, or
scream, or cry, or something. But | couldn’t do anything. | was
completely frozen.

A counselor asked me where I'd been. | stared at him, petri-
fied. The counselor turned around and shouted the chant, and
got everyone to sing along. Soon, almost 50 people were sing-

I think it was this episode that turned me off tuna for most of
my life. | couldn’t eat any fish for years, especially tuna, and |
- had only started eating fish again maybe
 three or four years ago, though in very
mall quantities.

ast forward to last weekend, when my
 girlfriend Jen and | went out to celebrate
her birthday. Jen wanted tapas — various
Spanish appetizers — so we went to this
popular place on the lower east side.
While waiting for her chronically late
friends to arrive, we ordered and drank
two large pitchers of sangria (okay, | did
most of the drinking). Her friends arrived,
and we ordered a variety of dishes. Her
friends seemed squeamish at some of
the options (“Octopus? Eel? Ewww!”),
and | was pretty drunk and stupid at this
point, so | decided to order something especially gross: the
grilled sardines.

Expensive fish.

Now this tapas place is very, very dark. They give you a little
candle, which is expected to radiate a cafeteria-long table.
The poor lighting, combined with my drunkenness, blind hun-
ger, and desire to gross out her friends, prevented me from
actually seeing the sardines as | shoved them into my mouth.
Part of the sardines tasted okay, but some bites of it tasted
really, really foul.

To further gross out her friends, | offered the last sardine to
Jen's younger sister. She shrieked when | put it up to her
face. “Ewww! It still has its face!!”

Face? Uh oh.

| had eaten a dozen whole sardines, heads, eyes, bones,
tails, and all. | quickly covered the remaining sardine with a
napkin, then gulped down more sangria and closed my eyes,
trying to erase the meal from my memory.

The night progressed and we did some karaoke and | drank
more and more beer, wine, and cognac. By midnight, we had
said our goodbyes and got to the subway. That's when the
trouble began.

What followed was the most hellish and horrible night of my
life. | would rather give birth to septuplets while passing a kid-
ney stone the size of the Rock of Gibraltar than go through
this night again. | could even barely relive it on paper.
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We got on the subway and the world spun. It wouldn’t stop
spinning. It was going so fast, | felt my stomach going in one
direction, my throat in another, my head in another. When |
would close my eyes, the world exploded in dark clouds and
flashes of light and it spun spun spun. When | opened my
eyes, my stomach jumped and railed and sloshed around and
my head pounded and the light was like a finger down my
throat. | bit my tongue, my lips, the inside of my cheeks to
keep from throwing up. Soon | had to chomp down on my arm,
tight enough to almost draw blood, to somehow give myself
enough pain to forget about vomiting. But the pain of biting
down quickly wore off, so | had to keep chomping and chomp-
ing my arms and hands. | can only imagine what | looked like
to the other passengers.

Jen looked over at me asked if | was okay. Her voice thun-
dered in my skull, ricocheting throughout my body. My senses
were frayed, beyond sensitive. She put her hand on my back
and it was like a battering ram. | couldn’t answer her because
opening my mouth would be a grave mistake, so | gave her a
pitiful look that said, “l am in complete agony, please don't talk
or touch.”

The hour trip home was the most excruciating experience of
my life. | can remember every jostle of the train, every little
bump of the cars over the tracks. | can remember the vibra-
tions of the jostling covering me like waves, each wave mak-
ing it more and more difficult to keep from spewing my guts
out all over my girlfriend, myself, and five other passengers.

Somehow | made it. Well, | got off one stop early, because |
was unbelievably close to the breaking point. | practically
crawled the mile home, with poor Jen having to walk super
slowly at my pace and stop every few feet.

I made it home. | made it to the bathroom. Nothing happened.
| was so sick, | didn’t even have the strength to throw up. | sat
on the couch and it was like sitting on a roller coaster. | felt
myself being lifted and thrown into the air and spun around
and around.

Suddenly | head that sing-song chant for the first time in 17
years. FISH HEADS, FISH HEADS, ADAM LOVES FISH
HEADS. Over and over again, at excruciating volume. It
was being screamed at me in the voices of 50 small chil-
dren. The spinning became unstoppable and | felt myself
flying through the air to the bathroom. | puked and puked
into the toilet, the sardine head stench filling my life, making
me puke more and harder, for what seemed like a small
eternity. 4

When | got to the point of dry heaves, | felt another rumble,
another internal twisting, another danger of spewing. But
this time, from the opposite end.

I quickly propped myself onto the toilet, just before my bow-
els dumped out streams of diarrhea. It was like a leaf-blower
full of shit, at full blast. The stench of sardings and loose
stools was overpowering. | had to vomit again, and fast.

| didn’t even have time to flush the toilet. | hurled my lungs
right on top of the pool of shit and magma. My face was
splattered with diarrhea. | threw up more.

The whole night, next morning, and following afternoon
were variations of the same theme. Processed food, un-
processed food, bits of sardines, slushy gastric juices, and
multicolored liquors mingled with urine and liquid poop in an
evil brew of death. | even masturbated just to throw some
sperm into the mix. It was about 15 hours later that | finally
crawled my exhausted and spent body into bed. Luckily, the
bed didn’t spin and | quickly passed out.

I slowly started feeling better over the next few days, but
every time | burped, | relived the sardine heads, and | would
occasionally get a whiff of the cognac and sangria exuding
from my pores.

Even now, | can remember the taste of the fish heads.

And | still hear the singsong chant of my youth that became
a fulfilled prophesy.
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Bully’s Total Fitness
Adam Liebling

For some inexplicable reason, there are people out there who
tolerate — no, enjoy! — physical exertion. They like to sweat,
gasp for breath, strain their body to the breaking point. They
like to do jumping jacks, jog in place, and simulate the climb-
ing of stairs.

Join us
And so, | found myself entering a gym for the \ or DIE!
first time in my life, with the good intention of
buying her a 3-month membership for her birthday.” 1e+!
No, it wasn't like “Happy birthday, »
now lose weight.” She had men-
tioned wanting to join a gym tem-
porarily, figuring that since | had
night classes for a few months, she
wouldn’t mind spending the eve-
nings working out, jnstead of sitting
at home in the dark, waiting for me

and shaking with loneliness.
Women, ay?

My girlfriend is one of them.

So I'm a good boyfriend, and de-
cided to surprise her with a mem-
bership. And so, after a long, hard
day at work and night school, | en-
tered a fitness establishment — let's
call them Bully’s — and inquired about their
membership plans.

What followed was something out of an absurdist horror
movie. | was immediately trapped and detained, assaulted
with a dozen different mind control techniques, and subjected
to an emotional and intellectual beating that literally lasted
hours. I’'m not making any of this up:

Adam: Hi, I'm interested in your membership plans.
Cashier Girl: (blink) Our what?

Adam: Membership plans?

Cashier Girl: Are you already a member?

Adam: No.

Cashier Girl: Oh, so you want to be a member?
Adam: No, it's a gift for my girlfriend.

Cashier Girl: Hold on, let me get a manager.

And so it all begins. The barrage of mental manipulation
seemed to be structured and in stages: Admiration, Demoli-
tion, Demonstration, Humiliation, and Seduction.

Admiration (whereby they build you up...)

Manager: (big smile and wide eyes) You're getting a member-
ship for your girlfriend? Oh wow, that is quite an amazing gift.
You are one incredible boyfriend.

Adam: Gosh, thanks!

Manager: She is going to love you forever for this. She is go-
ing to look great and have only you to thank.

Adam: Great!

Manager: You're a great guy. Let me shake your hand. (we
shake) Follow me, please.

We entered his office and he shut the door and immediately
asked for my credit card to process the down payment.

Demolition (...so they could smash you back down, leaving
you defenseless and confused)

Adam: How much is the 3-month plan?
Manager: Ho-ho-ho! Not so fast; let’s talk about what your
girifriend needs. We want her looking her best. She needs a
personal trainer, right?
Adam: What are your pricing plans?
Manager: (getting angry) I'll get to the plans. Let’s talk about
your girlfriend first.
Adam: She doesn’t need a personal trainer.
Manager: How do you know? Isn'’t this a surprise gift?
Adam: Well, she already mentioned in passing that she’d like
a membership...
Manager: Oh, but then this is something she really wants. -
Okay then, let's process your credit card...
Adam: What's the price?
Manager: (angry) I'll get to that soon. Be patient. | need to
find out what's best for your girlfriend.
Adam: Well, she doesn’t need a trainer. She just wants to
use the treadmill and whatnot.
Manager: So she’s not interested in learning to become fit?
Adam: (pause) | think she’ll be okay on her own.
Manager: We have a lot of new equipment; a
«” trainer could show her how to use them.
’ Adam: If she has a question, I'm sure she’ll ask the
person next to her.
Manager: (silent for a moment) Fine. No trainer.
(silent)
Adam: (silent)

s

Manager: We'll put her in the group classes.
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Adam: What?

Manager: We offer step exercises, Tae Bo, yoga, and dance
aerobics.

Adam: | don’t think...

Manager: Let me finish. We now have TWO difference dance
aerobics classes — Ghetto Groove and Booty Shaker.

Adam: No, | think the treadmill is fine.

Manager: Do you even know what yoga is?

Adam: Yeah, of course.

Manager: And she wouldn’t want that? Every girl | know
wants to do yoga. If your girlfriend wants a membership here
and asked you to come here, she obviously wants a trainer
and these group classes.

(This went on for about a half hour, interspersed with him
asking for my credit card. | slowly became mentally sluggish
and zombie-like, preparing a hollow mind-state for the...)

Demonstration (whereby they cloud your mind to better their
chances of grabbing your money)

Manager: Fine. No trainer. No group classes.

Adam: (dazed and confused) Okay, so what are your plans?
Manager: Not yet. We have to figure out what kind of program
she wants.

Adam: She just wants to get tone.

Manager: Because we offer Massive Muscle Gain, Extreme
Weight Loss, and Total Health. (He goes into an extremely
lengthy discussion of the merits of each program.)

Adam: (mentally exhausted) Can she just have access to a
treadmill or something?



Manager: Sure, but | thought you loved her and wanted the
best for her.

Adam: (meekly) Treadmill's all she wants.

Manager: Okay, but let me tell you what else she gets with
each program. (He went into a long shpiel about vitamins,

pills, natural supplements, and nutritional bars. | finally some-

how convinced him to move on to the plan prices.)
Humiliation (still not making any of this up)

Manager: So let's see... that's 36 months without a trainer,

group classes, or program... (types into computer) Oh, fantas-

tic, you can get a great price!
Adam: Wait, did you say 36 months?
Manager: Yes, we only offer 36-month memberships.

Adam: (whispering) | wish you told me earlier.... 36 months is

way too long...
Manager: (firmly) No, because she can use this membership
at any Bully’s. If you move in the next 36 months, she can...

Adam: But 36 months is a huge commitment, and | really can’t

afford...

Manager: (insultingly) You can’t afford a low monthly pay-
ment?

Adam: (meekly) How much is it?

Manager: That's what I'm trying to tell you, if you would listen. |
can get you a very low monthly payment. Only (click click click)
49 dollars a month. And she’s going to have access to all our

equipment, every Bully’s in the country and in Canada...
Adam: (trying to do the math in my sluggish head)
Manager: ...and she’ll be able to talk with our trainers if she
needs any help, plus...

Adam: But, but, that's way too much...

Manager: (stops, looks at me shrewdly) You can’t afford just
$49 a month? (laughs) For real? Hahahaha.

Adam: (flustered) Well, | mean, | can, but for 36 months...
Manager: So what's the problem? Is it the months or the
money?

Adam: (tries to think) The combination of the two.

Manager: But it's only $49 a month.

Adam: I'm sorry, it's too much...

Manager: Is it the down payment? Because | can lower that for

you. Instead of $250, we can bring that down to $200. So if
you want to just give me your credit card...

Adam: (wanting to cry) I'm sorry...

Manager: $1507?

Adam: (getting up)

Manager: You can’t afford a small $150 down payment? To
make your girlfriend happy?

Adam: (sits back down) It's the duration and monthly pay-
ments.

Manager: Okay, hang on... (click click click) If she only goes to

Bully’s in the tri-state area, | could lower your monthly pay-
ments to only $39 a month.

Adam: (softly) It's okay, thanks...

Manager: | can’t believe that you're telling me that your girl-
friend isn’t worth $39 a month. (laughs derisively)

Adam: Yeah, but that's still around $1500. That's too much...
Manager: (condescendingly) It's paid over 36 months.
Adam: | realize that...

Manager: And the down payment is only $150. That's pretty
reasonable.

Adam: | agree, but...

Manager: Then let me have your credit card and we’'ll sign her

up right now.
Adam: (swallows) Can | go home and think about it?

Manager: | can’t promise you this great deal will last tomor-
row. | can only give it to you right now.

Adam: I'd like to discuss it with my girlfriend first.

Manager: Then it wouldn’t be a surprise, would it? | thought
you wanted to surprise her. If-you want to impress her, you
sign her up now and then you can shock her with this
amazing membership.

Adam: Yeah, | hear what you're saying, but...

Manager: (click click clicky Okay, it’s all ready, we're just a
step away from signing her up.

Adam: (with glistening eyes) Actually, | really have to leave
right now. And I'd like to discuss this with her.

Manager: (sighs with annoyance) Okay, but you’re coming
back tomorrow, right?

Adam: (thinks for a second) Of course.

Manager: Okay, wait here while | get my business card.

It felt good to be left alone after almost two’hours of being
insulted and aggressively pressured. | knew it was my
chance to escape, but | was just too intimidated to move. |
felt like | couldn’t leave without Bully’s approval.

The Seduction (my friend Matt told me this happened on
an episode of Friends too)

After 10 minutes, the manager came out with an amazing-
looking, hot, sultry girl, who looked very much like J-Lo.
She came right up to me, like boobs touching my chest,
and smiled up at me radiantly.

J-Lo Girl: You are so amazing, getting this membership for
your girlfriend.

Adam: Thank you.

J-Lo Girl: (rubbing my forearm) She is going to be so ex-
cited. You really know how to make a girl happy. You will
be giving her the greatest gift of all — the gift of health!
Adam: (flustered, mumbled reply)

J-Lo Girl: (grasping my forearm) You must come back to-
morrow! We're having our Mardi Gras Night, so it's 15 per-
cent off memberships.

Adam: (mumbles) Sure, yeah...

J-Lo Girl gave me one last squeeze and one last radiant
smile and then turned to leave, her luscious butthgrazing
my crotch area.

Manager: Here’s my card. You ask for me. What's my
name? (He had me repeat his name four times) You got it.
What time will you be here tomorrow? 8?7 Okay, give me
your number. I'll call and remind you. Your phone’s bro-
gken? You don't have a cell? Fine, just make sure you're
here tomorrow and you ask for me. We'll treat you right...

Soon, | found myself walking home, shocked to have been
let free. | was absolutely exhausted and giddy from being
out of such a high pressure, hard sell situation. | crumpled
up the business card and decided my girlfriend was getting
a DVD player instead.

Ten minutes later, | arrived at my apartment, opened the
door, and collapsed on the couch, my mind and body shat-
tered. My girlfriend came over to the couch, and stood over
me, laughing. “I can’t believe how tired you are, hun, just
from walking the half mile home. You really should con-
sider joining a gym with me.”



[Editor's Note: A couple of years ago, | was the editor of an online teeny-
bopper site. | had to write and edit all sorts of silly, cheesy stuff about col-
lege life, though I've never dormed but attended night school at a city col-
lege (and hated rich dorming preppy college kids to boot). Anyway, | was
cleaning up my computer files and came across this piece that | had written
at an attempt at subversiveness. So here it is for you, in case you ever de-
cide to check out your college library (not freakin’ likely).]

As much as you try to avoid them, sooner or later you'll be
forced to enter your college library. Of course, it won’t be on
your own accord -- you'll have to do a group presentation or
project and the stupid group will want to meet there; a girl
you like (and with whom you promised to study) might want
to meet there; it's cold and you don’t have a place to live...
There are countless situations where you may unwillingly
find yourself in egghead limbo. So what can you do to make
the most of it?

For beginners:
1. Snicker at anatomy books. For the truly immature, this

can be the most fun experience at a library. Peruse the
medical section and chuckle at the female anatomy pictures.
Good exclamations to annoy your schoolmates are
“Boobies!!! Boobies!!!”, “That’s a urinary infection!!?”, and
“Where’s her skin?? OH SWEET MERCIFUL LORD
WHERE’S HER SKIN??”

2. Pick a fight. These people are your sworn enemies.
They're the ones that make you look bad in school. Good
grades, perfect attendance, good hygiene... Jerks, all of
them. Learn em’ a lesson.

3. Pickpocket. Library-goers are always leaving their back-
packs and coats around, while they look for dumb books.
Now's your chance to “permanently borrow” some cell
phones and Palm Pilots. Sure, you only need one cell
phone, but you can sell the rest for crack.

4. Read children’s books with an intense, almost dan-
gerous expression. This is fun. Pick up a children’s book
and read it out loud, slowly, but with frenzied passion. | used
to do this with R.L. Stine’'s Goosebumps books. “AHH!!! The
hamster is growing!! No.. No... NOOO!!! IT'S BECOMING A
MONSTER!!!” and I'd roll around with the book, covering my
eyes, spittle flying everywhere. A friend mentioned it's more
fun to do this while holding a book that has nothing to do
with your fit. For instance, he'd flail around with a Dr. Seuss
book saying, “Don’t go where the wild things are!!! DON'T
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GO!!" and then burst into tears.

5. Ruin the endings. Life is short and you gotta keep
busy. But some people need help getting back on track.
Thus, it will save many of your schoolmates’ time if you
tell them how their books end. And if you don’t know the
ending (i.e. you haven't seen the movie version), just
make one up! And.never fail to mention that it’s the
worst book you've ever read.

Advanced:
6. Bring a karaoke machine. Everyone in a library
loves hearing karaoke.

7. Sex in a private room. Incredibly, many college li-
braries have private rooms for people who are doing
group work. So why pay upwards of 100 bucks on a mo-
tel room when you can get a couple of free hours at the
library? Plus, they usually have a nice big conference
table on which to get jiggy wit it. Here's the prob though.
Most libraries are catching on, especially since most of
us just leave the used condoms on the bookshelves, so
now they require more than two people to sign in. This is
easy to get around. Bring a buddy and kick him out once
you've all signed in (or let him stay and take pictures, it's
up to you.)

8. Eat the books. This takes practice and is recom-
mended for only the expert library-hater. Here’'s what
you do: Walk around the library, feigning utmost selec-
tivity with the books you take off the shelves. “Yes! This
one!” you shout excitedly when you pick out each book.
Bring the pile of books to a table, sit down, and put on a
bib. Then proceed to rip pages out of the top book,
crumpling the pages into balls, which you then stuff into
your mouth. Once in awhile, look around with a sheepish
grin and say, “Good books!”

A heaping pile of stool

And now is our very first issue of our own Onion/[ronic
Times/Satire Wire/ etc etc. newspaper... The READer!
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LOCAL

Area Writer Rips Off “The Onion”
GREENWICH, CT—Thursday, an uni-
dentified writer tried to pass off an article
as her own material, when upon further
inspection, local authorities determined it
to be plagiarized. The style and content
are said to be "almost identical” to that of
articles made popular in the national hu-
mor newspaper The Onion.

"{ can't
believe il's
not ONION®

While the author could not be reached for comment, her Accounts Receiv-
able supervisor, Herbert Kornfeld, came to her defense: "Tha H-Dog
heard about this alleged plagerization and my mind be reelin. Ya'll da big-
gest playa hatas of all, includin them Accountz Payabo bitches. She just
samplin those articles, like Puffy do. Yo, fuck this accusin’ shit. I out.”

In a statement released later, the writer asked that all complaints be sent
directly to her publisher, T. Herman Zweibel. —kittenpants

NATIONAL

Church, State To Merge

AUSTIN, TX—The two largest corporations in the US are seeking to
merge into a giant, tax-exempt, for-profit entity. Brokered by President
Bush, this deal could become the largest merger in the nation’s history.

Poll: 80% Of Americans Willing To Give Up Rights For Freedom
WICHITA, IA—A Gallup poll shows that almost 80% of Americans are
willing to give up their rights to feel safer. 73% of Americans said they
wouldn’t mind being detained indefinitely without reason or trial, 62%
said they would allow themselves to be sodomized with a baseball bat by
a government agent, and almost half were willing to give up their first
born for government experiments. Said one respondent: “I never use that
stuff in the Bill of Rights anyway. If it means protecting our great country
and the freedoms it represents, then by all means take them away!”

INTERNATIONAL

Brazil Wins Some Girly Sport

SAN JUAN, BRAZIL—Most of the frivolous countries in the world were
rocked by Brazil’s upset over Germany in some girly sport. Watched by
two billion of the lamest people on Earth, Brazil pleased their dumb fans
by running around like a bunch of wusses, apparently outscoring their
German pussyfartin’ counterparts. This sport, known as soccer to the only
civilized country on the planet, is similar to American barroom favorite
fooz-ball, but without the fun and excitement.

Germany Wonders Why No One Rooted For Them -
MEIN DEUTCHLAND—Perhaps bitter about their World Cup defeat to
Brazil, German soccer players are questioning why they received no fan
support. “I just don’t get it,” said goalie Fritz Shloshenfrein through a
translator. “Why don’t people like us?” he added, while strangling a
week-old kitten. Offensive starter Hermann Weisse was also perplexed.
“Almost two billion people watched this game, and not one wanted us to
win. What have we ever done to them?”” He then proceeded to turn his
translator into a lampshade.

OTHER HEADLINES:

Catholic Priests To Institute “Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell” Policy |
Pilots Fight For Alcohol In Cockpit | “With Liberty And Justice
For All” To Be Dropped From Pledge Of Allegiance | Saddam
Hussein Pacing, Fidgeting | All-Star Game Ends In Boredom

PUBLIC NOTICE

Public To Decide On New Lisa Lopes Stamp

OMAHA, NE—One of the greatest cultural icons of our generation,
Lisa Lopes of r&b group TLC, will finally be commemorated with her
own stamp, says U.S. Post Office spokesman. Many designs were
brought to the table, and officials are having trouble choosing between
the two finalists: the young Lisa “Left-Eye” Lopes, with baggy pants
and a condom in place of the left lens of her glasses, or the glamorous
“Waterfalls”-era Lopes with shimmering ballroom gown.

Her classic look reflects her youthful activism on issues such as safe
sex, AIDS awareness, and not being too proud to beg, say some. But
other postal officials prefer the more modern, refined look, as being
“hotter.” Internal conflict has brought this debate into the public do-
main, who will be asked to vote for their favorite stamp on Monday.

ARTS & ENTERTAINMENT

Glaring Errors Found In The Scorpion King
HOLLYWOOD, CA—The stunning recreation of the life of legendary
Egyptian warrior Mathayus may not be accurate, warn historians.

“While it is true that 5,000 years ago in the notorious city of Gomor-
rah, an evil ruler was determined to lay waste to all the nomadic peo-
ples of the desert, and the few remaining tribes united under Matha-
yus’ sword to defeat this vile leader, there are glaring inconsistencies
between this film and the real events that took place,” says Roberta
Slacks, Columbia University’s adjunct professor of history.

One of these inconsistencies in the film occurs when Mathayus
(portrayed otherwise brilliantly by The Rock) infiltrates the enemy
camp to eliminate the sorcerer and ends up saving her out of compas-
sion. “It was lust,” says Slacks. “In reality, Cassandra was this little
hot Asian thing with soft, golden tanned skin and apple-sized tits, who
spent most of her time bathing naked and swishing around her hair. He
shtupped her three ways and decapitated her.”

At one point in the movie, Mathayus shoots arrows at a tide of ene-
mies, who fly backwards about 50 feet and éxplode. University of
Indiana’s Professor of Middle Eastern Conflict and History, Nyu Ra-
jmatan, claims that this could not have been the case. “®ur records
show that Mathayus was a terrible shooter. He really defeated these
enemies by asking them if they can smell what he’s got cooking, fol-
lowed by his most deadly and popular move, The People’s Eyebrow.”

Director Chuck Russell defended the historic portrayals in his movie
at last night’s press conference, but promised to be more careful on his
next project “The Mummy III: Are You My Mummy?”

Images of WTC Respectfully Taken Out of WTC Documentary
NEW YORK. NY—Jerry Bruckheimer’s next movie, a docudrama on
the events of 9/11, will respectfully not show any images of the World
Trade Center, say producers. ‘“We respect the feelings of the victim’s
families,” says co-producer Jack Sidell, “and images of the Twin
Towers will only exacerbate their trauma.”

They have also decided to tape over scenes recreating the plane hi-
jacking, the impact, the collapse of the towers, and the smoldering,
gaping hole where the towers once stood.

Sources say the move to delete the controversial scenes was inspired
by the History Channel’s removal of all WTC images in their 1985
documentary “The World Trade Center: A Modern Marvel.”



BUSINESS

Bush, Cheney Chuckle Over Corporate Responsibility Speech
UNDERGROUND BUNKER, WASHINGTON, DC—President Bush
and Vice-President Cheney shared a deep-bellied chuckle yesterday while
re-watching a tape of Bush’s corporate responsibility speech. “Do y'all
think they bought it?” asked Bush, giggling. “Who cares?” smirked Che-
ney, adding, “Hey, I like that look of indignation you had on your face.”
“Injun what?” asked Bush.

Rich White Men: Economy Is Fine!

From his posh penthouse apartment on the Upper East Side, a satin bath-
robed Alan Greenspan comforted the nation. “The economy is just fine,”
he said while stirring a double martini. “Nobody should panic. There
might be a little financial activity while my friends sell their stocks, but
everyone else should go ahead and keep on buying.” Mr. Greenspan
paused to enjoy the aroma of a Cuban cigar from his private stock.
“Mmm... Yes...” he concluded, smiling contently with his eyes closed.

SPORTS

Ted Williams To Be Preserved In Steroid Chamber

Baseball great Ted Williams will hopefully awaken from death in the near
future stronger and more powerful than ever. “I not only want to preserve
my father from decay,” said son John Henry Williams, “but have him hit
500-foot dingers.” The late Williams responded in an agonized wail from
the depths of his decrepit corpse: “Peeeeace... Let me be in peeeeeace....”

. Bud Selig Wanted In Murder Of Baseball

. The current commissioner of Major League
Baseball and tool of Satan, Bud Selig, is wanted
for questioning in the shocking murder of the
sport. Baseball was found dead last week from
an overdose of fan anger over strike talks,
owner and player greed, high ticket and conces-
sion prices, designated hitting, the infield fly
rule, and the mediocrity of the Mets. While
seemingly a self-inflicted fatal wound, authori-
ties believe Mr. Selig could have saved the
sport, but instead, for some inexplicable mo-

“You’ll never catch me k o~ -
tive, played a role in its demise.

alive, nyah nyah. Pbbttth.”
HEALTH / MEDICINE

Study: Sperm Tastes Great!

Ladies, take note. Studies have proven that sperm tastes wonderful. And,
uhh, it’s also good for you! Yeah! In fact, studies have shown that
women who ingest sperm, uh, live longer and healthier lives. And, um, are
much more likely to win the lotto and have all their dreams come true.
This is, like, proven medical science stuff. So ladies, just, you know, keep
that in mind. Like, when you hang out with me.

RELIGION

Islam Is Really A Peaceful Religion, Says Terrorist

Pakistani militant and arms dealer Mustaf Rijabad is angry at the way the
Western world views Islam. “Those who are quickest to judge Islam as
violent are the ones who haven’t even read the Koran,” he says.
“Throughout all of our ancient texts, from the Upanishads to the Bhaga-
vad Gita, love and unity are emphasized, on practically every page. It
makes me so angry to see you stupid, rich, fat Americans misconstrue our
gentle and peaceful culture. I will kill you all in the name of Allah!!”

God Comes Back From Vacation To Find Place A Mess

“Jesus, can’t I leave you kids alone for a thousand years without you turn-
ing this place into a mess??” bellowed God, upon returning to Earth after
a brief vacation. “I mean, look at all this! You expect me to clean this shit
up??” God then grounded humankind and told them to go to their room.
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ASK BRAK

Dear Brak:

If a vampire corners you, do you use your
celebrity to get out of the situation?

-Jon 'Corn Mo’ Cunningham

JCM]: 4

Hello! I came by your house yesterday but
you were eating French onion soup so |
stayed outside. Was that what you were
writing me about? French onion soup. 1 like French onion soup.
Love, Brak

Dear Brak,

What's this weird growth on my foot? Do you think it's some can-
cer? Can it be cured by eating more broccoli?

Yours Truly, Eric F.

Eric:

Hey, buddy buddy! I can't stay inside because my clothes are wet. |
went swimming in the ditch. Space Ghost is mad. I'm supposed to
swim in the pool but I'm cooking beans in there. They have to soak.
I found a nickel, a spork and a wig in the ditch when [ was swim-
ming. Now, I have to stand in the driveway until I'm dry.

Love, Brak

Dearest Brak,

Will you be my Mom?
Sincerely,

Little Boy

Little Boy:

Hey there, buddy buddy! Thanks for writin' me. I slobbered on your
e-mail thingie. I'm sorry. Hey! Did you know that I used to have a
sock full of beans? I couldn't keep it in the house, though. One day
he hopped away and joined a traveling sock circus. He was known
as Soggy, The Amazing Leaky Sock.

Love, Brak

Dear Brak:

I wrote a song about you. It's called | LOVE BRAK. It is sung to the
tune of "Nobody's Fool" and has the same lyrics as "Nobody's
Fool.” I hope you like it, I wrote it just for you.

xo, kittenpants

Kittenpants:
this green or yellow? I can't tell. I have to get dressed for a party.
I'm going as a disposable cup salesman!!!

Love, Brak

ASK BRAK is a syndicated advice column that appears only on
kittenpants.org.

FUN & GAMES

A) Four letter word fora woman: __ UNT
B) Something hard in your pocket: __ O CK
C) You don’t want to wakeupin: __ EMEN
D) It’s very, very, very sticky: __ UM
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My Broke and Homeless Ass
by Sean Carswell

n my way to the Casablanca to see Helen, to

have her feed me swill beer and deal out my

weekly dose of rejection, | ran into Danny. It was

purely by chance. He was on his way to a topless
bar to hide from his girlfriend. “| may have to ship her ass
back, Bart,” Danny told me. “She’s spinning her head around
in circles and shoving crosses up her cunt again.”

“You know you're going to the first place she’s gonna
look,” | said. But he knew. That's probably why he was going
there. “Let’s get a beer somewhere else.”

“l ain’'t going there,” Danny said. He knew me too well.
He heard the slur of my words; he saw the red in my eyes.
He knew where | was headed.

“Then we're at an impasse.”

We looked at each other. Traffic rolled down A1A; no
breeze blew off the beach. Even as evening approached, it
wasn’t getting any cooler. It wasn’t going to. | looked up at
the sign for Miguel's. Until | did, | hadn't realized how hungry
| was. But | hadn'’t eaten since breakfast, and it wasn't like 1
had food at home. Danny thought the same thing, so we
went in.

Miguel’s was a favorite haunt, good food but also the
kind of place you could come into straight from the beach,
barefoot and sandy, and it was no problem. One of the wait-
resses was a Cuban girl, probably twenty, with hair so black
it sometimes looked blue, and a low, sultry voice. We stood
by the door until we could see which section was hers, then

took one of her booths. When she asked, | ordered a beer.

“We still don’t serve beer here,” she said. | knew that. | just ordered
one so she’d remember that | was that gringo who always comes in
drunk and orders a beer. | figured she could look at me in one of two
ways. Either | was an idiot with no long term memory, or | was a
hopeless romantic, knowing that the world doesn’t conform to my
needs but never giving in, always grasping on to the shred of hope
for a better life, of a world where | can get a beer with my pork and
rice.

“Coke, then,” | said. Danny ordered the same. She left two
menus and headed back for the kitchen.

Neither of us picked up the menus. “So Danny,” | said. “The
drugs ain’t doing Sophie any good?”

He shook his head. “They were. She was fine for the first cou-
ple of months. She’s fine when she don’t drink. But the last few
nights, dude...” He stared off. He didn’t have to tell me. It was always
the same story. Only the places changed. She'd spend a couple of
months institutionalized or in rehab, then she'd come out the vision
of an angel, soft-spoken, polite, friendly, and Danny’d fall for her all
over again. It usually lasted about six weeks, then Miss Hyde would
come back, and Danny would be right back where he started from. |
think he liked it that way. At least she wasn’t boring, and he could

cheat on her six months out of the year. He just had to keep her from @

beating his ass too badly.

The waitress came back with our drinks and said, “You guys
gonna try something different this time?”

“l ain’t,” Danny said.

“Me neither.”

“Pork and rice?” she asked. We both nodded, and there it was.
She was the same kind of hopeless romantic, grasping on to the be-
lief that someday we’d try the beef or chicken or one of the sand-
wiches; one day we’d go for potatoes or mixed vegetables. Yeah, |
started to think, we were made for each other.

“She told me she’d quit it all and straighten up if | could tell her
what the meaning of life is,” Danny said.

“The waitress did?”

“No, dumbass. Sophie.”
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“What did you tell her?”

“I told her I'd ask you and get back to her.”

Ask me? If there were ever a low point in my life, | was
there. Six months earlier, my girlfriend had heinously dumped
me, and, during the course of that week, my DUI fines and other
debts had built up to the point where | had to sell my car to pay
them. Then my parents kicked me out of their house because
they said it was the only way | was going to get my life together.
I'd been living on couches from that point on. Then | got fired
from my job of selling frozen meats. Then | got another job and
got fired from that. Then it happened again. Then again until |
finally ended up working for the county, watching kids for the
summertime. And | was spending all my time and Money at the
lowest of dives on the beach, hitting on Helen the bartender and
having no luck at all. If anything, | was the one person who didn’t
know shit about anything. To ask me the meaning of life was like
asking Michael Jordan for tips on your batting stance. “How the
fuck would | know?” | said.

“You wouldn’t,” Danny said. “But Sophie likes you. She told
me that you’re the smartest guy she knows.”

“If all the people you know in the world are idiots, and one
person is just a little less of an idiot than everyone else, he'd look
like a genius, wouldn’'t he?”

“What are you saying?” Danny asked. “That we’re all idi-
ots?”

“No. Just me and Sophie.”

This calmed Danny. He watched the waitress walk by and
stared at her ass all the way to the kitchen. “So?” he said.

“So what?”

“So what's the meaning of life, Bart?”

“I don’t know. Carbon?”

“Carbon?” Danny said. “That’s the dumbest fucking answer
I've ever heard.”

I shrugged my shoulders. | wasn't going to apologize for



my lack of intelligence. The waitress came back to refill our sodas
and tell us that the food would be ready in a minute. And there was
something about the way she leaned over the table, breasts close to
my nose and her eyes looking into mine so that | couldn’t ogle. It got
me thinking that maybe she was thinking of something. So | asked
her the question: “What's the meaning of life?”

She stood up straight and smiled. “Everyone knows that.” Then,
she walked back to the kitchen.

“Well, there you have it,” | said.

“Carbon,” Danny said. “| can’t tell Sophie anything that stupid.”

“Well, it's a stupid fucking question,” | said. “If you want to know
the meaning of anything, look it up in the dictionary.”

“You know that’s not the answer she’s looking for.”

Of course | knew. All | could say was, “She ain’t my girl.”

The waitress came back with our food. We ate in silence. While
we did, the waitress kept circling around our table. Every time she’d
walk by, she’d look me in the eyes and smile. Every time we’d take a
sip of our sodas, she’d come by with a pitcher and refill them. Four
times she asked if the food was all right. | started feeling good about
my chances.

| kept thinking about Danny’s question, too, while | ate. Finally, |
started sobering up a bit and returning to the belligerent state that I'd
fallen into when | was at the beach earlier that day. “It wasn’t a stupid
answer, if you think about it,” | said. “Because if you can bring every-
thing down to atoms, 4ll the world is a random collection of atoms,
built on each other to form things, and the only collection of atoms
that all life has in common is carbon. And if all we are is a random
collection, then that's what we mean. And it seems to make sense
that the only thing life is, is random. Random events and chaos.”

Danny shook his head. | knew he wasn’t buying it. | wasn’t
really buying it, either, but | wanted to be ready to defend myself if he
called me stupid again. “l can't tell Sophie that,” he said. “That would
just make matters worse. Her life is too random and chaotic as it is.”

“‘Well, hey man,” | said. “So’s mine, and that’s the belief that
keeps it going. I'm doing fine.”

“I wouldn’t call how you're doing ‘fine.

| sopped up the last bit of spices and grease off my plate with a
chunk of bread. “l would.” | put the bread in my mouth, but kept talk-
ing. “Outside of the lamentable fact that | ain’t been laid in six months,
my life’s pretty damn good.”

“Oh, yeah,” Danny said. “How much money do you have?”

| reached into my pocket and pulled out my wad. A fifty, six
twenties, a ten, and a couple of ones. “| still have almost two hundred
bucks left.”

“How much do you have to your name?”

I smiled. “ still have almost two hundred bucks left.”

“How much of that do you think you'll have Sunday night?”

| shook my head. “Hey, anything could happen. This could be
the week | land on my feet.”

“More likely it'll be the week that | have to let you sleep on my
couch.”

“But, see, you don’t know because it's all random events and
chaos.”

Danny stood up. “l ain’t buying it.” He turned and walked to the
bathroom.

The waitress came back at this time. She sat in the booth
across from me, crossed her arms, and leaned on the table. A gold
cross dangled in her cleavage. God liked me. “You were born here in
Cocoa Beach, weren't you?” she said.

| nodded.

“I knew it. You have the look.”

“What look is that?”

“You know.” She stuck out her chest and threw back her shoul-
ders. “That cocky look. Like you just out-surfed someone and no one
saw you so you got to strut around to make news of it.”

“I don’t surf.”

“That’s good. That's points for you.” She looked over her shoul-
der. Danny was coming back from the bathroom. “Tell me,” she said,
standing. “Would you like to be my escort to a picnic tomorrow?”

“I'd love to.” | tried to hold back my surprise, to be as cool as |
could, but after a six month dry spell, this was too perfect.
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“Pick me up tomorrow morning. Ten o'clock. I'll draw you a
map before you go.” She smiled and seemed to look through my
eyes. | tried to smile, too, but did a bad job of it. Then she walked
away.

She gave me a map when | paid the bill and, from there,
we went back to Danny’s place, a few blocks away, where a
party was in progress, and | went on to drink myself back into a
stupor. Then, we went to a raw bar across from Miguel's. The
only thing standing out in my mind about the night from that point
on was the Magic/Pacérs game and a guy sitting next to me who
remembered me from my days at Tennessee, when | was a Divi-
sion | athlete and kind of a great white hope, six foot tall and
slow, but first team all SEC two years running and averaging just
under seventeen points a game. He bought me a shot every time
the Magic took the lead back, which happened too often. Every-
thing after that was a blur. But | did blow a good bit of my pay-
check, as prophesied.

| woke up the next morning on Danny’s living room floor. It
was about seven o’clock. The duffel bag | was living out of was
my pillow. | grabbed a towel and some clean enough clothes and
showered. No one else in the place was awake. The longer |
stayed up, the worse | felt. The whiskey the night before had
been a bad idea, but nothing compared to the tequila. Visions of
vomiting came to me followed by visions of schnapps. | tried to
convince myself that much of it was a dream, but | knew better.
At least it wasn’t me who vomited. Still, the painkillers given to
me by that dude who bought me the shots marked the beginning
of my descent and the end of my memory. And vomit could’'ve
easily fit itself into my morning. | searched out Danny’s passed
out body. Evidently, Sophie had found him because they were
sleeping together in his bed. | shook him until he woke up, then
talked him into getting up and drinking with me until | was sup-
posed to go to the party with the Cuban goddess.

We found a bottle of Rumplemintz in the freezer and a cou-
ple of bottles of Busch in the refrigerator. Between the two, we
had no problem making it until ten. Other passed out bodies
scattered across the living room floor came to life and joined us
at the table, but we wouldn’t share our hooch. We all sat around,
filling in aspects of the night before that others had forgotten.
And | spent most of the time trying to bum a car off someone. No
one but Danny believed that | had a date, even though | had
showered. Danny wouldn’t loan me his car, either. | guess he
wanted a way to escape Sophie if she started to wig. My buddy,
Jeff, needed his car because he was living out of it. Rick sur-
faced out of one of the bedrooms, but when | asked him if | could
borrow his car, he told me to fuck off. He said that he’d given me
a job and that was enough. He also pointed out to everyone else
that | didn’t have a driver’s license. After that, no one was going
to loan me their car. [ finally decided to steal Sophie’s keys. She
was crazy, but she wouldn’t call the cops. No one at the kitchen
table tried to stop me. So, wearing the best duds my duffel bag
held and carrying a healthy but inconspicuous buzz, | set out in
my new Geo Storm to pick up my new love.

| followed the map into Snug Harbor, a family neighbor-
hood up around Fourteenth Street. She lived at the end of a cul-
de-sac in a two story house that was a little upper class for me. |
knocked on the door. Her father answered, and that was my first
problem. I'd forgotten her name, so | couldn’t ask for her. | tried
to make a joke of it. “I've come for your daughter,” | said.

A look came across his face like he’d just finished having
this nightmare, then he invited me in. Inside was a showplace,
black leather couches and chairs, space age furniture, and a
huge parrot in an elaborate cage that kept saying, in the father's
voice, “I kill you. | kill you.” The father sat me down and sat him-
self down facing me and said, “My son, have you accepted Je-
sus Christ as your personal savior?”

“Yes. Yes, indeed,” | nodded. What the fuck else was | go-
ing to say?

He looked at me for a long time to see if I'd crack, but |
held up, met his stare. Then, he smiled and slapped me on the
back. “You can have my daughter then,” he said and laughed a



gruff and sinister laugh that he should’ve had patented. “Maria,” he
called out. “You must not keep the gentleman waiting.”

That’s right, | thought. Give the gentleman some respect, Maria.
He and Jesus are tight.

Maria came out looking fucking hot in a black halter top and
white shorts. | could see it was a situation that called for old world
etiquette. | stood when she entered the room. | offered her my arm. |
opened all doors for her. | figured | could keep it up until we hit the
party, then gradually drink myself out of a buzz. Or get her to drink
herself into one.

As we drove along, | did all the talking. | was very cautious, not
rambling at all but measuring everything | said, trying to see what was
cool and what was taboo, like did she smoke pot and how much did
she drink and was it just a picnic or a party and just what were her
views on sex on the first date. But it was all very subtle. If she were
game, she’d figure it out. If she weren’t, then I’'d only seem random.

She answered everything monosyllabically. The only full sen-
tences she put together were the ones telling me where to turn. She
sent me north into Cape Canaveral, then west across the bridge into
Merritt Island, north again up State Road 3, and when she leaned
forward and said, “Take your next right,” | knew | was going to the
fucking Calvary Chapel. Dead center into the religious right.

| parked and walked around and opened the door for her, all the
while trying to think of the quickest way out of there. | knew these
bastards. They'd tried to save me before. | had a feeling that Maria’s
intentions were less honorable than mine. | was just trying to fuck her,
not fuck with her eternal soul and worldly cash.

| offered my hand as she stepped out of the car, but she didn’t
take it. She walked a step ahead of me. | followed like a sheep. Or |
guess like the flock. Anyway, she brought me into the white shining
heart of it. She introduced me to a tall man, balding but with that long
bang that he wrapped around his head so that it looked like it should
look like he had a full head of hair. “Bart,” Maria said to me, “this is
my minister, Reverend Grisham.”

Reverend Grisham grabbed my hand tightly, like someone was
going to cuff me before he let go, and asked, “Are you thinking of join-
ing our congregation, Bartholomew?”

Bartholomew? Who was this fucking clown and why did he think
he could make my perfectly good name biblical? | wanted to tell him
to fuck off, but instead | said, “Oh, yeah, | talk to God every day. It
just seems right that | should do it in a church.”

“l look forward to seeing you here tomorrow morning,” he said.

| thought about leaning forward and whispering in his ear, ask-
ing if | could get at some of that blood of Christ that these places are
so famous for, but he turned away. He had other souls to save.

Maria led me through more of the congregation, introduced me
to the deacons, showed me all of the Chapel, told me of all the won-
derful things the church had opened up for her. As she preached the
word, my buzz faded and my hangover bulldozed in. | started to
sweat so badly that | could smell the booze seeping out of my skin.
More than once my vision shrunk down to the size of a pinhole and |
thought | might pass out on the spot. The heat and humidity didn’t
help at all. | was dying in God’s steam room. Then she dragged me
out to the back lawn, where the food was set up, and where she intro-
duced me to her boyfriend. Lucky for me, though, | knew him. Frank
Willis, the one-time biggest dealer on the Island. He used to sell the
cleanest acid in the area. He mixed his own speed. He had two acres
in the swamps where he managed to raise the fattest Indonesian
plants. He saw me and shook my hand suspiciously. “Maria,” he said.
“Would you mind getting us a couple of cups of punch?”

Maria smiled the smile that reminded me why | was sucker
enough to get into this mess in the first place, then strolled over to the
refreshment table. | looked around to see if anyone was within ear-
shot. When | felt it was safe, | said, “Goddamn, Frank, am | glad to
see you. I'm fucking dying here. Say, sorry about moving in on your
woman. | didn’t know. I'll back off. Don’t worry. But look, bro, I'm so
fucking hung over. Do you have anything to help me out? Please,
man, help me.”

Frank looked at me with no sympathy and said, “Don’t use the
Lord’s name in vain.”

“Goddamn,” | said. “What'’s gotten into you?”
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“The Lord.” And then, for the second time in a day, a man
asked me, “Have you accepted Jesus Christ as your personal
savior?”

“Fuck you, man,” | said. “| need drugs.”

“I'm out of that, Bart.”

“Bull fucking shit,” | said. “What about that sack you sold
me a week and a half ago?”

“That was before Maria showed me the way. Maybe you
should open your eyes and look around you. Your soul’s at
stake.” <

“Man, Frank, | can hardly stand hanging out with these
people now. | sure as fuck don’t want to spend eternity with
them.”

“You don’t know how blind you are.”

| didn't feel like arguing. It wouldn’t do me any good.
“Maybe you’re right,” | said. | looked over at Maria, looking vir-
ginal with her little Christian sisters, pulling her whore for Jesus
routine. And how | would've liked to fuck them all in their pristine
summer outfits, but | always thought church a suspicious place
to hound chicks. | reached into my pocket. | still had almost one
fifty of my cashed paycheck. | separated the fifty from the wad
and said, “Check it out, Frank. Half a bill for whatever fair deal
we can make.”

Frank looked at the fifty. He seemed to think for a minute.
“Meet me at my truck,” he said in a whisper.

He had ten hits of acid, a half full bottle of Vicodin, and a
little more than an eighth of weed in the glove compartment. He
gave me all of it for the fifty. “l know it's worth a lot more, but I'm
out of this business,” he said. “And | hope to see you rot in Hell.”

| took it all indeed, and for the first time that day | thanked
God, whoever She may be. “I hope to hell Maria’s worth it,” |
said, then | hopped in the Storm to meet up again with my peo-
ple.

| stopped at the Gas and Sip across from the Calvary
Chapel, where | picked up a Gatorade and a pack of wraps. |
rolled a pinner in the parking lot. It would be another thirty min-
utes of driving before | reached Danny’s. My head just wasn’t
feeling any better. 1 lit the joint as | pulled out onto State Road 3.
I washed down two pills with the Gatorade. | turned up the radio.
By the time | reached the Cocoa Beach city limits, the world
blended into a nice fuzz. So Maria turned out to be the evangel-
istic version of a Krishna in an airport. It was still Saturday morn-
ing. Danny was still having a party that day. So was the city of
Cocoa Beach: the annual start of summer block party. With any
luck, Helen the bartender would be there and be there drunk and
| could turn the tables on her. It was her who I'd wanted all along.
Not that Cuban priestess.

The sky was a light blue and the beach was spmething out
of a poster in a travel agency. I'd made a score that Would make
my broke and homeless ass a hero. It may not have been the
week when | was going to finally land on my feet, but | felt like
things were definitely going my way.

When | parked across the street from Danny’s, one crowd
was sitting around an already tapped keg in his front yard, and
another group was shooting hoops in his driveway. | stepped out

o Of the car thinking, yes, indeed, this is my day. That was when

Sophie tried to tackle me. She took a running leap and landed on
my back, wrapped her arms around my neck and tried to bite my
ear off. | managed to shake her without hitting her. Then, she
started swinging at me, closed fisted, really trying to fuck me up.
Mostly, though, she just hit my arms and stomach until Danny
pulled her off.

“You son of a bitch,” she screamed. “You stole my car. You
son of a bitch.”

“No, no,” | said. “You told me | could take it this morning.
Remember when | woke you up and asked you? Told you | had
a date?”

She looked up at Danny, who was still holding her back.
Danny nodded. “He’s telling you the truth.” Sophie stared at
Danny to see if he was lying. Even though he was, his face didn’t
betray him. When she finally believed him, she became suddenly




calm. So suddenly it was scary. Her face became a blank slate. She
smiled, turned on her heel, walked back to the keg, and poured her-
self another beer.

I let that whole scene slide. | joined the others at the keg, where
I told the story of my big drug score and everyone was pretty
amazed. Scoring drugs at wholesale prices at the Calvary Chapel
isn’t the easiest thing in the world to pull off. Still, they all let me know
that part of my problem could be that | buy drugs even at church. No
one squawked, though, when | twisted up two more joints and passed
them around the circle. | twisted the rest of the weed into four joints
and fit them into the long bottle that the pills were in. | figured I'd go
through that over the course of the weekend. The acid I'd keep until
Sunday night, then unload it so that I'd have enough money to make
it through the week.

Sitting around the keg, shirts off, sweating, telling tales in the
front lawn summertime was perfect for a while. Time whittled away
that way. After a couple of hours, the beer and weed and sun started
to make me a little groggy and my plans that night were too big to be
sleepy for, so | joined the game of hoops. A game to eleven and | hit
eleven straight outside shots. Make it, take it. It really wasn’t fair. The
other guys didn’t even get to touch the ball, so they banned me from
the game. They left me with no choice but to take a nap.

At around seven, Danny woke me up. He told me that Sophie
was dead set on going to the psychic before she went to the biock
party. Since | owed him for saving my ass in the stolen car incident, |
had to go with her.

| crawled out of bed, slapped my face a couple of times, and
said, “As long as | can bring beer.”

The psychic was much cooler than | expected her to be. She
was in her late twenties with curly blonde hair, a wraparound floral
skirt, a plaid flannel shirt, and platform shoes that still didn’t raise her
to three eleven. She held out her tiny hand, and | shook it. “Do you
mind if | drink beer in the waiting room while you two take care of
business?” | asked her.

“Not at all, sweetie,” she said. | headed across A1A to the 7-11
to grab a quart.

Sophie was in the back room with the tiny prognosticator for
quite a while. | finished the quart and downed two more pills. The nap
had killed my buzz, but it came right back, just like a faithful dog: feed
it, and it'll make you happy. There wasn't much in the waiting room to
look at, some New Age magazines, tie-dyed drapes, a framed picture
of the psychic standing in front of the shop with Burt Reynolds. |
walked around in circles, impatient. The sun was down, the night had
cooled to about ninety-five degrees, but the ocean breezes brought it
down to probably ninety. The block party had already begun, and |
was itching to get there, to listen to the cheesy cover band set up in
front of the Cocoa Beach PD, to buy a Polish sausage and beer from
the Jaycees, to throw down my buck and try to dunk the mayor. And it
would be the perfect night for romance amidst the insanity of the
summertime heat, under the half moon, two blocks off the Atlantic. It
was definitely my kind of night. The kind of night that kept me stuck to
this coastline for so many years, and | was wasting it pacing back and
forth, waiting for Sophie to find out what her future held. Shit, |
could’ve told Sophie what was in the cards for her. She’d wig out at
some point in the next three days, disappear for a week and a half or
S0, lost in the haze of a binge, then show up at her father’s place
greasy-haired and smelling like shit, eyes bleeding, and five to ten
pounds lighter. She’d probably sell her car during that binge for three
or four hundred dollars worth of crank. I'd have to go with Danny to
work over the guy who bought the car and bring it back. Her father
would send her to a shrink to decide which institution to stick her in,
and that would be that. Right back into the cycle.

But that wasn’t what the psychic was telling her. | was sure of
that. | was sure that she was telling Sophie that she’d find love that
night or riches or some shit like that. That's what I'd say if | was that
psychic. That's where the money is. That's why Sophie went to her
instead of me.

Sophie finally came out with the psychic and told her that I'd
pay. I'd figured as much. Sophie’s dad was loaded, and he’d give her
anything she wanted but cash. | asked the psychic how much | owed
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her.

“Twenty dollars,” she said.

I handed her the twenty and said, “Did she ask you the
meaning of life?”

“No,” the psychic said. “Do you want to know what it is?”

“Do you know?”

The psychic grabbed my hand and turned it to look at my
palm. She ran her tiny finger between my forefinger and thumb,
across the palm. “Interesting,” she said.

“What's that?” { asked.

“You have no life line,” she said. She looked up into my
eyes. ‘| can’t believe you're still alive.”

“No one can,” | said.

“This is serious.” She tilted my hand so that more light
shone on it. Then she shook her head. “I've never seen this be-
fore.”

“I probably just rubbed it smooth beating off,” | said. |
laughed, but Sophie and the psychic didn’t think it was funny.

“I think you’re going to die tonight,” the psychic said.

“Then | better get some drinking in while | still can. Come
on, Sophie.”

Sophie didn’t budge. She stared at the psychic. | grabbed
her arm and dragged her out. Sophie followed, but like she was
in a trance. | rushed her along, anxious to unload her on Danny.

We walked along A1A without talking. | could see the lights
of the block party up ahead. | could almost taste the beer, smell
the women. Sophie snapped out of it in front of the topless bar.
She reached down, grabbed my hand, and stopped walking.
“Oh, Bart,” she said. “You’re gonna die.”

| pulled my hand from her grip. “Not necessarily. There's
five billion people wandering around this earth who were all born
and haven’t died. This could be our time. We could be the first
generation of immortals. All of us stuck here together forever.” |
smiled. “That’s a scarier thought than death, ain’t it?”

“Be serious, Bart. You don’'t have much time left.”

“Don’t buy that psychic shit. What else did that broad tell
you?”

“That I'd go on a bender in the next week and end up sell-
ing my car and land in rehab before the next full moon.”

I looked up to the sky, the moon halfway to full. Like I said,
that psychic was much cooler than I'd expected. The thought
made me laugh.

“Don’t laugh. You're gonna die.”

“Get off it, Sophie,” | said and started to say more, but then
| felt her hand on my dick. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed
my earlobe. | jumped back. She grabbed my hand again.

“Have sex with me, Bart,” she said. “Right now.”

It startled me so much that | couldn’t respond. This was
Danny’s girl. | couldn’t do it to him. He gave me a place to crash
for free when my parents wouldn’t. He was my oldest and closest
friend. But shit was fucked up between him and Sophie. They
cheated on each other so much that there couldn’t be a betrayal
because there was no loyalty. And something about the way she

.stared up at me with those big brown doe eyes and stood close

to me with that tall, slender frame. Even if she was slender be-
cause of all the speed and even if the beauty of her eyes was
because of the insanity behind them, she was so pretty in her
cotton dress, and it was summer and hot, and | was horny, and
there was no law of the universe to guarantee that just because
six months had passed without me getting laid, six more would-
n’'t. But because of where we were, we’'d have to go back to
Danny’s to fuck, and Danny wouldn’t be there, but Sophie and |
would fuck in his bed, and he’d have to sleep in the dried spot
where | came, and if he went down on her that night, damn. So
much raced through my head so quickly that | thought I'd pull a
neuron. Fuck, ethical choices should be left up to ethical people
and leave me out of the loop altogether. | pushed Sophie away.

“You have to leave me something, Bart.”

“'m not gonna die.”

Sophie lunged at me and pushed me onto A1A. | jumped
back on the sidewalk just in time to feel only the wind of a pass-



ing car. “Fine. Fuck you. | hope you do die. I’'m going in to look for
Danny.” She disappeared behind the door of the topless bar.

“Have a good time,” | said after she was gone. She wasn’t really
looking for him. She was hurt and embarrassed and, if | knew her at
all, she would think that I'd rejected her not because of loyalty to
Danny but because she was somehow deficient. She’d go in and sur-
round herself with women and give up on men for that night.

But, hey, that was cool. Alone was just how | wanted to be
walking into the party. No baggage, nothing holding me down. No one
to freak out on me. That incident could slide, too. Just elements col-
liding and dispersing: nature. Thoughts that beer could soak up.

With every step, my enthusiasm grew. | checked out the cars
on the street, recognizing some: my old basketball coach’s, my ex-
girlfriend’s little sister’s, people like that. Everyone showed up for this
bash. There’d be chicks I'd known since high school, people | hadn’t
seen for years. My parents, probably. | was also sure that the lovely
Helen would be out from behind the bar and maybe looking for love. It
was the event of the season, and | was primed perfectly, ready to go.
I turned west on Minuteman, towards the band, and headed straight
for the beer concession. There was no line and my high school chem-
istry teacher was behind the counter. “Hey, Bart. Long time, no see,”
he said.

“Too long, Mr. Winters,” | said. “Thought about coming in to see
you a few times.” Which was true, actually. Mr. Winters was a bright
guy, deeply schooled in the mysteries too involved for the untrained
eye. Every time | blacked out from booze, | thought about going in to
see him. | figured it was a chemical reaction. If anyone knew how to
avoid it, Mr. Winters would.

“What about?” Mr. Winters asked me.

“The meaning of life.”

“That's easy,” he said. “Carbon. What are you drinking?”

| grinned. “The biggest beer you got.”

Mr. Winters poured me a thirty-two ounce draft. | paid, threw a
buck in for the Jaycees, and said good-bye to him. Minuteman was
crawling with people, so many that | couldn’t pick anyone out in the
crowd. | worked my way towards the band. If my crew wasn’t hanging
out around the beer stand, they’d be in front of the band doing some
sort of silly dances. On the way | ran into a few people | knew. Not
really friends, but people who I liked to see out on the town and en-
joyed talking to if the conversation lasted five minutes or less. None
of them knew the meaning of life. One had heard of my acid score
and was looking to buy a few hits. | sold him three for fifteen bucks.

As | made my way through the crowd, | kept my eyes open for
Helen. If there’d ever be a night for us, this would be it. She’d had the
day and night off. When | was in the Casablanca a few nights earlier,
she’d told me that she would be hanging out at the block party this
Saturday. She’d also probably started drinking early in the day at the
beach, which would put her in the perfect state of mind. She wouldn’t
hook up with me when she was sober and my drunk and homeless
ass sat across the bar from her, drooling over her legs, asking her for
the thousandth time what it was like meeting Hulk Hogan on the set
of Thunder in Paradise, the late night cheese show that she’d been
on one time for exactly as long as it took to walk in front of the cam-
era in a bikini. No, nights like that were just prep work for when she
hit the streets drunk and alone and looking for a friendly face, like |
thought she was probably doing at that exact moment.

As | neared the band, | saw what looked to be the top of her
head. It could have been anyone, but as | got closer, | knew it was
her. She was dancing with some guy who | couldn’t see. Doing the
lambada to a Georgia Satellites cover. | figured I'd try to cut in, any-
way. It all went back to carbon. Just because two elements were
combined at one point didn’t mean that they'd stay that way. Nature
constantly rearranges itself. It could rearrange so that it was me and
Helen bonding.

| weaved through the dance area until | was ten feet from her.
That was when she kissed the guy she was dancing with. That was
when | saw it was Danny. That motherfucker. He knew | was nuts
about Helen. He could’ve had some loyalty to me. | held back for him.
Sure Sophie was crazy, but she was damn pretty and there was little
I'd’'ve enjoyed more that night than fucking her. But | was loyal to my
friend. | crossed no line. | figured there’d be a perfectly good woman
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wandering around the block party. | hoped it would be Helen. |
didn’t figure this could happen. Fucking chaos. | turned and
worked my way back out of the crowd.

All of it was getting to be too much for me. Shit builds and
builds and | think it doesn’t bother me, and then a point comes
when | realize that I've been pissed off all along. Fuck the party. |
was going back to Danny’s vacant home to smoke pot and be
alone. To let tomorrow come and let there still be money in my
pocket and let things start to work themselves out.

Just before | got to the corner of Woodland and Minute-
man, | saw a little girl standing in front of a booth, holding her
mother’s hand and pointing at a big stuffed bear. Her mother was
trying to explain to her that she couldn’t win the bear. It was im-
possible. The bear was just there for decoration. | stopped and
checked the booth out.

It was one of those where you get three basketballs for a
dollar, and the balls are about the same size around as the hoop.
The hoop wasn't very far away, but the shot had to be right on. |
looked at the girl and recognized her as one of my five-year-olds
from camp. “Hey, Sarah,” | said. “You having agood time?”

She smiled. “Yeah.”

“I'm Sarah’s camp counselor,” | told her mom.

“The famous Mr. Bart,” her mother said. “Glad to meet
you.”

“So you're trying to win the bear, huh?”

“It can’t be won. You have to hit nine shots in a row.”

| gave the guy behind the counter three bucks. | figured,
what the hell. There was only one fucking thing in the world |
could do well and that was hit an outside shot. The guy handed
me a basketball. | looked down to Sarah. “Now don’t get your
hopes up, kid,” | said.

Sarah smiled and bit her lip.

| took the first shot and sunk it. The guy handed the ball
back to me. “Eight to go,” | said to her mother.

“It's your money,” she said.

| nodded. | hit the second shot. And the third, the fourth,
and so on. Nine straight. | didn’t expect it, but then, | never ex-
pected my basketball experience to help me out in the real world
and there it was, putting a smile on a little girl’s face. The guy
handed me the big bear. | put it under my arm and started to
walk away. “Nice meeting you,” | said to Sarah’s mom. “See you
later, Sarah.”

Sarah looked at me, stunned. Her smile turned into a
frown.

“What is it? You didn’t want the bear, did you?”

Sarah shook her head.

“Good,” | said. “I'll see you later.”

| turned and took a step, then figured I'd tonur{ed Sarah
enough. | went back and gave her the bear. Both she and her
mother thanked me. | just smiled and walked back to Danny’s
place.

His house was across from a warehouse about two blocks
off Minuteman. No one was there. A basketball lay in the front
yard. | picked it up and took a shot. Sunk that one, too. All luck
against me that day, but | still managed to sink twenty-one shots
in a row. | flashed back to my days of college hoops, but that
didn’t make me feel any better. | still had a few joints in my
pocket. | lit one up. As | smoked, | thought back to the meaning
of life I'd given Danny. | started to like it. The only solace | could
find was in thinking that it was all random. That | could stand and
take another shot and it didn’t matter that I'd sank the last
twenty-one shots. There was no force or universal law stopping
me from sinking twenty-two. | walked halfway across the lawn,
far beyond where a three point line would've been, bounced the
ball a couple of times, then set it flying for the hoop.

Sean Carswell edits the fantastic zine Razorcake (send 3 bucks
a some stamps to PO Box 42129, Los Angeles, CA 90042 for
your copy!). His second book, Glue and Ink Rebellion is now
available through Gorsky Press (gorskeypress.com).
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IN SECONDS, MILLIONS BUT THE COLD WAR ENDED,

THE RUSSIANS WEREN'T THE
“BAD GUYS" ANYMORE, AND MY
FEAR OF NUCLEAR HOLOCAUST
SUBSIDED.
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Hello! Welcome to the very special kittenpants section of READ Magazine. For those of you unfamil-
iar with kittenpants, we are a website (www.kittenpants.org) with a monthly-ish newsletter that en-
courages reader participation, submissions, and laughter--the kind of laughter you feel all over your
body, including your "bathing suit area."

The kittenpants newsletter features regular contributions from READ Magazine editor, Adam Liebling, ‘
as well as other up-and-coming young talent. You'll also find celebrity inter- o |
views, TnA movie reviews, stories, comics, pictures of stuff, and more.

READ Magazine has kindly sampled some of our articles in the next few pages.
Take a look, get a grip, wipe the gravy off your chin, and race on over to kitten-

pants.org. You know you want to. Yours truly, kittenpants

,.

Insulting Intelligents

by kittenpants
inspired by Pete Humes of Punchline Magazine

When Pete Humes offered up “25
Insults That You May Use If You
Are So Inclined” (see
punchlinemag.com), kittenpants
had only one response: more.

Without further ado, more insults.

Your feet smell so bad... your shoes
would say, "Good Lord, Almighty!!
Wash yo' feet, chile!" If shoes could
talk. And if shoes were a Southern
African American female stereotype
from the 30s.

Your TV is so old, it has a dial. And it
doesn't work. And if it did work, it
would only get reruns of Happy
Days, which is set in the 1950s!
That's old!

Your cat is so dumb, he can't even
spell "meow."

You're such a hillbilly. You think
"THE HILLS HAVE EYES" is a docu-
mentary. About you.

Your knowledge of Journey is so in-
significant, you don't even know the
lyrics to "Wheel in the Sky."

Your C.H.U.D.s are so stupid. They
live ABOVE ground.

Your coffee tastes so bad. Juan Val-
dez heard about it, and then shot
himself in the face. And then his don-
key also shot himself in the face.

Your taste in clothing is so outdated,
you have to shop for a long time to
even find stuff that you like. And
when you do, it's totally out of style.
And your mother probably should
have aborted you in the first place.

Your pencils are not at all sharpened.
You might as well use a pen.

Your boyfriend is so retarded. You
probably have to cut up his food for
him. And then chew it. And then spit it
in his mouth. And then help him swal-
low it. And then wipe his ass when he
poops it out. | must say, you are really
dedicated to this relationship.

Your car is so lame. It doesn't even
have power steering.

Your kids are so hairy. What are they,
part wookiee? No seriously, are they?
Because that would actually be cool.

You make the worst toast. What is so
fucking hard?

Your breath is so bad. If breath was a
flower, your breath would be the kind
of flower a man buys for a woman he
hates.

Your grandma is so old. When she
was a kid, there were dinosaurs and
leprechauns running the Earth. They
formed a government based on liberty
and justice for all creatures. Isn't that
amazing - something so big and some-
thing so small, working toge®her to
make a better world for their children?
And now they're extinct. And the only
person who remembers them is your
grandma. THAT's how old she is.

You are so completely non-
photogenic. "Does your face hurt?" is a
legitimate concern of film developers
everywhere.

You are so fucking French. You
walked down the street in Paris and
baguettes followed you back to the
hotel.
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Your dog is so ugly. She looks as if
she fell off the "ugly tree" and hit one
or two of the ugliest branches, which
made dents and bruises on her face
and fur, and which are, ironically, the
only beautiful things about her.

Your cell phone is so cancerous.
When you watch "KINDERGARTEN
COP" and Arnold Schwarzenegger
says "It's not a tumor.." you have to
yell back, "It IS a tumor!" Because you
have a tumor. In your head. From talk-
ing on the cell phone. Haven't you
been listening? Hello? Hel-looooo...?

Your cell phone service provider is so
unreliable, you probably didn't even
hear that last one.

You're so immature. You like to have
sex with 8-year-olds. Wait, | guess
that makes you a pervert. Wait, |
guess that makes me a pervert, too.

Y
You are so totally useless. If you were
to quit your job, the only person who
would notice is you. And your wife and
family. And the guy that's hired to re-
possess your car. And the homeless
guy you stab to death in a fight over a
can of ravioli.

Your penis is so small. Or perhaps
your breasts are so large, it only looks
small by comparison.

Your web design skills are so inferior,
it's like that year at the Art Institute
was totally wasted on you.

You are so retarded. You've probably
seen "VAMPIRE IN BROOKLYN" a
hundred times. And you're only dis-
tantly related to Eddie Murphy.
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More insults...

You're so blind. When Stevie Wonder
met you he was like, "Dude, you are to-
tally blind." And you were like, "How
would you know, Stevie Wonder? You
can't see me." And Stevie was all, "l
never said | was Stevie Wonder — how
did YOU know?" And as it turns out,
you've both just been faking it for a very
long time.

You are so nosy. | bought some bees-
wax the other day, and you were all up
in it.

Those pants are so ugly. Why not just
make a big sign that says "l have horri-
ble taste in pants!"? Then you could cut
the sign into a pattern, and sew it into a
pair of pants and wear the sign-pants
instead of those pants.

You are such a geek. Everyone at the
sci-fi convention knows your first name
(Randy), last name (Gibbs), middle
name (Sherry), Dungeon name (Ortho
the Wise), Vulcan name (Spark), AOL
login (NaNu_Ork182), dog's name
(Buster), porn name (Buster Sherry),
nickname (Spaz), band name (U2),
other band name (Buster Sherry and the
Virgins), novelist's pseudonym (Joyce
Carol Oates), stage name (Harry Ander-
son), your Dad's name (George), your
Mom's name (Ma'am), and your Hebrew
name (psyche! You're not Jewish,
Spaz!).

Your stand up routine is $000000000000
boring and unfunny. You are Tim Allen.

Your reputation as a "ladies man" has
been hurt by the current economy, and
your inability to hire escorts. Bringing
your mom to parties probably hasn't
helped much either.

You drive so slow. My grandfather drives
faster than you. Yes, my grandfather is
Mario Andretti, so what? He is still a
grandfather and you are still a quadriple-

gic.

Your belief in God is so ridiculously fer-
vent. Even God is like, "Jeez! Cut me
some slack, 'Job'!!"

Your ability to shotgun beer is matched
only by your inability to follow twelve
simple steps.

Your bottled water is completely full of
bullshit. Corporate, yuppie, marketing
bullshit. And a touch of feces.

Yer so dum. Yoo kan onlee reed wurds
that ar spelld fonetiklee.

You're so stoned. You're all "blaaagh!” ...
and I'm all... "yeaaaahhhh" ... and
they're all like--Wait, no--I'M so stoned.
Awesome!

The Time | Met Ted Danson :

by

Matthew
Tobey
Coeditor of
Haypenny.com
and Kittenpants
contributor

v

I'll never forget the evening | met
Becker's Ted Danson. | remember it as if
it were yesterday. It was the day before
yesterday and my wife and | had headed
out to our favorite restaurant, Chi Chi's.
We were in the mood for some fajitas,
margaritas and relaxationitas. Little did
we know we were soon to meet the best
bartender TV-Boston ever knew, Sammy
Malone himself.

We pulled into the Chi Chi's parking lot
and | handed the keys to the valet, Clint
Eastwood, who quickly hopped in and
drove off to park our car.

My wife and | giggled with excitement as
we caught a whiff of the telltale Chi Chi's
smells: nachos, tacos and burritos. But
the smell of the different something-os
was nothing compared to what was to
occur later that evening. I'm referring of
course to my meeting with Ted “The
Head" Danson. Settle down, I'm getting
to it.

Upon walking through the doors we
were greeted with a smile by the host-
ess. .

"Welcome to Chi Chi's. How many for
you tonight?" asked Julia Roberts.

"Two for non, please."

"Of course. Bobby, could you take this
nice couple to table 237"

"Certainly. Right this way folks."

Robert DeNiro led us to the table, telling
us that our server would be with us mo-
mentarily and asking if we'd like to start
off with something from the bar.

"Two large Margaritas, por favor!"

"Coming right up folks."
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While we waited for our drinks we
intently scanned the menu. What
would it be tonight? The Chicken
Chimi? The Mexican Pizza? The
Mexican Spaghetti? The lord is a
bastard for creating such impossible
decisions!

A moment later our server arrived.

"Somebody order a couple of mar-
garitas?!"

"We did!"

"Hiya folks, my name's Oprah and
I'll be your server tonight. We've
taken the liberty of serving you your
margaritas in the mouths of
Michaels Jordan and Caine. Just
give their shirts a tug and they'll
gladly spit you a sip. Can | start ya'll
off with an appetizer?" -

"Large turkey nachos please," my
wife said as | licked some salt off of
Michael Caine's cheek and had him
spit some margarita in my mouth.

Whether you know it or not, Chi
Chi's margaritas are the best in
town. Of course no margarita could
ever possibly beat meeting my fa-
vorite "man and a baby", but how
was | to know what was to come?
For all | knew drinking that marga-
rita was going to be the best part of
my night!

Speaking of margaritas, they go
right through me, so | headed to the
men's room where the attendant,
British Prime Minister Tony Blair
greeted me with a wink, a smile and
a tip of his cap.

"Evenin' Guvna!" the head of state
said.

"Yes, hello," | replied as | ap-
proached the urinal to do my busi-
ness.

| began to pee and suddenly real-
ized that this was no normal urinal,
but was in fact Michael Jackson and
J.D. Salinger.

| finished up, flushed J.D. and the
King of Pop and tossed Prime Min-
ister Blair a quarter before heading
back to the table.

| don't know if I've mentioned this
yet, but later in the story | meet Ted
"Fucking" Danson.

My wife had already started in on
the turkey nachos, which were



served on the bare ass of John Travolta, so
| dug in before she ate the whole darn
thing.

“You folks ready to order?" Oprah asked as
she came back to the table.

‘We are indeed," | said. “| will have the
Mexican Lasagna and my lovely wife will
have the Mexican Fettuccini Alfredo.”

"Coming right up," Oprah said, writing our
order on Tom Cruise's face with a sharp-
ened-to-a-point-and-dipped-in-ink
Madonna.

Just as we were finishing up our nachos,
one of the busboys/Baldwin brothers came
into the dining area.

“Anybody here drive an orange PT
Cruiser?" he shouted.

"I do," | said. "Is everything okay?"
"Not exactly, you’'d better come see this."

My wife and | followed the busboy outside
to the parking lot. We were half titillated
and half frightened. What could be happen-
ing to our PT Cruiser? (I'll give you a hint:
He was in “Cousins”.)

We walked around one corner of the park-
ing lot and suddenly before my eyes, | saw
him. It was Ted "Toaster Thumbs" Danson
and he was eating my car.

"I'm a huge fan sir, | absolutely adored
‘Made in America! | said.

"Yes, you’re my all-time favorite ‘man and a
little lady’," my wife added.

Mr. Danson looked up from gnawing on the
fender of our PT Cruiser, let out a mon-
strous shriek and ran off into the'woods
with a tire and the driver-side door.

"That was Ted Danson!" | yelled.

“Ted Danson! Woo!" is all my wife could
reply. .

"Ted freakin’ Danson!"
“Ted Danson! Woo!"
"Teddy Ted Dan-Dan!"

We went on like that in the parking lot for
what must've been an hour. Elated and
star-struck, we couldn’t think about food
anymore so | had our dinner boxed up and
paid the check. With our car partially eaten,
it was undrivable, so my wife and |
snapped our fingers, jumped on the backs
of Rose Kennedy and Jack Nicholson, re-
spectively, and galloped toward home.

Hot & Black
by kittenpants

You've heard the expression, "l like my men like | like my coffee:
hot and black." Well, kittenpants wanted to know how other peo-
ple like their men. This is what we discovered.

| like my men like | like my internet service: always going down.

Kasey Lange - Ft. Lauderdale, FL

I like my men like | like babies: bald and wearing diapers.

Harmony Letterman—White Plains, NY

| like my men like | like my telephone: off tha hook!

Teri Fox—San Francisco, CA.

| like my men like | like Manhattan in the summer: hot, and

smelling of urine.
Cherie Ragsdale—New York, NY

| like my men like I like a good joke: short, funny, and slightly racist.

Sweetney Gribbs—Waco, TX

I like my men like | like my cat: covered in fur and feces.

E. G. Burgerstanz—Hoboken, NJ

| like my men like | like my luggage: brown with scuff marks all

over.
Jane Wojohovitz—Chicago, IL

I like my men like | like my corpses: bloated and bloody.

Name withheld—Bridgeport, CT

| like my men like | like the LIFETIME channel: really into the

Golden Girls.
Betty White—Los Angeles, CA

I like my men like | like Jerry's kids: handicapped and begging for

money.
Precious Johnson—Didigotoofar, MN

| like my men like | like my cabbage: boiled in water.

‘not" Queen Elizabeth—London, England

‘A
I H8 VNITYPLSS by kittenpants .
Vanity Plates I would love to see. IHSMYKID
KILLME PERV
ITUCHBOYZ |
WHORE
ARQESLCE CRBLPALSY
MYCATDIED EARIRE
H8 JESUS
TAINT
I FONZ SUICIDE
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TnNA Reviews
By kittenpants

Little Darlings

There's not much actual TnA
in this flick, but the little
fuckers talk about it alot - it's
kind of like a movie version of
FORVER by Judy Blume - lots
of discoveries about sex and
relationships, but set in a
summer camp.

This film revolves around two
camp rivals: Kristy McNichol
as streetwise smart-aleck vir-
gin, Angel Bright, and Tatum
O'neal as rich-priss romantic
virgin, Ferris Whitney. The
girls spend all summer trying
to earn their fornication badges--each competing
to lose her virginity first, at the suggestion, and
constant goading of the camp pimp, Cinder (Krista
Errickson of DOIN' IT and "HELLO, LARRY"), and
the rest of their cabin-mates.

Angel chooses Randy as the object of her quest--a
mildly retarded tough-kid-type, played expertly by
Matt Dillon (MY BODYGUARD, OVER THE EDGE).
He thinks she's a tease, because she's hot and
cold and all over the place, but he eventually falls
for her, after he finds out she was a
virgin. Typical.

Meanwhile, Ferris selects an older
man - camp coach Gary Callahan,
played by Armand Assante (PRIVATE
BENJAMIN). Even though he doesn't
touch her, she lies about it, getting
him fired, and causing all kinds of
trouble. She eventually narcs herself
out to the camp director, in order to
save his job - then promises to return
for some sex when she's 21.

LITTLE DARLINGS has plenty of 'the
truth about sex' messages - like when
Angel tells Randy 'I feel so lonesome
now.' I'm sure it was required viewing
for all the sex-crazed teens of its
time - now it's just camp. I give it 3.9 stars.

Be sure to watch Tatum O'Neal in her other TNA
masterpiece - CERTAIN FURY where the tables are
turned and she plays touch junkie street kid, to
Irene Cara's rich kid.

H.O.T.S.
My next TnA pick is one of the classic 80's TnA

films of all times, rivaled only by PORKY'S and
PRIVATE SCHOOL. Boasting a cast of actress/
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models and Playboy Playmates (not to mention a
post-Partridge but pre-bitter Danny Bonaduce), the
movie couldn't be more pathetic in terms of script,
finding new and inventive ways to show the naked
people. It's a perfect example of true TnA.

Teased for being too poor to join a "real" sorority,
Honey Shayne vows to get back at Sorority Queen
Melody Ragmore the only way she knows how: by
seducing all the men on campus, leaving none for
the girls of Pi. And so H.O.T.S. is formed, an alter-
native sorority for the "outcasts" who just happen
to be gorgeous model types. And the token fat girl.

Between parties and pranks, the girls finally decide
to settle the score with a strip football game (don't
look to H.O.T.S. for logic...). And though you'd
think this is enough of a story, the movie manages
to throw in a few subplots along the way.

The first of these involves two escaped convicts,
trying to break into the H.O.T.S. house to find hid-
den stolen money. I was completely annoyed with
this whole tangent, until, as a bumbling attempt to
get into the house, one of them poses as a house-
cleaning robot, complete with giant silver barrel
costume, and vacuum extension arms. Yes!

The second revolves around finding out just what
H.O.T.S. stands for. In a previous is-
sue I asked the readers to let me in, if
anyone knew. I only got one response,
from Holly in Pilot Point, TX:

"I don't remember for sure, but I
think that the girls in H.O.T.S. told
people that the letters stood for
'Help Ollie The Seal." I'm not sure
about the Ollie part though. But it
seems like the letters really stood
for something else. I can't remem-
ber that part."

Holly was right, and wrong. There is a
s| scene in which, threatened by the
dean, and accused of having a sorority
that Holds On To Sex, the H.O.T.S.
girls bring in their mascot--a live seal--and swear
that they only want to Help Out The Seals. In the
end, you'll find that the true meaning was right in
front of you, all along.

Check out the escaped bear drinking moonshine in
the attic, the parachuting wonder known as "Boom
Boom Bangs", and of course, the housecleaning
"Robot" who fascinates the girls in the bathtub. I
give H.O.T.S. 4 stars for TnA and 5 stars for being
ridiculous and no stars for believability. I hope they
make a sequel, starring the robot.



Electric Frankenstein isa stunning punk n roll four
piece from New Jersey. Combining all the multi-layered as-
pects of heavy rock n roll music with melodic-yet-wicked lyrics,
Electric Frankenstein lives up to its sinister name. Sal Can-
zonieri, the band’s songwriter and rhythm guitarist is the man
responsible for creating and malntalnlng EF’'s enormous
amount of voltage that runs
through its being. Steve Miller’s
vocal onslaught is as devastating
as it is satisfying. Dan Canzoni-
eri’s bass rampage is delivered
with angst and fury. And old time
EF drummer, John Steele,
wraps it up with his damaging
drumming. Their latest release,
The Buzz of 1000 Volts, off Vic-
tory Records, is as raw and
gritty as their previous efforts—
but a hell of a lot more impres-
sive. Sal Calzonieri was kind
enough to take some time out to
talk with me about the band and
the Anti Rock Conspiracy. Rock!
—conducted by Liz Ortega

How you doing, Sal?
I’'m doing okay. Just recovering from surgery.

Oh, wow. Would you like to reschedule? | wouldn’t want to keep
you from recovery.

No, no...I'm fine. I've been resting for 3 days. | like doing interviews —
they’re fun.

Excellent! | just received your new release, 1000 Volts...It’s been
said that it's the best release by far. Would you agree with that
sentiment?

Well, the way the whole band feels is that it's the best-supported al-
bum. As far as best songs, we're still going. | don’t think we've peaked
yet. We're still developing and changing...we're strengthening our
strengths and dropping off our weaknesses and just trying to sound
the best we can.

In your opinion, what do you think are/were your weaknesses?
Sometimes it's hard to work with people that aren’t as energetic. Me,
Steve, and Dan are very energetic and want to go deep into the song-
writing, what it means to arrange a song, what it means to have this
part work with that part. We just didn’'t have everybody on the same
page. That's why we have a change in the band--once again. We got
our previous drummer back, who is a lot like us. Everybody plays
multi-instruments now, so we're down to a 4-piece. Now we have peo-
ple who are totally focused on craftsmanship and visuals. | think now
we've been doing shows this way and the audience, they’re enthusi-
astic about this album.

Each song has its own meaning and presentation, but generally,
what gives a song that electrifying feel to make it stand on its
own?

There’s a certain persona that the band takes on--imagery wise. So,
we thought we'd stick with the idea of Frankenstein...because if you
read the book, Frankenstein is very intelligent. It's a lot of philosophy
and a lot of, uh, dealing with angst. Being created, born right and not
having a choice about it and then you're stuck in a world where you're
getting many multi-emotions coming through you. But there’s a lot of
that in the lyrics. There is a semi political song on there, “America
Lie* — that was kind of a homage to 80s hardcore. We've been see-
ing that come back and the kids are rediscovering it.
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You see a lot of bands that often like to veer off their path.
Take Slaughter and the Dogs for example. Their current album,
Beware Of..., is a fucking awesome record. Now, that’s a far
cry from “Where Have All The Boot Boys Gone.” That record is
completely different. Now, do you ever see Electric Franken-
stein progressing or completely altering your sound the way
Slaughter and the Dogs and so many other bands have? |
mean, that to me is not so much a change to ap-
peal — it’s all about the progression and growth
as musicians..,

True, as musicians, it would be at this point, in per-
sonal development and even if they stayed together
in the band or not, they should have been at this
point. They stayed together and even separate they
kept up with their music and their heart. That's what
music is all about: the spirit, because when you're
speaking, the world is coming through you. When
you're a musician, the music is inspirational because
you let yourself be an instrument for the world. And |
hear that in that album that they just did. A natural
progression and that’s the real thing. That's what
we're committed to. We really think it's phony to one
day sound like Blink 182 and the year before you're
heavy metal. Now, if you progress that way and it’s a
traditional thing—you can see bands experimenting
and they're looking at different aspects of them-
selves. That's natural. But when you hear, oh, this is
what other people are into. That's when a leader
becomes a follower. Might as well be a cover band.

Sal, | wanted to touch on the Anti Rock Conspiracy. | remem-
ber asking your brother years ago about that, but he couldn’t
elaborate on the subject. He said it's your baby.

Well, it's a very real thing that's been going on for a while — the
government is investigating and I've been asked to help investi-
gate. What’s been going on, you see, [they’ve] shot themselves in
the foot because the in the music industry, the only thing that's sell-
ing is rock. What's been going on behind the scene, that’s still un-
der investigation, is that there’s people in the music business that
were trying to control the market during the 90s and push out rock
n roll and rock n roll bands and bring in that new mefal garbage.
Um, the pop stuff is the pop stuff, that's always there. | mean
Mariah Carey had hits in the 80s, that’s its own thing and the pop
people don’t mix. [They] were trying to squeeze it out of the radio
and the press and | have plenty of people in all aspects of the busi-
ness come to me and tell me all this stuff they were told to do. A lot
of them refused to do it. The more the industry was trying to tell
them to stop doing that stuff, it wound up backfiring because people
rebelled. We wound up being the fifth most written about band in
the world, according to statistics, because of the Anti Flack Conspir-
acy. There's a lot of corruption going on in radio and in the press
and in the music business itself. How contracts are set up, and
what bands are signed, and then shelved to get them out of the
way so that rock bands aren’t allowed to get anywhere. Sure there
was stuff on the radio like the Offspring and Blink 182, but | think
it's because that was stuff they couldn’t do anything about.

Well, Blink 182 had that already, as far as commercial success.
So, it was inevitable for them to get major exposure like radio
and music television.

Right. The big thing was that they were pushing everything else out
of the way, at the expense of rock, and trying to push the whole
new metal thing, There were a lot of bribes that went on, maga-
zines have gotten in trouble and have had to move their main of-
fices. They've gotten in trouble for taking bribes to put bands on
covers. A lot of bands that people think are big, aren’t really.
There's a lot of deceiving reports about sales. Things that they said
sold multimillions, they were only counting copies shipped and not
copies sold. So, they were no where near that. It gets into all kinds
of statistics and who is paying off who and whatnot.



Seems like you’re very much involved in this...

Yeah, | really can’t say much about it because it's all under investiga-
tion. 20/20 is doing a show on it and they interviewed a lot of people
that are on the investigation with me and | know they are going to be
on TV. We'll see what happens. When the investigation first started
until now, the music industry just shot itself in the foot because things
changed right under their noses. All the college stations this year, the
new kids coming in are boycotting...they’re playing old punk, old 80s,
and indie music and it's like the way it was because they want nothing
to do with the major labels. College kids are all on the internet and are
savvy to what the problems are when a major label makes a band sell
too many records before they make a dollar. There’s a lot of stuff.
There’s a lot of things going on with chain stores. The stores were
putting the major label records at the lowest prices and jacking up the
prices on the indie records. The major label stuff wasn't selling but the
indie stuff sells because it’s only printed to a certain amount. So, they
figured people were going to buy it anyway. That of course brought
interest to the Department of Financial Crimes. It stemmed from that
and the investigation got bigger. There’s a lot of fishy stuff going on.
They would have chain stores order a whole bunch of indie records
and hold them and not put them out for sale. Then when they were
low on money, they would ship them back, unopened. A lot of bands
that they wanted to promote were told “We’ll send you the stuff-and
you send us the other stuff back and we’ll replace it with the record we
want you to put on the shelves.” That made the other record look like it
sold a lot but they didn't tell you that they weren’t sold. They were just
shipped to those chain stores. It gets so complicated, | don’t know
how much you’d like to know about it.

and nobody knew she was dead until after her whole set was done.
No one has ever died in these Swedish festivals before, and to see
a t2-year-old girl lying there dead was tragic to me and | felt like
punching her [Courtney Love]. She didn’t even care. She should be
held responsible.

How long ago was this? | never heard about this incident.
This was the summer before last. They didn’t even report it here.

Wow. What about the best band?

The Supersuckers.*They put on exciting shows and the crowds are
charged up. They love playing, they love the audience and they
love the music. Social Distortion are the same way.

Speaking of being charged up, what gives you the drive to per-
form exceptionally? You mentioned that all the members have
the same type of energy. What would you say contributes to
that?
Honestly, it's the punk rock movement. We grew up going to
CBGB's and seeing the Ramones and the Dictators and all the Brit-
ish bands. Everybody acted like it was the last show and the last
time anybody could ever play and you really cared about being
there. There was that connection between the bands and the audi-
ence. It was exceptional and I've never seen that again. We've
seen the Ramones and the Dead Boys put on shows, going all out
and you'd see the energy coming right out of their bodies. People
told me it was like that five years before with the MC5. That's when
we decided to start EF. | said we're

Well, it does sound complicated but
it's very informative. | think everyone
should be filled in on what’s going on
in the music biz.

Part of the thing was buying space on
radio. The songs you hear on the radio
are paid for now. They're considered

“A lot of bands that people think are big, aren’t really.
There’s a lot of deceiving reports about sales. Things
that they said sold multimillions, they were only
counting copies shipped and not copies sold. So,
they were no where near that. It gets into all kinds of
statistics and who is paying off who and whatnot.”

going to take punk and the high en-
ergy of the earlier time period and
blend it all that together.

And you created a monster! The
Electric Frankenstein. So, would
you consider your music to be
dark?

“commercial.”

Now | know your feelings toward major labels and stuff. You’re
still with Victory Records, right?
I’'m done with the contract after this record. We're moving ahead.

You’ve been with the label for a long time.

Yeah, we're just committed to the idea of independence. We do it
yourselves and you can see that pattern with all the labels we've been
on.

How about starting your own label?

A lot of bands want us to start our own label. (Laughs) They trust us
better, | guess. It's in the future...right now, we're still building things
until we're satisfied. I've been doing my part with the Fist Full of Rock
n Roll compilations. | did some with Victory Records and some coming
out on Devil Doll Records. | made a network on the internet and |
have labels and bands and people in the music business that want to
work together. | have A&R going on that I'm doing for everyone in this
network. It's a big thing that's worked out great. Every band has gotten
so much bigger since they’ve been in the network because they grew
so fast on the compilations.

That’s sounds like a very promising project. | asked your brother
Dan this question: What band is the absolute pain in the ass to
tour/play with?

What did my brother say?

He said Nashville Pussy.

Well, not the girls, they were real nice to us. When you’re stuck living
off your music, you become a music prostitute. You gotta cut corners
to survive. So, instead of cooperation, it was competitive. And that
sucks. You know who | didn't like playing with? Hole because some-
body died at that show. We played with them in Sweden or something
and Hole went on and Courtney told everybody that they could be a
star and they should jump up on the stage. Well, that was irresponsi-
ble. Everybody rushed the stage and a 12-year-old girl was crushed
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Yeah. It’s loud and aggressive and melodic but it's got a bit of angst
because of the Frankenstein thing.:It's all about the power and the
glory but also there’s a bittersweet thing.

What do you besides music?

Well, I'm a writer. There’s a book coming out on the band and the
publisher asked me to write the text. It's a huge book. The first half
of the book is about the whole scene and what’s going on. I'm put-
ting together quotes from different bands and people about what
rock n roll means to them. The history of the band will also be in
there. The second half of the book will have different art work. I'm
writing a book on Chinese Kung-Fu. Then | have band practice and
our families of course.

Are you married with children, Sal?

Yes, | am.

How difficult is it when you got out on tour and you have to
leave your families behind for months and months at a time?

. Or do you take your families with you on the road?

Everybody brought (laughs) at least once...everybody had all this
cartoon imagery of what it’s like to be in a band. But you’re spend-
ing more time traveling, then you do interviews and | like doing in-
terviews, then you do the merch, then you do sound check, play a
state, then pack up and go. It's a lot of work. So, everybody has got
to see that we’re not out there cheating or passed out somewhere.

Well, that’s a good thing, | guess. Thanks so much Sal for talk-
ing with me. I'll see you when you play in Long Beach!
Yeah, thank you, Liz!

Visit EF at www.electricfrankenstein.com. Check out their lat-
est album on Victory Records (www.victoryrecords.com).



Jen Chapln might be

an educator and an activist,
but she’s found a medium
to combine the two. In a
passionate blitz of jazz,
rock, and funk, she has
helped pioneer urban neo-
folk—and her music is as
honest, reflective and intelli-
gent as the folk performed
by her father, Harry Chapin.

Interview by Adam Liebling

Should music be socially respon-
sible?

Sure, it's nice when music has a
positive message, or one that
protests injustice and advocates
for the righting of wrongs, but
certainly all music shouldn’t be
that way. The Soviets tried to
dictate their version of that ap-
proach and it didn’t seem to work
too well! | think music and all art
should reflect a variety of per-
spectives and be responsible
only to its own truths. The shame is that the music biz tends to filter
out the diversity of viewpoints out there and instead focus on the ba-
nal, the inane, the angry, the lustful, and the nihilistic. (Well, | suppose
that there is some sort of diversity there!) But there’s a lot of other in-
teresting stuff being made that doesn’t get to the people.

How boring if we were all running around being “socially responsi-
ble” all the time! | think a fundamental goal of people fighting for social
justice is to give people access to freedom to be whatever they want to
be — that includes the freedom to be trivial and self-absorbed and sing
stupid songs. That’s part of life.

With all of the atrocities going on around the world (and domestically),
why do you think mainstream acts aren't writing any
protest songs?

Probably the main reason is that a good protest song is bloody hard to
write. And a bad protest song is very easy to write. For someone like
Bono, for instance, it's much easier (and possibly more effective) for
him to go to Jesse Helms and George Bush to argue for debt relief in
Africa — as he did recently — than to put the complexity of this issue
into a song. This is obviously an issue he feels passionately about,
and is willing to put himself on the line for — yet, how could he trans-
late that passion into a rock and roll song? It's a challenge to write
about things in the news or in history without being preachy, pedantic,
or clichéd. | think it must be done subtly.

At the same time, | think our serious songwriters have wrestled
with the more personal challenges that a suffering world presents.
Maybe this was what Bono was alluding to when he sang ‘I Still Have-
n’t found what I'm looking For.” It seems that when a person gets to a
certain level of fame and fortune, they have to face the fact that this
status is not an end in itself — that we all need to feel a deeper con-
nection to the community around us to be fulfilled. This is when some
people fall into drugs or whatever, out of confusion when faced with a
crisis of meaning. Or they take a good hard look around. That's cer-
tainly what my dad did when he started to become successful — he
started to get involved in hunger and other issues. For George Harri-
son — as another example — the search was of a more personal,
spiritual nature, but he also looked beyond himself, as his historic
Bangladesh famine benefit and later philanthropy showed.

I think all the political, the social, the economic — all the things
that make up the faulty structures of our society — are essentially
rooted in the psychological. Sometimes social problems can be best
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confronted by really looking to the inside, to what really makes us
all tick — and act badly. And novelists and songwriters reveal these
things better than most. Put it another way, as | think Aldous Hux-
ley said, “Everyone wants to change the world, but no one wants to
change himself.” Big problems come from a series of small individ-
ual behaviors.

Why do you think mainstream radio/MTV shies away from playing
political songs?

It's hard to respond to this without being really boring, as there has
been so much griping on this topic of late. Everyone knows the
deal — these enterprises are businesses, and they are run by mar-
keting people whose job is to make profits. | don't think it is neces-
sarily true, but the dominant belief in that world seems to be that
safe/bland is better for making money. Focus groups, polling, blah
blah blah. The horror was in the months right after September
when Clear Channel or one of those big radio conglomerates put
out a list of songs they thought programmers should avoid — these
ranged from the disco track “You Dropped a Bomb on Me,” (which [
suppose could be argued for as a potential offender) to a classic
life-affirming tune like Louis Armstrong’s “What a Wonderful World.”
That makes me terrified. That was just the kind of song we needed
to hear then. Still do.

Early hip-hop was a great vehicle to fight for minority empowerment
and social justice. Do you think hip-hop's message has been dimin-
#hed in the past few years, due to the lyrical/visual trend toward
sexism and 'thug life'?

Again, | think the songs are being written — there are tons of pro-
gressive, socially conscious hip-hop groups out there doing exciting
stuff — they just aren’t being signed or promoted by the industry.
(Here’s where | contradict my answer to the last question.) It seems
that the music biz wants music to be bland and inoffensive unless it
is rap — then they push the hardest and most aggressive stuff they
can find. Why ? | don’t know.

Do you feel folk music is still relevant today? How can folk music
survive?

It depends on what you mean by “folk music.” I've gotten in the
habit of asking audiences at “folk” venues how they define folk mu-



sic. No one responds. (Of course they could just be thrown off by be-
ing called on by the singer like it's a classroom!) Seriously though, is
folk music a lone white person singing and strumming a guitar? Does it
mean people in no-nukes T-shirts singing along? Is it about the mes-
sage of the song? One person at a recent folk conference where |
gave a workshop bemoaned the fact that, as he saw it: “Folk music
has gone from singing about WE to singing about ME.” Duke Ellington
said that his music was folk music — coming from the traditions of his
people—while most people call it jazz. | think folk is a word that evokes
stereotypes and stale images before it connects with meaning. For me,
folk music has an emphasis on meaningful lyrics and storytelling. | also
see it as coming from traditions of regular people using music to come
together, as opposed to classical music, which implies a lot of training
and a structured performance. Of :

course, by my definition, most
American music, which comes from
the blues and African and European
community traditions, is folk music.
Even Hip-Hop is folk music, coming
out of Jamaican “toasting” traditions
and NYC education budget cuts that
left kids with no instruments to make
music with except for their own
voices and turntables.

As well as a teacher and musician,
you are also a Board Chair of World |
Hunger Year. Can you tell us about *
this organization? “@@

WHY’s work has always been fo-
cused on getting to the root causes of hunger — on moving from char-
ity to change. We work on a national and international level to find and
support the most innovative solutions to hunger and poverty — solu-
tions that go beyond temporary aid to building long term empowerment
and self-reliance in individuals and communities. Our biggest program,
Reinvesting in America, is a network of over 4500 community-based
organizations across the country who are models of programs that
work, and work extremely well. We find, support, and replicate these
groups by connecting them with media, funding sources, government,
business, artists, and each other. It is a vibrant exchange of informa-
tion and energy.

It's very fulfilling to work with WHY because we have a great staff
who are really energized by the positive work we are doing. There are
S0 many great people putting great ideas into action, so it’s a pleasure
to be part of that process—and the issues connect to all that | care
about, from education to nutrition to environmental protection to ending
racism, and so on. Certainly it’s a nice break from the business side of
the music industry, and it can be an inspiration for the creative side.

Our website at www.worldhungeryear.org is a great source of
information.

I have a few personal questions, if that’s okay.
No problem.

Your father died when you were ten. What do you remember about
him? Did he instill a sense of social responsibility when you were
young?

| have a nice bunch of memories that blend in nicely with the stories
that other people tell me and the film and audio recordings we have of
him. He was a larger-than-life presence, so the images are pretty vivid.
He was touring most of the time, but when he was home he was a very
involved and active dad — it was always an adventure — a hurricane
of activity. He loved to take us on trips, small and large, and to do pro-
jects with us. | also got a taste of the adolescent condition of being
constantly embarrassed by ones parents — he was always causing
one sort of scene or another, and | was a shy little kid who was always
trying to hide away from his loud, buoyant, overfriendliness -- “Oh,
DADDY!”But | was also very proud of him.

A sense of social responsibility came from both parents — in all of
those endeavors my parents were partners. It all seemed very normal
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to me, that we would all try to do what we could to make things bet-
ter. No big speeches to us about what we should do with our lives,

just constant, committed action as an example. At least that's how |
remember it — perhaps if | were older | would have gotten lectures!

Is being Harry Chapin's daughter sometimes a mixed blessing?

| can't really find anything to complain about. For one thing | have
the gift of almost daily reminders of what my dad's life was worth.
His presence in my life almost seems to get stronger every year as
my involvement with" WHY, music, etc. connects me to him. | feel
very fortunate that so many people remember him so fondly and so
often — it greatly cushions the loss.

Within the context of my music
career, | have met and corresponded
with dozens — maybe hundreds — of
lovely people who have taken an in-
terest in me and my music because of
their memories of my dad. His legacy
has given me a small but significant
audience | normally wouldn’t have
had. And most of these people seem
to appreciate that | am doing my own
thing — people often comment that
they expected me to be doing a -
straight-ahead singer songwriter thing
and are pleasantly surprised that |
| have my own sound.

There was one nasty reviewer in
Cleveland who commented something

] to the effect of that | had another thing
coming if | thought | could “get over on daddy’s name,” but... Well, |
am who | am. It seemed like a pretty silly comment.

#
g

What did you think of Ugly Kid Joe's version of “Cat's In The Cra-
dle”?

| think | only got to hear it once or twice on MTV. it seemed pretty
honest and straight-ahead. My mom (who wrote the lyrics to the
song) met the lead singer one time and he said the song had been
very important to him growing up.

What do you love most about New York City? Could you ever
leave?

| love the different communities and the way everyone interacts in
such wacky combinations and juxtapositions. It's a rare and won-
derful thing. ’'m not planning to leave Brooklyn, though it’s nice to
get to have extended trips away. | hope to do a lot more touring,
and then come home.

You are extremely active. What is the most fulfilling aspect of
your life? (teaching, performing, social work?)

It's something parallel to what | said about NYC — | love the crazy

.combinations. Sometimes | wish | were the type of person who

could be exclusively focused on music, and | also look up to those
who are full-time committed teachers — they are the real heroes to
me. And the work with WHY and other non-profit groups is exciting
and valuable to me. But | think it's my nature to let the different
lives cross over and feed each other. There’s a synergy there.

What would you like to be doing ten years from now?

I’'ve always planned to make music as long as | can. We want to
have some kids too, so I'll see how that fits into the equation. | do
hope to do some more teaching down the line, and everything else.
| want to keep it all going.

For lyrics, tour dates, album info, and more information on Jen
Chapin, visit her site at www.jenchapin.com.



Diego Fuentes wil

invariably walk down a rainy To-
ronto street, stopping in front of a
dinghy bodega to tell about the
next video. Fidgeting with his
hands, he excitedly introduces the
western world to the infectious J-
pop of Puffy Ami Yumi, the goofy
dance hit from the Turkish stud
Mabhir, or the latest reggae-tinged
tune from France’s Manu Chao.
Diego is the super-friendly VJ of
MuchMusic’s ClipTrip—the only
major music video show that
showcases international acts, giv-
ing now-superstars Ricky Martin
and Shakira, among others, their

first mainstream exposure.
—Adam Liebling

How did you first get involved with
MuchMusic?

Every once in awhile MuchMusic does a VJ
search across Canada...

Like a national talent search?

Yeah, exactly, and | was the very first winner
of that, back in ’95. | had to submit a 5-°
minute tape and fill out a questionnaire. The
year | did it, 900 people across Canada sub-
mitted tapes. From there, they picked out
seven finalists, and gave each one of us the
chance to perform live on the air for an hour.
And from there, they just decided.

What were you doing before MuchMusic?

| was and currently am an actor, but | guess |
was a waiter at the time.

What were some of your roles?

Small parts like in The Ladies Man, and |

got a pretty big part in a movie with Jaime
Fox called Held Up. And lots of Movies of
the Week. (laughs)

Is it tough to audition for roles while liv-
ing in Canada?

Yes and no. So many productions come up
here — called “runaway productions” in Holly-
wood, because of the strength of the Ameri-
can dollar versus the Canadian dollar - so
there have been a lot more opportunities.
And | guess there’s some sort of agreement
where a certain number of actors have to be
Canadian. And I've been lucky because
American productions in Canada write more
for Hispanic characters than Canadian pro-
ductions do. It's not so much the roles than
the character names that are written. An
American writer will write “Mr. GomeZz”
whereas a Canadian writer will just write “Mr.
Smith.” But it varies, I've played so many

much

more _
music N

roles from cop to criminal. So it’s not so
much the character, but the character name
that opens up the opportunity for me to audi-
tion.

Was there anyone you were shocked to
find out you’d be working with?

I've had some great scenes with Paul
Sorvino, and I've worked with Tim Allen,
Jaime Fox, Will Farrell, Tim Meadows. The
last thing | shot was a film with Meg Ryan,
but unfortunately | didn’t have any scenes
directly with her. | did see her outside of her
trailer from a distance...

But no sexy love scenes?
Not yet, unfortunately.

So are you really into world music?
You’re knowledgeable about all the bands
on ClipTrip, but your bio mentions you’re
mainly into alternative rock...

To be honest, and I've said this and | don't
really think it's a shame, but | wasn’t too
much into world music before | started Clip-
Trip. But that's one of the reasons why | love
hosting the show, because for me it's an edu-
cation. I've really benefited from it, as much
as anybody who watches the show.

Do you usually researgh the band before
you announce their videos?

Yes, of course.

Is it more difficult to plug world music in
Canada, since there’s a mandatory quota
of Canadian music on the radio? Do you
find that the Canadian audience isn’t as
receptive to outside music?

No, on the contrary. The unfortunate thing
about ClipTrip is that nobody knows it exists,
because the time slot here in Canada is like
12:30 in the afternoon on a Monday. In the
States, it gets good exposure because it’s
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Sunday night and more people are at home
instead of going out. We probably get as
many requests from American viewers as
Canadian viewers. Many people here just
don’'t know the show is out there. We get lots
of letters saying “hey, | just caught your
show for the first time, | love it...”

But it’s been out for like 7 years, right?

It's been out for more. It's been out close to
fifteen, | think. | took over the hosting job
seven years ago. But Canada is very multi-
cultural. Toronto and Montreal are two of the
most multicultural centers. We get a lot of
attention from people in those kinds of cities.
| also get a lot of emails from northern BC,
Calgary, Halifax, Winnipeg, all over the
country, because they don't have radio sta-
tions that would have this kind of stuff. For
them, this is their only escape into world mu-
sic. | don't know if world music is hard to
plug, but it's always been a problem with me
to promote the show, because the powers
that be don’t think it’s worth it, and gave it
one of the worst time slots.

Why is that?
| don’t know. Station politics, who knows.

Do you think that ClipTrip gets the casual
viewer into world music, or is it more like
preaching to the converted?

It's hard to know. We get a lot of emails say-
ing, “You know, I've never seen this kind of
music. | came across your show while chan-
nel surfing and loved it.” And then we get
these aficionados writing in, who know way
more than | do. | think it's an equal balance.

Do you get any complaints?

The biggest problem | face when answering
viewer mail requests is that we are a video
format show, and people forget that not
every world music artist has a video. So we
get complaints, such as from yourself, that
we play too much Latin musickThat’s fine,
but that's the market that has more videos
than any other in music. And so | would love
to play any given artist from, say, Africa, that
isn't well known. But we can’t, because it has
to be a video. That's why we sometimes do
features on artists that don’t have videos but
are still pretty cool. We'll interview them and
we'll get some of their live performances on
the show.

Do you ever get a band offering gifts or to
fly you to their country to interview them?

Nothing like that. We have in the past done
co-productions with travel industries and
once with the Spain tourist board, we once
went and did a show in Spain. And in con-
junction with Putumayo world music, they
sent us to Atlanta, where they were doing a
North American tour with some of their art-
ists on the label. But the biggest co-
production in the last few years was with the
Canadian government. We did specials on



Peru, Guatemala, Brazil, Kenya, and Egypt.
All showcasing music and culture, but also
development projects being sponsored by
the Canadian government in these countries.
And those were really cool trips. And again,
just really educational...

Plus you get to check out some neat
places.

Totally. My last trip, which was about two
years ago, | was in Kenya and Egypt for one
week each.

Must’ve been beautiful.

Unbelievable. The safari... Anyone who is
reading this, if you ever get a chance to
travel, Europe will always be there. The safa-
ris won’t. Some of the animals won’t. Take
the money and do that first.

How much does MuchMusic dictate
which videos are played on ClipTrip? Do
you have any power over what’s played?

I’'m not the producer of the show, but I've
done more hands-on producing as the years
have gone by. Some of the features that
have been cut, I've done. It's not run with an
iron fist, really. If | want to play this video, we
play it. But there is a certain mandate for
ClipTrip. It's an international show, but that
doesn’t mean we’re going to play videos
from European artists that are known or are
played on the regular radio market. Like, you
requested AC/DC. That’s not something we
would play, even though they’re from Austra-
lia. Too modern, too rock. Stuff with a little
Latin flavor, or world music samples, some
of that squeaks by. But mainly we try to keep
to the world stuff. Shaggy, for example, he's
got the reggae vibe, so he’ll slip in more eas-
ily than AC/DC.

So you’ve actually interviewed Ricky Mar-
tin before he got big.

Yeah. | interviewed Ricky Martin when he
was touring with the album A Medio Vivir, or
maybe even before. And it’s kind of funny,
because when he came, he did this little
showcase at a small jazz club, and there
were maybe 200 people. But he was still
pretty big, because the Latin market in To-
ronto is huge, and his mall signing was may-
hem - women fainting and having to be
pulled away. But when it came to interview-
ing him, it was really easy and laid back. The
next time he came, we asked for an inter-
view and they said no, that we had to be part
of the press conference. And | was a little
ticked at that, because you know, when no
one was playing your stuff before, we were
there. And now you're huge and you won't
speak with us.

Did he have a boyfriend when you first
interviewed him?

I don’t know, | was never one to speculate.
He was a very cool guy. Very nice and
friendly. | didn’t get the gay vibe or anything.

He didn’t hit on you?
No, but he was a super nice guy.

Who would you like to interview that you
haven’t already?

Peter Gabriel. | recently interviewed David
Byrne and that was cool.

Was David Byrne weird?

No, you know what? | kept hearing gossip
that he wasn’t very talkative, that he’s weird
and quiet. But we had a great time. | had
him laughing, he was telling me stories, it
was all good.

Have you ever done an interview that
went very poorly?

Oh yeah, many of them have gone poorly.
Some people just don’t want to talk. Like the
worst was Cesaria Evora. She’s a huge
singer around the world; she’s from Cape
Verde. Great singer, but she didn’'t want to
speak at all.

Would you accept a job with MTV if it
were offered?

Yeah, of course! | wouldn’t be against any-
thing that would broaden my horizons, and if
MTV or VH1 had the idea of doing a ClipTrip
styled show, | would continue to do that. Be-
cause like | said, the show for me is very
education, | enjoy the music, and it would be
good to expose more people to it.

I think this is a program MTV or MTV2
should have.

Like | said, we get a lot of American viewers,
who say “we want to request this video be-
cause it's something I'll never see on MTV or
VH1.” | emailed you about the snafu of Clip-
Trip in the US not being given any new
shows. The person whose job it is to send
over the new episodes wasn’t doing his job,
he thought somebody was doing it, and |
was really angry because we have a really
good, loyal viewership from the US. And |
was fuming, | was absolutely fuming, and
I've never been that mad about something
work-related.

What happened? He just forgot to send
the tapes?

Yeah. The person who was initially sending
ClipTrips to Much USA, that person’s job
was split into two. And the two people who
took over his job, one thought the other was
sending them over. And it just fell between
the cracks, and these things just happen.

We thought you were on a really ex-
tended vacation or hiatus or that the
show was cancelied.

Exactly. A lot of the American viewers

thought that, or that the season was over
and we’d have new episodes in a few
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months. But we've been continuing to make
episodes, they just haven’t been sent.

Would you rather have a full-time VJ job
at MTV for a year or date Shakira for a
month? i

Date Shakira for a month. I'd do it just to
date Shakira ONCE!

Would you rather go out with Shakira for
a month or have a threesome with the
Puffy Ami Yumi girls?

Oooh... good one. Puffy Ami Yumi. | lived in
Japan for six months, and | really love Japa-
nese girls. Besides, it's one more person.
But if it was either a threesome with Puffy
Ami Yumi or a threesome with Shakira and
Paulina Rubio, I'd have to take Shakira and
Paulina.

So you’ve been around. Does Japan have
the hottest women in the world?

The hottest women in the world live in
Seville, Spain. I've been to Chile, Japan,
Bahamas, Barbados, Mexico, Cuba, Kenya,
Egypt, Prague, Guatemala, Brazil. The
women of Seville are just... unbelievable.

I've heard that about Brazil too.

The girls of Brazil are really pretty, especially
in Rio, but Seville women have the nicest
asses in the world. My cameraman and |
were just going nuts.

Send me a reel! I'm sure you guys took
tons. Okay, my last question is... HOW
COME CANADIAN BEER SUCKS??

Are you kidding?!! Have you even had Ca-
nadian beer??

No, but I'm sure it sucks.

No, no, no. Canadian beer is some of the
best in the world, especially the microbrew-
eries. You know, that's so unfortunate that in
the States Budweiser rules. | mean, those
are terrible. Like, Sam Adams | guess is
pretty good down there, that's only mediocre
here. We've got so many great breweries
and microbreweries. You gotta come up and
do a story on beers.

I'd love to. Will you show us around to all
the breweries? 2

Absolutely.

Great, we’ll see you soon!

ClipTrip airs in the US on Sunday
nights at 10 pm. Check out www.
muchmoremusic.com for more info.

Note: After this interview, Diego scored an
interview with Shakira who kissed him on the
cheek! READ Magazine salutes you, Diego!



Detroit’s legendary ‘77 punk band...

Ben Waugh
(right) tells
us about the
Sillies reun-
1on and the
time he gave
Johnny Thun-
ders the shock

of his life.
—Adam Liebling

What's so legendary about you guys, other than you once
shared a stage with MC5?

Our huge breasts. I'm a 38 double "D" myself. We also invented
speed metal back in '77, but we meant it as a joke. The LA
bands at the time didn't "get it". Listen to "Break Loose". | was
also the first singer in the world to use a headset
mic onstage. I'd forgotten and Ron Asheton of The
Stooges and Destroy All Monsters reminded me
years later. There's even a picture of me using it.
This was back when Madonna still lived in Detroit
and hung out in the bar we took over in order to
have some place to play. Later on, she used a
headset mic, but she did all those dumb disco
songs and basically ruined the headset mic con-
cept. When is she finally going to do a punk rock
album?

How come there's barely anything recorded
from you guys? And don't give me none of tha
"we were too dangerous for the record execu-
tives" bullshit. You could've put out your own
records, you know.

There was lots recorded, but we just didn't release
much. By the time we finished some of the studio
stuff, Bubble Gum Mania was sweeping the U.S.
Preteen bands like The Knack and Romantics
were all the rage. Plus, we weren't a bunch of rich
kids living off Daddy's money. | worked 12-hour
days, seven days a week in 100 degree tempera-
tures, stamping out car doors to finance the band
to begin with. That's one reason | weighed 120
pounds. Car factories are for sissies now. | hear a
lot of them are even air conditioned. When | did it, there was
always somebody somewhere passing out from heat exhaus-
tion. Hah! Kids these days have it too easy!

Your greatest hits CD is called "America's Most Wanton."

By ‘'wanton’, do you mean hard to control and lustful, or the
Chinese pork dumplings? Why would you be America's
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most Chinese pork dumpling?

You haven't seen me lately. Have you ever tried to pork a
dumpling? Don't answer that! Plus, we're delicious when
we're swimming in our own meaty broth. As far as "hard to

control" goes, irritable bowel syndrome is nothing to sneeze

at.

"America's Most Wanton" spans your 25-year
career. But there's only like a dozen songs,
roughly one song every two years. What's up
with that?

There was less than that! We had to finish a bunch
of things that were half-done! Also, twelve Sillies
songs is twelve too many. This whole thing was just
an excuse to sell T-shirts. And what lovely T-shirts
they are! Why not log onto www.The-Sillies.com and
order several for Grampa, your dog, and that irritat-
ing neighbor you've been meaning to get even with!
They're 100% heavyweight cotton, double dyed, and
they smell like shit!

Where were you guys during the 80s and 90s?
What kinds of jobs did you hold while waiting for the big
reunion?

"Jobs"? What is "jobs"? Hey! I'm straight! Go get your kicks
somewhere else, sailor! Somebody actually talked us into
reuniting in '89 and we did it for several months, but we
played in Detroit and that's enough reason to stop playing for
good. Then in late '92, Kurse-Ten called me to play
drums and guitar in a German language 60's cover
band. | fell hopelessly in love with her dorm mate
and was so desperate to be near her, | even re-
formed The Sillies as an excuse to be near her. |
was THAT desperate! That lasted until she moved
to NYC in mid-'94. That's when Warner Brothers
called, but | wasn't interested with her gone. | spent
the next seven years praying for death, but God
wasn't letting me off that easy. Then, late last year,
Jim Ransweiller of Scooch Pooch e-mailed me and
asked if we had any unreleased material. He saw

. us playing on April Fool's Day 1990 in a striptease
joint and | guess he never got the bad taste out of
his mouth. You can blame Jim for thi& CD, the tour,
and this interview.

So back in the day, you've partied with Rob
Tyner, Wayne Kramer, Johnny Thunders, Rich-
ard Hell, Handsome Dick, that fat Pere Ubu guy,
et al. Tell me some crazy stories.

I never knew Richard Hell or Handsome Dick. | did
~ do a show with Pere Ubu on their first tour but
never talked to them. Sting once complained to me
about my p.a. in our punk nightclub and | just told
. him he played too loud and J. Geils sounded great
on it, which was true. | paid The Police $200 and
they drew 50 people. | think they were able to get more for a
show later, but they were lucky to get that at the time.

My fondest memory of Thunders was when we toured
Canada together. He had stolen my gloves when | wasn't
looking and somebody told me. | made sure he gave them
back. Then | accidentally flipped the ground lift switch on the
amp we were sharing. It caused a massive electrical shock if



you touched the mic stand, so | made sure | didn't touch the
stand. Johnny always sang with his lips right on the mic. After our
set, | settled down in the front row to enjoy the performance. It
was easily Johnny's best ever, though it was pretty short. | wish
to God it was on video. Johnny had been a little difficult at the
beginning of the tour, but he was nice to me again after that
night. What a guy!

Wayne used to call me up and want to go to the beach or to
shoot baskets at the gym. What a jock! | admire his energy, but
“athletics" for me is carrying all that damn band equipment. My
legs ache for days after every show. I'm built like a sparrow and
have had to carry around all this heavy shit, most times by my-
self. One more reason | switched from drums to guitar, but | end
up carrying both.

What's the craziest shit you guys have done?
Form a band. Did you say craziest or stupidest?
How come you never OD'd?

I never did drugs, which is one big reason | didn't "fit in" with the
music business people. That and I'm not gay.

Did you ever score with Patti

Smith? _ SURE SHOT PRODUCTIONS
PRESENTS

| first met her in Chicago. She
invited me to play sax for her on
her first Detroit show ever, and
when | got there, sax in hand,
she just sort of stared and made
excuses. | had practiced the
one damn song she had sax on
over and over. That was it. Her
son will be playing guitar for her
on her next tour. Everyone tells
me he's a great guitarist. | just
ran into him at my favorite hard-
ware store. | hadn't seen him
since his dad's funeral in '94.
He's really nice. You'd like him.

You had some females in _ B LE A
your band, right? Was that, J
like, cool? Uh huh huh huh.

hope the L.A. Coliseum show is fun. It holds 92,000 people
and at least a dozen of them should be good listeners. My
81-year-old Uncle Don Weischmann will be playing sax with
us on "Sex For The Handicapped" and “Lesbo Love" on that
show. He played with all the greats of jazz including Chet
Baker and | never knew it. He's cooler and more punk rock
than Johnny Rotten will ever be. We also have some strip-
pers who will be dancing onstage with us for that show. It
ought to be fun for the audience. Funny thing is, | find fun to
be extremely depressing these days.

What is The Sillies place in punk history?

Somewhere below the bottom rung. Money is all that counts,
though | actually get occasional fan mail from places like
South Korea and Brazil. | heard from a beautiful girl named
Desiree recently. She lives in New Jersey. By the time we
play there, she will have moved to Boston. Man, what chicks
will do just to be near me!

If Rush is the greatest band of all time, why bother at-
tempt to be in a band? ‘

If Rush is the greatest band of all time, why do they sound
like a hockey-playing, ice-fishing, plaid jacket-
wearing, CBC-watching version of Yes, minus
the good songs? The only truly great Canadian
band was Teenage Head, and though they had
platinum records in Europe and Canada, nobody
in the U.S. ever heard of them outside of Detroit
and Buffalo. They did "Wild Child" years before
Iggy did and they did a much better version of
"Cock In My Pocket" than The Stooges. Iggy
should really tour with them as his band, using
some of their songs.

Can | be an honorary Silly?

You can be lead singer, as far as I'm concerned.
You couldn't do a worse job than | do.

My readers are refined, cognac-sipping,
tweed jacket-wearing connoisseurs of fine
art. What can you say to them to get them to
buy your new album?

IDESTROY All MON Lp g 32 Think of it as an investment. We put over 30

Okay, so | may have had some | (mﬁ*&nﬂmoﬂm_ﬁ 3& B photo image files on the CD itself plus live con-
ulterior motives when | first BITTERSWEET ALE cert footage. It's a limited edition. A copy of our
formed the band, but all the De- [ Bghts by Good Times Happenin® | only 45 went for $10 on eBay recently. That's a

troit bar bands had this big ma-
cho thing going and | wanted to
do something totally different from them and from all the other
punk bands. Imagine The Ramones or The Sex Pistols with fe-
male band members. Can't, can you? Nobody was really doing
that at the time and | wanted to be different from every other
band. Unfortunately, we were.

What do you think about the punk scene these days? Is it
tame compared to the late 70s?

I won't know until we do the "SILLIES GO WEST" tour in July.
What makes the shows fun is the audiences. You can't play to a
bunch of Amish deaf-mutes and expect to have a lot of audience
participation. The Sillies was always an immensely entertaining
band, but interacting with an audience is where the magic lies. |
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return of 500%. At least two band members are
dead and one is in a nursing home. I'm flying into
L.A. on the 4th Of July from Detroit, the city with the largest
Arab population in the world. Chances are, I'll never make it.
You'll be pretty damn sorry you didn't buy a T-shirt when
there was someone still alive to mail your order. It's kinda like
the Beatles "Butcher cover" album. You never know what's
going to be valuable until it's too late. | put all my money into
Wheeler & Woolsey memorabilia. If Ted Turner ever gets off
his stupid drunken ass and starts showing their movies again
on TCM, the prices will skyrocket. Too bad | love 'em to
much to sell any of it. But when my plane goes down, my ex-
girlfriend will be a rich woman!

The Sillies new one is “America’s Most Wanton.” Log onto
www.thesillies.com or www.the-sillies.com for more info.
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Erik

Turner

of warrant

Interviewed by Adam Liebling

Are you excited about the tour?

Very excited about it. We haven’t worked
much since last summer. You know,
when you're working a lot you want time
off, and when you have a lot of time off,
you look forward to working.

Do you guys get along well with Poi-
son? | heard they're like real ass-
holes.

No, they’re not. I've known those guys
for a long time and they're actually very
cool guys. They have their show and
they run their backstage the way they
want to run it.

| heard they have all sorts of back-
stage guidelines and rules or some-
thing.

Nabh, they're not assholes. They’re cool. |
consider Bobby a very good friend. And
Rikki Rocket just airbrushed one of my
guitars. We get along good.

How’s fatherhood treating you?

I love it. It's definitely a lot less sleep, but
it's an amazing experience.

Is it more different being on tour, now
that you'’re more settled down with a
wife and kid?

Oh, it's a lot different. | used to sleep
all day, party all night. Now | golf all
day, go to bed around one or two.

You don’t party anymore?

I'll just have a couple of beers. | don’t
like to get stupid and get so drunk |
don’t know what I’'m doing.

Is Warrant more like a job now?

No, definitely not a job. You can't call
what we do a job. Technically, it's a
job, but it doesn’t feel like a job.

Does it bother you that this tour is
packaged as a nostalgic thing?

Not at all. | don’t really worry about ego
stuff like that. To me, it's like people
are coming out to sgg us, they're pay-
ing money to see us, and that’s truly a
blessing. To be able to keep working
as long as we have without a hit re-
cord, it's almost criminal.

Does it bother you, though, that
you’re expected to play the same
songs over and over again?

That's just part of the business. People
are paying the money and they want to
hear certain songs. But we play a mix-
ture of new songs and old songs. It's a
balance.
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Is it tough writing songs, given the
dichotomy of what you want to write
and play and what your loyal fans ex-
pect?

We always just try to make the best war-
rant album we can. We record the songs
that we really like and hope our fans like
them too.

Is there a new album in the works?

Jani’s written about seven new songs for
a record, but he’s been recording a
bunch of solo stuff, and then we’re start-
ing the tour, so | don’t see anything com-
ing out this year. Possibly the end of the
year. We keep talking about it, that we
hope to start recording a record in No-
vember.

On your own label, right?

| wouldn’t really call it our own label. We
only put out a cover record of some
songs we covered [Under The Influencel].
We had a lot of fun making it, and we
released it to coincide with the tour with
Poison last year. It was fun.

Will your wife allow you to tell some
crazy groupie stories?

Well, | don’t really have any of those any-
more. Those were the old days, and
there's been a lot written about that, I'm
sure you can dredge up some stuff.

So all that’s in the past?

It's in the past, you know? Good times
were had by all, but it's not a part of my
life anymore.

What would you say was the most in-
sane thing that ever happened to War-
rant on the road? It doesn't have to be
groupie-related.

The most insane... | don't know. Strange
things happen everyday in a rock band.

Since Warrant is pretty clean and so-
ber these days, what do you guys do
on tour to pass the time? | heard
Great White plays a lot of Scrabble.

Golf and a few beers makes for a good
day on the road.

Which do you feel is the most under-
rated Warrant album?

Probably Ultraphobic. | thought that re-
cord was really, really good.



| was surprised to learn that you also
paint and do graphic art and web de-
sign. How did you get into that?

Well, | have a lot of time on my hands, so
| took some art classes, went to com-
puter school. And now my cousin and |
do freelance web design. Mostly through
word-of-mouth; it's not really a business
or anything. We might have a couple of
busy months, or we might have a couple
of months where we don’'t design any-
thing.

What kinds of music are you listening
to these days?

I've been listening to a whole lot of differ-
ent stuff. Mostly local radio stations.

What do you think about today's
metal scene? Doesn't it seem that for
hard rock to be successful in the
mainstream, it has to either be shock-
ing or incorporate hip hop?

| think hit songs from new bands is what
the industry wants. One-hit wonders is all
they seem to care about today. Not much
artist development these days, that | see.
What do you think of Rush?

| loved Rush as a kid growing up. Great
band.

I heard a rumor that "Cherry Pie" con-
tains sexual innuendos. Is that true? |
thought you guys just really liked
fruit-filled pastries.

No, that’s not true. Just watch the video.

Will do. Do you have any phobias or
fears?

I'm not crazy about skydiving.

What is Warrant's place in the history
of rock n' roll?

The ultimate party rock band.

Really? But you seem so sedate. Have
you always been this chill and laid
back?

For the most part, yes.

Warrant is online at www.warrantweb.net. If
you need graphic design work, or cool
cover art, check out www.erikturner.com.

Q & A - Prevent Falls
Conducted by Adam Liebling

You guys are proof that being an
emocore from New Jersey does-
n't have to suck. What is in NJ's
water that breeds so many
crappy emo bands?

This last year or so has been proof
that way too many east coast
bands are jumping on the screamo
bandwagon. We are way too often
lumped into this category, but | like
to think we have more of a post-
hardcore feel. Our songs are un-
doubtedly emotional, but it's more
or less melodic anger rather than
some staged melodramatic
screaming. Breakthrough New Jer-
sey bands such as Thursday have
produced great, classic albums, but
have also spawned an "emo clone"
movement. Overall, more bands
have to find their own sound and
everything will get better.

Do you think we could Prevent
Falls if we got rid of Slick
Shoes?

Only if we extinguish the rising ten-
sion between U.S. and China over
the exploitation of children in the
workforce.

Equal Vision are some nice folks.

You don't plan on screwing them
over, do you? What do you think
about all these majors scram-
bling to sign emo bands?

EVR is definitely a comfortable
home for us. We have zero inten-
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tion of screwing them over. as for the
whole major label thing, it seems like
the A&R guys realized that they're
missing out on a whole market of
kids who see through the whole Kid
Rock/Creed bullshit. Mainstream mu-
sic has never been half as pathetic
as it is now. Fuck that. Support your
local scene.

What is your biggest fear?

Getting my hand or fingers cut off. It
sounds weird, but it's my biggest
fear only because it would keep me
from ever picking up a guitar or
drumsticks. Singing is cool, but I'm
really in it for the music itself.

| believe that people who don't like
your music are a bunch of pussy-
farts. What can you say about
people who don't like my maga-
zine?

Yeah, some people don't like us right
now because we don't scream and
cry enough. Also, everyone traded in
their NOFX records for the latest in
screamo fashion, so nobody really
knows how to respond to us playing
songs with punk beats. If people rag
on READ Magazine, just take the
damn thing and give them paper cuts
with it.

Check out Prevent Falls’ new album
A New More Shattered You on
Equal Vision Records (www.
equalvision.com). Visit the band at
www.preventfallsonline.com.



On my never-ending search for good music, | stumbled upon
a band | knew nothing about. Midtown, a band from New Jer-
sey, surprised me with their intense emo-rock sound that |
usually dismiss at the drop of a dime. | played their latest re-
lease, Living Well Is The Best Revenge, and was hooked in
a matter of seconds. Everything from the 3 man vocal am-
bush to the charging guitars to the elevating bass lines and
captivating drum beats is appealing and addictive — it's no
wonder why they landed a major deal with MCA Records
(Blink 182, New Found Gilory, etc). | recently saw them per-
form in Los Angeles and was completely won over—they
played an amazing set that changed my ill feelings toward this
style of music. The band is currently on tour supporting Face
To Face and will soon be hitting Warped Tour for a three
week long stint on the main stage. | spoke with Gabe Saporta
over the telephone and we engaged in a lengthy conversa-
tion. Here’s what he had to say. —conducted by Liz Ortega

Hey, Gabe! How are you?
I'm doing all right. The album came out on Tuesday, so...

Oh, that’s cool. We’ll talk about the album a bit later—and
| know you probably want to talk about yourself but no-
body cares—let’s talk about Midtown.

(Laughs) Oh, ok. But | thought | was going to interview you?

Yeah, maybe later. So, tell me--Midtown is pretty big on
animal rights and stuff. How do you tie your opinions or
view about that in your music?

Well, we mention some things on stage, but we have litera-
ture at our shows. For me, growing up, what attracted me to
punk rock wasn’t only the music, it was the ideas and the fact
that | could listen to music and get so much more meaning
and importance than the entertainment that was on TV. For
me, punk rock was always about intertwining music and poli-
tics. | think there has to be an understanding that there’s
something more besides the music. What | think makes un-
derground last is the strong foundation in other things like the
culture and ideology that supersedes that. | think that's what's
important. We want to be able to influence people in a posi-
tive way, the same way we were influenced when we were
younger.

Do you think fans understand the intensity and intelligence in
your music?

Well, I'm sure not everyone is on the same page as we are. | know
that so many people have told us that they've become vegetarians
because of us. That's great! That's what we want to do is influence
people’s lives in a positive way.

Are you vegan?
No, just strict vegetarian. | don’t drink milk.

We would get along great, Gabe!
Are you vegan? Vegetarian?

No, I’'m a carnivore. | love meat.
Oh, well, | grew up eating meat three times a day. I'm Hispanic...

Are you now? So am . Where are you from?
Uruguay. Do you know where that is? Hablas Espanol?

Si, soy Mexicana.
El Espanol Mexicano es muy diferente del que yo hablo.

Si, el Espanol de usted es mas erotico y muy sensual.
(Laughs) It's very romantic...

Yeah, not our Spanish, it's very—
Crude!

Are your parents originally from Uruguay?
My great grandparents are from Europe. They came to Uruguay,
and my parents, brother and myself were born there.

Are your parents accepting of this whole band thing?

My parents are very open-minded. They came to America and went
to school--I come from a family where they’re all about school and
getting good grades and stuff. So, my dad was very disappointed
when | left school to join a band in the beginning. But now he sees
how it's very serious and how it's a real thing, he’s much more
happy for me. When | first left school, he was like “When are you
going back? When are you going back?” He just knows I'll be able
to go back whenever | need to accomplish what | want.

So, you didn’t finish school, right?
No. I'm eventually going to go back to school to finish. | have two
more years and a couple credits. I'm less than halfway there. | have

lan. p
aplan A

Oh, you have a plan? What if you meet that lucky girl and get
married?

Married? That's crazy! I'm 22! Even if | get married, I'm still going to
go to school.

How did you hook up with MCA?
Drige-Thru Records does distribution through MCA. MCA was really
our only place to go.

And you have a new record that’s out, Living Well is the Best
Revenge. | really like it! I'm not familiar with your previous ma-
terial, but | can honestly say that it’s probably a great album. It
has that pop punk vibe...

Oooh, | hate that word.

What? Pop punk? You don’t think it's appropriate? How would
you describe your music?
Rock n Roll. We're a rock n roll band.

Sure, why not. What are your songs based on?
Basically, the songs are based on observations that | make about
the world, or people, or things that have happened to me. A lot of
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the songs are based on negative situations,
but there’s always a positive twist to them.
That's what inspires them. | enjoy a good
time, but | don’t really write about it. It's when
I'm feeling down when | need to have a crea-
tive outlet—it’s a catharsis for it, to be able to
write a song and turn a negative experience
into a positive result.

Is that motivation for you, when you’re
feeling down and shitty? Do you think it
makes you feel more inclined to write?
Exactly, because when you're bummed out,
you don't feel like doing anything. So, you
need to have a creative outlet to get out of
that slump. When you're happy, you just want
to live your life and enjoy being happy. Writ-
ing a song is like stepping out of life and ob-
serving what you feel and what you see.

Where are you physically when you write
these songs?

| lived in a college dorm room, so I'd be in my
room by myself just banging stuff out until
something comes out and sounds good and
sound how | want it to feel. Just come up with
melodies and fitting words that express my
emotions. For this fast album, most of the
album | wrote while on tour on long drives, in
between cities, in the middle of the night.

Most of your songs kind of tap on the
whole stay true to yourself, friendship is
important, and apparently, love.

We definitely have love songs, but they’re not
positive love songs. | never write loves songs
about being happily in love...they're songs
about girls but they’re more about “Hey, bad
experiences happen. Screw it! You'll learn
from it.”

Now, | don’t mean to sound like | have
every damn right to barge into your love
life, but are these songs about one girl or
just past experiences that you’ve had?
Just one girl...

Does she know that you’re using your re-
lationship as the foundation of the song?
How does she feel about that?

This was a girl | was with when | was in col-
lege--before we even started the band. At
first, she thought it was sweet and actually, on
the old album, there’s one song. But then
things started going well and we had a good
time playing those songs at shows and sing-
ing songs that were serious--in between hav-
ing a good time. She thought that | was ex-
ploiting her and taking something that was
meaningful and taking the meaning away
from it by playing it to so many people that
knew nothing about it. It became very difficult.
Now, | don’t really know what she thinks
about it. She tells me that she doesn’t even
care because they’re just words and doesn’t
mean anything. Other times, she knows the
songs are about her and she likes it. But then
other times, unfortunately, the songs on this
album are meaner than the ones on the other
album—so | don’t know. But that’s the thing, |
wrote these mean songs because | was upset
and now | feel like I'm over it.

Was punk music all you liked while
growing up or did you fancy other
styles of music?

When | was like 8, | really liked Bon Jovi.
The first Bon Jovi song | heard was “Bad
Medicine.” Then | got New Jersey after
that. Then | got Slippery When Wet and |
liked that album better. “Living On A
Prayer” is such an amazing song. | got into
Guns N Roses, but | was a fan--| liked mu-
sic but it didn’t have anything special for
me. Then Nirvana came out and that
changed my life. | felt that there was so
much more to music. Kurt Cobain, his
whole thing, the ideas he expressed and
the whole anti-rock thing. Nirvana came
out and | felt like | could relate to them. |
felt like he was a real person who had
struggled and | can relate to that.

Negative rock--grunge rock. Eeeesh.
Yeah, grunge rock. The first punk rock re-
cord | bought was Bikini Kill. Then, before
that, it was all grunge and alternative stuff
like the Breeders, Sonic Youth, Dinosaur
Jr. But the passion that Nirvana played
with, the realness of it... it didn’t feel like |
was watching a show or watching some-
one putting on act. | felt that that was a real
person you can relate to and they were
doing something | can do as well.

What are you listening to now?

This band called Christensen from Ken-
tucky, who are just amazing. There hasn’t
been a band like Nirvana for a while. A
band with a Kurt Cobain personality, that
has struggled, or has the right ideas...that
is political and moral and stand us for
things. It’s almost like there was so much
resistance in him making it in the business.
He cared about other stuff other than be-
coming famous. | also listen to Jimmy Eat
World, Saves the Day, and a band from
Sweden called The Soundtrack of Our
Lives. They are an amazing band.

Before you get on stage to do your
thing, how do you prepare to deliver
such an exceptional performance?

| don't prepare to be on stage--mentally.
Well, sometimes, it depends if I'm nervous.
I try to relax and | guess | kind of meditate.
Usually, I'll do a warm up vocal to strejch
out because I'm always sore afterwards.
When I’'m playing, I’'m either in one of two
modes; I’'m either so into.the music and so
crazy and | withdraw into myself and go
totally ape shit. That's what I enjoy the
most but the performance isn’t as good
because I'm going too crazy and I'm fuck-
ing shit up. There’s other times when | re-
strain myself and | feel more of a per-
former. Usually, I'm so drunk to my head,
I’'m in my own world. If there’s a lot of en-
ergy in the crowd and people are singing it
totally motivates me. It's always different
and it's always the vibe—we really feed off
the vibe.

Gabe, do you consider yourself to be a

dark person? Are you complex?
| definitely think I'm...I guess. | have to say
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| have a lot of philosophies and ideas that are
thought out...| am emotional. The thing about
emotions to me is that there’s a time and a
place to express them.

Do you ever get sick of touring and being
away from home so much? Doesn’t it
bother you that you can’t really do normal,
everyday things?

It definitely drives you crazy not to have the
spare time to do the normal things like just sit

+ at home, watching a movie. But I'm not com-

plaining.

After the tour, do you get to go home or
are you going overseas? Didn’t you go to
Japan some time ago?

We're going to Europe afterwards. | love it
there. We played Japan once when we first
started. Our album came out in Japan like a
week earlier and it sold 12,000 copies in one
week. That's crazy, we're like number 8 on
the charts.

Yeah, you guys are probably like the fuck-
ing Beatles in Japan. Are you guys ap-
proachable?

We're approachable but | guess we don’t look
approachable. I've been told a lot of times
that people don’t want to talk to me because |
look...

Like a snob? I’'m kidding.
| mean, I'm really tall...I'm 6'5”

Holy shit! You want to marry me?
How tall are you?

I’'m 5’9” and I’'m a Virgo, baby.

Oh, that’s not tall. Well, I'm really 6’4” and a
half. One time this girl said “What’s your
fuckin’ problem? Why do you say “6’4” and a
half'? That's for people that are short and
want to sound taller. You don’t have to rub it
in people’s faces that you're tall.” So, | get to
be 6’5"

Gabe, what’s your advice to all the bands
out there trying to make it?

| think back at all the hard work we put into it
and it made me realize that anything you
want to do in life, if you're passionate about it
and you work hard for it, you can accomplish
anything you want. | just hope that we can
help serve to be an example to what people
can accomplish. Every band in punk rock
serves as an example. That’s why | liked
bands like Nirvana and Guns n Roses--they
were inspiring and everything.

| was never into Nirvana.
What! You're crazy! Now we can never get
married.

(The interview continues, but this time
around, Gabe interviews me and things get a
little too hot and heavy. Needless to say, |
ended the call with a huge smile. | wonder
what he charged per minute?)

Visit Midtown at www.midtownrock.com



The Briefs

fter just a few long years in exis-

tence, Seattle-based punk rockers,

The Briefs, have managed to
keep the wet, wild, rock n roll fun alive.
Now on Interscope Records, the Briefs
are able to reach a larger audience with the
re-release of their full length, Hit After Hit.
The members of The Briefs are as ani-
mated as their wardrobe. Their New Wave
motif gives them an abundance of anima-
tion and allure. Lead guitarists/vocalists
Danniel J. Travanti and Steve E. Nix
bring forth a riveting blend of catchy punk
and glam rock to any audience. Chris
Brief, who sports the fashionable eye gog-
gles and utility tape all over his head and
body, impresses the crowd with his incredi-
ble spunk and dynamic drumming. Bassist
Lance Romance woos the ladies with his
wild bass playing and high impact aerobics.
So, what could you expect from four
bleached blonde studs with incredible spar-
kle and style? A lot. By Liz Ortega.

Who are the Briefs?

Danniel J. Travanti: | play guitar and sing
Steve E. Nix: Vocals and guitar baby!

Chris P. Briefs: | play a drummer...

Lance Romance: Lead bass/sing...if they let
me.

When did the Briefs emerge?
Dan: Ask Lance...

Lance: Not that long ago....
Steve: 2000.

Would you describe yourselves as a punk
band with a rock n roll flair or vice versa?
Steve: A punk band at a rock-n-roll fair. No,
just punk.

Lance: Carnie punk at the fair...

Dan: I'd say a punk band. Rock-n-roll flair is
for bands like Molly Hatchet.

Chris: We're a punk band who like to wear
helmets.

Your style is impeccable--have you ever
been mistaken for a New Wave band?
Lance: | don’t think we've ever been mistaken
for a band.

Steve: Once this guy on acid and MDA came
to our show cause he thought it was a "NEW
RAVE.” He danced all funny and someone hit
him. He was bloody.

Dan: And that's how we met Chris....

Chris: Do | have a booger in my nose...???

Have you ever covered 80s tunes during
any of your performances? If not and had
the opportunity to do so, which song
would you play? | think you guys would
play "Video Killed the Radio" amazingly!
Chris: If Bob Seger, the Dalai Lama, or Dolly
Parton haven't done it then we don't need to
either.

Lance: Thanks...I'd like to cover anything by
Molly Hatchet....

Steve: We used to do "Pillbox" by the

Joneses and "You Are In My Vision" by
Tubeway Army.

Who is the main songwriter? What moti-
vates the ideas for your songs?

Lance: I'm the main songwriter...my ideas
are self-motivating.

Chris: No, | write all the songs and | al-
ways will.

Dan: Without a doubt, I'm the absolute
main song writer and all my songs are mo-
tivated by Quaaludes.

Steve: Motivation...well, clever stuff, dumb
stuff, interesting stuff....not like that terrible
emo shit. | could never write a song whin-
ing about how my girlfriend left me and the
world ought to pay attention to me and un-
derstand and sympathize. And I’'m the
main song writer...dammit!

Would you say your songs portray the
more facetious, fictional side of the
Briefs or do all these songs relate to
your personal lives?

Dan: There's more then a little truth in
those songs, especially "I’'m a Raccoon".
Chris: We are a political band and our word
is law. If Steve says he's a raccoon, then
he's a raccoon.

Lance: No, just personal body parts.
Steve: Take something uninteresting about
our personal lives, then add lies until it be-
comes interesting.

The song "Knife," what is that song all
about? Are any of you in abusive rela-
tionships? Or are you into kinky shit?
Lance: A dull knife and a sharp girl...| love
violence...its the only thing I’'m good at.
Steve: Years ago, | used to do the kinky
shit. | was getting into hot cars and Cleve-
land steamers, chili dogs and all that stuff,
but when your messin' with shit like that
and violence enters the picture, enough is
enough.

Chris: Our band is an abusive relationship.
Steve likes kinky and Lance like shit.

Dan: | always thought Knife was about sil-
verware..?

For the drummer—is there a special
type of tape you like to use to wrap
around your body? What's the purpose
for the bondage?

Chris: | like double sided tape and like my
grandpa used to tell me" If it don’t fuckin'
hurt, it ain’t worth doin', now get off my
lap."

Dan: Originally, he war‘ed to wrap himself
up with ribbon and play in his underwear.
Lance: Or play with his grandpa....

What do The Briefs do aside from rock
n roll?

Lance: Beat people up who sleep late.
Chris: Buy records, eat frosted mini wheats
and sleep til Lance calls and wakes us up.
Dan: | like to drink ice cold diet coke. This
allows my brain to freeze and then see into
the future....tomorrow it will be sunny.

How many albums/splits/singles do you
have out?
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The Briefs sure are zany.

Dan: 1 LP, 1 split with the Spits and a few
singles. A lot of people think that “Poor &
Weird” was our first single but really it's not.
Our first 45 was one with "Shut Up You Stu-
pid“ b/w “I'm Sorry | Said That", we only
pressed 50, and they’re all gone.

Let's talk about your live performances...is
there a special regimen of some sort you
partake in before any shows?

Steve: | smoke cigarettes, chew gum and
drink Dr. Pepper

Chris: Dan likes to be hugged, so he walks
around until he feel he's had enough, and
Lance stands up against a wall so Steve and
| punch him in the stomach until his nose
bleeds.

Lance: | prefer hugs from Dan.

If you could play anywhere in the world,
where would it be? Who woqld you want
to share the stage with?

Steve: Denmark, | like Denmark and | would
like to play with Rod Stewart and his band.
Lance: Steve wants to play with his Rod...
Chris: Canada.

Dan: A Turkish prison, and the entire cast of
Cheers, pre Woody.

What is the primary goal you wish to
achieve as musicians? Besides the hot
women and the money.

Steve: Write good songs, tour the world,
make good records, eat.

Chris: So there’s more to it? Well, | am kinda
sick of all the money but then again paying
girls to go out with me isn't cheap and my
parents wont do it anymore.

Dan: Ummmmmm

Lance: Did you say “hot monkeys“?

Visit the Briefs at www.thebriefs.com



Sam Powers of...

Superdrag

promote record to amount to
anything. No video is made, no
single is pushed. Honeymoon
. long over. Record Three is
started. Band wants to produce
record themselves. Label send
band to studio to record. Band
records studio quality demos
for what will eventually be part
of In The Valley Of Dying
Stars. Label doesn't hear a hit.
John continues to write. Label
still doesn't hear a hit. John
writes more songs. Label
wants something more emo-
tionally direct. This is after
songs like "Ambulance Driver"
and "Unprepared" have been
sent to the A&R guy. So this
situation isn't going to do any-
one any good. We get out of

Sammy Powers... is that your real
name? A

| was born Samuel David Powers. Not
many people actually call me ‘Sammy’
though.

Sammy Powers? For real?!

No kiddin. I've got three older brothers
and the second to oldest is Lucas Austin
Powers. That's no kiddin.

Really. Interesting. Let's lay the cards
on the table. You were on Elektra for
awhile. You became famous. Then
something happened. What happened
over there? Give us the straight dirt,
bub.

Well, although that was before my time in
the band (I joined in 1999), | feel like |
know the story well enough because it's
been written about quite a lot. First re-
cord was supposed to be licensed to in-
die label Sub Pop. After record is com-
pleted, mixed and mastered but not yet
released, John writes second record and
band sends 4-track demos to A&R guy.
A&R guy flips out over "Sucked Out."
Band goes into studio in NYC to record
Sucked Out and plan drastically
changes. Now they're not licensing re-
cord to Sub Pop and Elektra is working
the record. Sucked Out is very success-
ful and helps sell over 150,000 records of
Regretfully Yours. So the band records
second record, Head Trip In Every Key.
Band does not rewrite “Sucked Out.” La-
bel not happy. Record is "experimental"
with a different and very much a "studio"
approach as opposed to the first which
was mainly the live set. Label does not

our deal with Elektra and finish
recoding /n The Valley and get back to
playing rock music in rock clubs.

Major labels always ram the band in
the poop chute. So you guys were
caught up in a whirlwind of videos,
MTV appearances, major press cov-
erage... In that time, did you man-
age to score with any hot celebs?
What sorts of sordid tales can you
tell us?

Plenty of celeb sightings, but it was all
pretty innocent stuff. Except that the
original guitar player, Brandon, once
sent Warren Beatty a drink called a
Dirty OI' Whore. How's that?

Sounds like a skanky drink. Now
you guys are from Tennessee... Is
that near Toronto? What do you

" think of Rush?

There's a bar here in Nashville where |
live called the Gold Rush. It's pretty
much a rock/metal bar and it hasr't
changed in 15 years and the clientele
hasn't either. There are probably a lot
of dudes who'd love to talk about
Geddy and Co.

Do you fancy yourself a fan? Cuz |
don't hear it in your music. How will
you incorporate Rush into your
next album?

We'll let Don write all the lyrics.

Speaking of albums, your new one
is called In The Valley Of The Dying
Stars. Is that an allusion to George
Harrison? Who do you think will
drop dead next: Bob Dylan, Mick
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Jagger, Paul McCartney, or Roy Orbi-
son?

Actually, our new one is called, Last
Call for Vitriol, but | think the title for /n
The Valley more represented the feel-
ings of where we were at the time than
anything. Also, Roy Orbison died in
1988. | wish McCartney would stop mak-

- ing records, but | certainly wouldn't wish

death on him.

Does it ever suck being the bassist? |
mean, bassists don't really do much
and you can't hear them anyway.

No. Bass players totally kick ass. Here
are some of my faves in no particular
order: John Entwhistle, Tommy Stinson,
Chris White, Pete Quaife, Mike Watt,
Rick Danko, Gerard Love, Paul Si-
monon, Tom Petersson and Bill Wyman.

| heard that Superdrag is really a front
for Big Tobacco. What other crazy ru-
mors about your band can you nei-
ther confirm nor deny?

No comment.

Would you have sex with Courtney
Love if she paid you?

Umm. NO!

What is your definition of punk rock?
Music made on your own terms, on your
own dime and for yourself. It's a philoso-

phy, not a genre.

I have to go eat sushi now. Do they
have sushi in Tennessee?

Yes. | had some last night.
Any last words | can mull over while
my weak Jewish stomach attempts to

digest fake crabmeat and raw eel?

Thank you, Adam! | look forward to see-
ing the interview when it's done. Cheers!

Superdrag follow in the footsteps of
Supertramp, Superchunk, and Super-
grass by being a good band with the
word “drag” in their name. Check out
their latest album “Last Call For Vit-
riol” on Arena Rock Recording Com-
pany (arenarockrecords.com). Visit
the band at superdrag.com.
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. by Edy Haft .

CHAPTER 1

was born the fourth child in a family of five children. Since | was

the first daughter after three sons, my parents looked upon me as
a little princess. However, my regal status did not last very long.
When | was five years old, and just old enough to enjoy being
spoiled, my sister was born. And so my throne was now taken over
by a beautiful, golden-haired, green-eyed baby whom we all adored.

My father, Isaac, was a very religious man who ruled his family
with an iron hand. Whenever my brothers got into mischief, or did
something wrong, he would smack them, and truly, that hand felt like
it was made out of iron!

My mother, Rebecca, was the kindest soul in the world. When
she heard my father raise his voice and realized that he was going to
hit one of us, no matter in what part of the house she would be, she
always managed (just in time) to get between my father and the child
about to get punished. She would stand there, with her hands spread
out, and say, “You are not going to hit my child!” My father would
then answer, “All right, | can’t get to you now because Mama is in the
way, but just you wait until tomorrow.” Somehow though, by
“tomorrow”, Papa always seemed to forget.

Papa and Mama were both born in the same town in Russia, in a
city called Shepetovka, he in 1896, and she in 1898. As a child,
Mama had a very pretty singing voice. When she was twelve, Mama
had the lead part in a school play. The town’s priest happened to be
in the audience and enjoyed Mama’s performance immensely. It was
almost Christmas time, and he still had not found a child with a voice
fine enough for the leading role of Mary in the Church’s Christmas
pageant. He felt that at last he had found the child for the role. The
priest decided to call on Mama'’s father the following day to ask his
permission to allow Mama to play the part of the Virgin Mary. When
my grandfather, who was a fanatically devout Jew, heard of the
priest’s plans, he almost had a fit. Needless to say, not only did
Mama not sing in the church, but she never sang in public again.

Mama was the oldest of nine children, which included a set of
twins. Due to her mother’s perpetual condition of pregnancy, Mama
learned very early in life how to care for infants and small children.
She also learned the responsibilities of cooking, baking, and cleaning
for a household that was continually getting larger.

Papa’s childhood was the complete opposite. He was the thir-
teenth child in a home with fourteen children. By the time Papa was
born, most of the older children were adults. Papa’s father was a suc-
cessful businessman who had two stores in which food and hardware
were sold. Because his father's enterprises were doing so well, and
the fact that the older brothers helped in the stores so he didn’t have
to work, Papa was known as a playboy.

B O A OO O e W W O O e O O s O B O O B

Mama was seventeen, and Papa was nineteen when they met.
Mama was walking with a friend, who introduced her to Papa when
he encountered them on the street. Because of her beauty, Papa was
immediately attracted to her, but she was not interested in him at all.
She had heard stories of how spoiled he was and disliked him as
soon as she met him. Papa was very persistent, and so were Mama’s
parents. They kept reminding her of what a good, rich catch he would
be. Although Mama remained aloof, Papa kept calling on her until he
was taken into the Russian army in 1916. The war was raging in
Europe and before long, Papa was sent to the front. After months of
fierce fighting, Papa was wounded twice, once in his right leg, and
the second time near his right eye. Recuperation was slow, and it
was nearly 1918 before he left the hospital. Because of his wounds,
he was considered a hero in Shepetovka.

The facts that Papa’s parents were considered monetarily com-
fortable, and Papa was now a hero, made Mama'’s parents all the
more anxious for her to marry him. When Papa was finally fully recov-
ered from his wounds, he continued his courtship until Mama con-
sented to marry him. They wed in February 1919.

CHAPTER 2

y parents came to America from Russia in 19214,It was just
three years after the Russian revolution. Life for fhe Jewish
people of Russia under the reign of Nicholas the Tsar was not an
easy one. However, when the Bolsheviks won the revolution and
killed the Tsar, life became unbearable for the Jews. As there was no
established government yet, rioting and killing ran rampant.

My father owned a dry goods store. One day a group of Bolshe-
viks, came into the store and threatened to kill my parents if they did
not turn over their money and jewelry to them. My mother and father

ave the Bolsheviks the money in the till. The Bolsheviks said that it
wasn’t enough and they poured kerosene on all of the merchandise.
Then they said that they were going to kill Papa. Mama, thinking
quickly, said that if the robbers would wait in the store, she and Papa
would go to their house and bring back all of her jewelry to them. Ig-
norantly, they agreed. Mama and Papa ran home and gathered up
their six month old son, Joseph, who was being minded by Mama'’s
mother, Grandma Bobsey. Grandma Bobsey and my parents took a
horse and carriage and made their way to Warsaw, Poland. On the
way to Warsaw, they had to travel through a dark forest. Robbers
came after them, but somehow they managed to flee from them.

With the little money that they had managed to gather before

leaving Russia, Mama, Papa, and six month old Joseph were able to
gain passage on a ship going from Warsaw to America. Grandma
Bobsey made sure that Mama boarded the ship safely. Then she
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took the horse and carriage back to Russia and lived there for the
rest of her life.

The little amount of money that Mama and Papa brought with
them allowed them to board passage to America in steerage. Hun-
dreds of refugees were huddled together in makeshift beds. While on
board, little Joseph caught the whooping cough. No one was allowed
into the United States with any communicable disease. My parents
were distraught over this fact, worrying that if the authorities knew
that the baby was ill, they would not be able to enter the country and
might be sent back to Russia. When the ship docked at Ellis Island,
the men had to line up on one side of the building, and the women
and children on the other. Papa kept watching Mama'’s line move
slowly up to the examining doctor’s office. His heart was beating
faster and faster with each step that Mama took, worrying that the
authorities would detect Joseph’s condition. Finally, when it was
Mama'’s turn to be examined, her quick thinking saved the day. She
put the baby to her breast and nursed him so that he wouldn’t cough.
The doctor did not want to disturb the baby, so he quickly examined
Mama and passed her. My father, on the other hand, was so nervous
by that time, and his heart was beating so rapidly, that the doctors
thought that he was having a heart attack and kept him in the hospital
on Ellis Island overnight! That was the first of their many hardships in
America, but they wouldn’t trade them for anything back in Russia.

My parents left much behind and underwent many hardships by
coming to America. Fortunately, they left before the war. World War Il
brought devastation to the Jewish communities throughout Europe.
Six million Jews were slaughtered for only one reason - they were
Jewish. Now, whenever | read or see films about the Holocaust, | say
to myself, “There but for the grace of God, and for the bravery of my
parents, go |.”

(In 1992, a bronze wall was built around the property on Ellis
Island. This wall contains the names of thousands of refugees who
passed through Ellis Island to enter America. Rebecca and Isaac Kis-
lin’s names are etched on this wall.)

CHAPTER 3

ike thousands of other Jewish immigrants, Mama and Papa set-

tled in the Lower East Side of New York. Having no money for
an apartment of their own, they moved into the four-room apartment
that was already occupied by Mama’s grandmother, Mama’s wid-
owed uncle, and his small son.

Papa tried desperately to find a job, but jobs were very scarce,
especially for newly arrived foreigners. Mama was more fortunate.
She found a job sewing dresses in a factory. She worked from early
morning until late afternoon, six days a week. She worked on Sun-
days, but would not work on Saturday, the Sabbath. When she left
work, she did the shopping, came home and did the cooking and
cleaning up after dinner, then washed all the laundry by hand in the
bathtub. (There were no washing machines then.)

After many frustrating months of trying to find employment, Papa
finally got a job helping a relative with house painting. This became
Papa’s occupation for the rest of his life.

Two years passed since their arrival in America, and Mama be-
came pregnant with her second child. One day, toward the end of her
ninth months, Mama realized that there was no milk left in the icebox.
She told Joey to stay in the apartment with her grandmother, and
said that she was just going around the corner to the grocery and
would be right back. While in the store, she met some of her
neighbors. They asked her many questions about Grandma and the
family. They also asked her how she was feeling, when was she due
to give birth, and did she have a good midwife ready to come at a
minute’s notice, because they could recommend a good midwife, etc.
Three quarters of an hour elapsed before Mama left the grocery store
with her bottle of milk. When she turned the corner from the store,
she saw a crowd and a police car in front of her house. She started
running faster and faster. When she got into the hallway of the house
she saw that Joey’s head was stuck in between the rails on the ban-
ister, and the policemen were sawing through the wooden rails just
above his head. He had stuck his head through and couldn’t get it
out. Mama fainted, and my brother, Benjamin, was born an hour later.

With Papa now working part time, and with two children, my par-
ents decided that they now needed their own apartment. They moved
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to Schenk Avenue in the East New York section of Brooklyn.

When Ben was eleven months old, Mama found herself in that
delicate condition of pregnancy once again. On a day nearing the end
of the ninth month, Mama hand washed her laundry and proceeded
to hang it on the clothesline outside the window of their second floor
apartment. The line was stretched from the rear window, across the
backyard, and was attached at the other end to the second floor win-
dow of the house that backed up to our yard.

Mama was lost in thought as she continued to load the line with
wash. As she neared the end of the clothesline, she gave the clothes-
pin an extra hard push, and the heavily laden line broke. Mama, still
holding the clothesline, was pulled out from the window and fell with
the clothes into the yard below. By a stroke of luck, she had missed
the cement portion below, and landed on the earthy part of the yard.
The woman living in the house on the opposite side of the yard, saw
Mama fall, and ran down to the yard to help her. Our family doctor
was immediately called, and my brother, Solomon, whom we always
called Sam, was born that afternoon.

CHAPTER 4

inding the English language too difficult to master, Mama and

Papa spoke only Yiddish to the children. However, the children,
picking up English from other children in the streets and in school,.
replied to Mama and Papa in English. So, Mama and Papa spoke
only Yiddish, but were able to understand English. The children
spoke English and were able to understand Yiddish. At home, my
parents called us by our Jewish names. Joe was Yussel, Ben was
Benzion, Sam was Zalman, | was Yiddis (for Edith), and my sister
Hilda was Goldy.

By the time Sammy was born, Joe was ready to start school. On
the first day of kindergarten, Mama put on Joey’s best clothes,
combed his hair, and gave him last minute instructions. She told him,
“Remember Yussel, be a good boy in school and listen to the
teacher.” Then she walked the block and a half to school with him
and left him at the gate, turning away swiftly so that he couldn’t see
the teardrop wallowing in the corner of her eye.

Upon entering the classroom, the teacher told the children to
take any seats that they wished and begin taking attendance. She
started calling the children’s names alphabetically and came to the
K’s. She called out, “Joseph Kislin,” but no one answered. Again she
called out, “Joseph Kislin,” and still there was no answer. She looked
around the room and saw a little boy slumping down lower and lower
in his seat. She pointed at him and asked, “Are you Joseph Kislin?”
He replied, “Oh no, 'm Yussel.”

CHAPTER 5

Mama gave birth to me at home because she couldn’t afford to
go to a hospital. When she began her labor pains, she told
Papa to go downstairs to the candy store and telephone her cousin,
Izzy Shaw, the doctor. By the time that Dr. Shaw arrived by trolley
car, the baby was just about ready to enter the world. After | was born
and Mama was resting quietly with the baby in her arms, Papa made
glasses of tea and sat and talked to the doctor. They talked about the
old country, the new country, how all of the relatives were feeling,
and how difficult it was to make a living. Then Papa made a big pro-
duction out of reaching deep down into his pockets, and asked the
doctor how much he owed him. The doctor replied, “That’s all right
Isaac. When my house needs a paint job, you’ll come and paint it.”
Papa then took two nickels out of his pocket and told the doctor, “At
least let me pay the trolley car fare.” Dr. Shaw took the ten cents and
went home, a poor doctor with too many poor relatives.

On the following day, Mama was up on her feet, cleaning the
house, cooking, and taking care of her growing family.

When Mama was in her late months of pregnancy with Goldy,
Papa heard that the nearby hospital now had a free clinic for mater-
nity patients with financial problems. Papa checked with the hospital,
and when he made certain that it really was free, he insisted that
Mama go to the hospital to have her fifth baby. Mama said that she
did not want to go to the hospital because they would keep her there
for a week. How could she stay away for seven days and leave four



children home without a mother? Papa soothed her fears by saying,
“Don’t worry about a thing. | will ask my cousin Lena to come for a
week to take care of the children.” This was truly the biggest mistake
that Mama and Papa ever made. Mama went to the hospital to have
her baby and Papa’s “old maid” cousin Lena came to stay with the
children. Lena didn’t stay for a week; she stayed for four years!

Lena was a penny-pinching spinster and when she saw how
much money she was saving by staying at our house, she went back
to her room at the boarding house, packed her few possessions, and
brought them back to our house while Mama was still in the hospital.

On the third day that Mama was in the hospital, a very nice look-
ing doctor came through the ward, and asked all of the new mothers
what names they wanted to put on the birth certificates for their ba-
bies. When he questioned Mama, she replied, “l want to name her
Goldy after my grandma.” The doctor, in his slightly Jewish accent,
said to Mama, “You can’t name her Goldy. It is a Jewish name. In
America, you have to give a child an English name.” Mama an-
swered, “But that’s the name | planned to use. | don't know what else
to call her.” The doctor smiled and calmly assured her, “Don’t worry
Mrs. Kislin, I'll put down an English name on the birth certificate.”

When Mama received the birth certificate just before she left the
hospital, she insisted that she had received the wrong one. When the
doctor came in to make his rounds, my mother informed him of the
mistake. The doctor said, “There’s no mistake. Remember | told you
that I'd write in an English name for your little girl? | gave her the
same name as my daughter... Hilda.” To this day, our family and
friends call my sister Goldy. The only time that she was ever called
Hilda was in school and at work. In fact, we all had completely forgot-
ten that Goldy’s legal name was Hilda until the day that Mama regis-
tered her for kindergarten and had to bring her birth certificate along.

By the end of her week’s stay at the hospital, (and after the long-
est rest she ever had), Mama was ready to come home to our small
four room apartment on Church Avenue in the East Flatbush section
of Brooklyn. We had moved into this apartment soon after | was born
and Mama and Papa lived there for the next 27 years.

The entrance door to the apartment opened into a small foyer.
The kitchen was to the left of the foyer. It was just large enough to
accommodate a table, four chairs, and Mama'’s treadle Singer sewing
machine. Five horizontal rods were suspended from the ceiling of the
kitchen. On rainy days, Mama would hang the wet laundry on the
rods. Then she would pull a rope attached to a pulley and the rods
would go up to the ceiling with the laundry attached.

The bathroom was directly in front of the entrance door. It was
so tiny that if two people were in it at the same time, one would have
to stand in the bathtub. The dining room was to the right of the foyer
and held a massive mahogany table with six red velvet chairs, and a
large china closet in which we stored books. Mama'’s “fine china” con-
sisted of dinner and soup plates, and cups and saucers in three dif-
ferent patterns. These were obtained free from the local movie
house, one piece at a time. The glasses were from Yahrzeit lamps
(memorial glasses). The first time that | ever drank from anything
other than a Yahrzeit glass was when Mama won a raffle prize of six
glasses at the Ladies’ Auxiliary of the Young Men’s Shepetovka So-
ciety. (There was not one male member under 60 years old!) The
dining room also contained a large console mahogany radio and a
mahogany phonograph that had to be continuously wound by hand in
order to keep playing.

On each side of the dining room wall was a door leading into
each of the two bedrooms that faced the Avenue. One bedroom was
the boys’ room, which contained a three-drawer dresser and two
twin-sized beds. Mama'’s and Papa’s bedroom held a double bed, a
dresser, a chifferobe (armoire), and my crib.

While Mama was in the hospital, Joey slept with Papa in the big
bed. Ben and Sam slept in one twin bed, Lena in the other twin bed,
and | slept in the crib. Now, the big day had arrived! Mama was com-
ing home with the new baby. When Mama entered the apartment with
the precious little bundle in her arms, she was perplexed. She had
neglected to figure out where the baby was going to sleep. If she put
her in the crib, where would she put me? After looking around the
house, an idea came to Mama. She opened the bottom drawer of the
dresser and emptied its contents. Then she lined the drawer with a
small blanket. This became the baby's bed. Of course, these sleeping
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quarters for the baby were supposed to be temporary, but Goldy slept
in the drawer until she was four months old and began to outgrow it.
By this time, there were two chairs placed in front of the dresser each
night in case the baby turned over just a little too far.

On the same day that Mama came home from the hospital, she
took it for granted that Lena would pack up her things and return to
her rented room. Lena made no attempt to leave us. Night fell and as
Mama got the boys ready for bed, Lena still did not go. Mama and
Papa were ashamed to ask her to pack, and Lena said nothing about
moving. Finally, Mama told Lena that she was tired and was going to
bed. Mama thanked Lena for staying with the children and told Lena
that Papa would take her home. Lena said, “But Becky, | am home. |
moved in with you.” Mama asked, “But where will you sleep?” Lena
answered, “With the two beds pushed together, there’s enough room
for the three boys and me.” Mama and Papa looked at each other but
could not say anything. After all, how could they put Lena out in the
street with no place to go? Things were never the same in our house-
hold again.

To say that the boys’ 9’ x 10’ bedroom was overcrowded would
be a gross understatement. With the two beds pushed together, Joey
slept on the end of the bed pushed up against the wall. Ben slept
next to him. Sam slept next to Ben, and Lena slept on the other side
of this bed. Joey was now almost thirteen years old. Ben was ten,
and Sam was eight and a half. Not only were they crowded in bed,
but the boys also felt that it was undignified for them to sleep with a
woman. Because she was so ugly, my brothers and | called her
“Lena the Hyena.” And worst of all, she snored! Joey felt that some-
thing had to be done about this situation.

Ben was a very quiet boy. He was the personification of the say-
ing, “Don’t bother me and | won't bother you.” However, Joey and
Sammy were the complete opposite. They were always teasing and
fighting each other. After a few nights of these cramped quarters,
Joey decided to put his plan into action. At about 10 p.m., after Lena
had squeezed her way onto the bed next to Sammy and was just
about to fall asleep, Joey reached over Ben and gave Sammy a jab in
the ribs. Sammy, not one to take a punch lying down, reached over
Ben and gave Joey a sock in the stomach. That did it! They started
fighting right over Ben. Ben opened his eyes, yawned, and said qui-
etly, “Please fellas, let me sleep.” Sammy and Joey rolled over onto
Sammy's bed and kept fighting until they knocked Lena off the bed
and onto the floor. She started yelling, “You bad boys! Wait until | tell
your father!” She then rushed out of the bedroom, through the dining
room, and headed towards Papa’s bedroom. Papa, upon hearing her
footsteps approach his room, whispered to Mama, “Oh! Maybe she’s
coming to tell us that she’s moving out!” Lena stormed into Papa’s
room shouting about how bad the boys were and how Papa should
come and beat them up. Papa answered, “Lena, wouldn’t you be
more comfortable if you moved back to your old rooming house?”
Upon hearing this, Lena quieted down and replied, “Oh, I'm very
comfortable with the boys. Please just ask them to be-g little more
quiet.” Feeling defeated once more, Papa went into the boys’ room
and found them lying peacefully in their beds looking like three little
angels. Papa felt like kissing each of them, but instead, in his most
stern voice warned them to really go to sleep or next time he would
come in with “the strap”. Papa then returned to his bedroom. Lena
crept back into bed with Sammy, Benny yawned, and Joey turned
around to face the wall, already plotting his next scheme in his at-
Jempt to get Lena out of his bedroom.

When Papa returned to bed, he said to Mama, “Becky, tomorrow
we will try to sell the dining room set. Then we'll take the money and
buy one of those kinds of couches that open up at night into a bed
because | don't think that Lena will ever move out.”

The next day, Mama went food shopping and told the grocer, the
butcher, the bakery man, and the fruit store man that we were selling
our dining room set. They told their customers and all day long we
had a steady procession of people going through our apartment look-
ing at the furniture. Of course, it was a well-known fact in the
neighborhood that Mama was an excellent cook as well as a very
hospitable hostess. No one came into our home without being offered
a cup of tea and something to eat. | don’t think that there has ever
been, or ever will be, so many prospective customers for any item as
there were for that dining room set. It seemed as though Mama



served tea and cake, latkes, knishes, strudel, kugel, and blintzes to
the entire community on the dining room table that day. We finally got
a buyer for the furniture. The buyer asked four neighbors who had
been sitting and feasting themselves all afternoon to help him move
his newly bought furniture. Out went the massive mahogany dining
room table and the six stuffed, red velvet dining room chairs. Mama
had to finish serving the rest of the “prospective” buyers four at a time
around the kitchen table.

The following day, Mama and Papa took the money that they
had received for the dining room set and went to the nearest Salva-
tion Army depot. They purchased a fairly decent looking secondhand
couch that opened into a double bed, two oversized stuffed club
chairs for our new “living room”, and two additional kitchen chairs.
With the dining room set gone, we now had to squeeze around the
kitchen table to eat our meals.

When the couch.arrived, Ben and Sam were given the privilege
of moving to these new sleeping quarters. Lena was in her glory with
an entire bed of her own. Joe now had his own bed also, but he was
still grumbling under his breath about having to share his room with a
woman. (Especially one who snored!)

At first, Ben and Sam were elated with their new bed. But the
enjoyment did not last very long. After everyone had been in bed
about an hour, Sam and Ben came into Mama’s bedroom and com-
plained that they couldn’t stop scratching. Mama went back with them
into the living room. After one look at the new couch, she almost
fainted. The sheet was covered with bedbugs! Mama took the two
boys by the hand, led them back into their bedroom, made Lena push
. the two beds back together again, and Sammy and Benny once
again squeezed into the beds between Joey and Lena.

It took Mama over one week of intense cleaning with kerosene
to kill off the bedbugs. She wouldn’t let anyone smoke in the house
during that time for fear that the kerosene fumes might start the
couch on fire. After two weeks, when she was certain that there were
no more bugs, she allowed the boys to bed down on the couch. The
smell of kerosene lingered on the couch for as long as we owned it.

The luxury of the comfort of the double couch was short-lived for
Ben and Sam. Goldy swiftly was outgrowing the dresser drawer.
When Mama saw that Goldy’s feet were starting to hang over the end
of the drawer, she decided that it was time for the big switcheroo. |
moved out of the crib and Goldy moved in. Ben and Sam moved out
of the living room, and Lena and | moved there. The twin beds in the
boys’ room got pushed together again, and Joe, Ben, and Sam once
more shared these accommodations. We weren't settled down in our
beds for more than a half hour that first night when we heard a scut-
tling sound from the boys’ bedroom. | heard Ben in his low sleepy
voice plead, “Please fellas, let me sleep.”

CHAPTER 6

Papa was a very prudish man. He never allowed the children to
walk around the apartment in their underwear. In order for the
boys to get to the bathroom from their room, they had to go through
the living room where Lena and | slept at night. The boys slept in their
underwear, and it never failed that as soon as the three of them were
snug in bed, one of them either forgot to brush his teeth, or got the
urge to go. Not having the luxury of owning pajamas or bathrobes,
and too tired to put their pants on, the boys tried to make it across the
living room in their underwear without Papa catching them. With our
prudish upbringing, it would be a cardinal sin for me to see the boys
in their underwear. Each night, one of my brothers would walk up to
the bedroom door, stick his head out, and in a demanding voice say,
“Edy, cover your eyes. I'm coming through.” He would then ask, “Are
your eyes covered?” I'd answer, “Yes.” | would listen to the footsteps
and when ['d figure that he was halfway through the living room, |
would say, “I'm peeking!” Even though the room was in total darkness
and | couldn’t see a thing even if | did peek, he'd fly the rest of the
way through the room until he reached the bathroom. Then, he’d
shout, “I'll murder you tomorrow!” I'd reply, “If you murder me, I'll tell
Papa on you, and he’ll murder you back.” By morning, it would all be
forgotten. The following night, we would go through the whole routine
again. (I never got murdered!)

46

Mama usually went to the bakery early every morning and
bought bread and cake that was left over from the previous day. This
way, she paid less than half price. We learned very early in life to
appreciate stale bakery products. One morning, Mama did not feel
too well and didn’t go to the bakery. Towards the afternoon, Mama
realized that she would not have any bread for supper. She asked
Joey to walk the block to the bakery to buy a loaf of bread. Joe did
not want to go. He made all kinds of excuses, such as that he had a
lot of homework to do and that his feet hurt. Actually, he was
ashamed to ask for yesterday’s bread at the bakery. That night we
had no bread for supper, and Joe’s conscience bothered him. He
went to bed early to try to prove to Mama that his feet really did hurt.

During the night, when everyone was fast asleep, Mama was
awakened by the doorbell. She looked at the clock and saw that it
was 3 a.m. Petrified, she shook Papa until he awoke and said, “Isaac,
someone is ringing the bell and it is 3 o’clock in the morning.” Papa
got out of bed, took a hammer for protection, unlocked the door, and
looked out. There, in the cold hallway, he saw Joey standing in his
underwear shivering. Papa opened the door wider and asked,
“Yussel, what are you doing out there in the middle of the night?”
Tears filling his eyes, Joe replied that he was dreaming that Mama
was sending him for bread. In his sleep, he unlatched the lock on the
door (which automatically locked again when the door closed) and
walked out into the hall. The cold winter temperature of the hallway
awakened him, and he found himself locked out of the apartment in
his underwear. From that day forward, Joey never refused to run an
errand for Mama again.

Running errands became a very lucrative business for the chil-
dren in our family. Times were really bad. Papa’s house painting
business was hitting an all-time low. Now, so soon after the Depres-
sion, the last thing that people were spending money on was to get
their house painted. Telephones were scarce. The social status of a
family depended upon whether or not they possessed a telephone in
their apartment. We lived next door to a candy store that had two
public telephone booths in it. These two phones provided telephone
service for the families living within a four-block radius. After school,
my siblings and | would wait around the candy store praying for the
phone to ring. When one did, we would make a mad dash to answer
it. We would ask the name and address of the person to whom they
wanted to speak, and then take off like a bolt of lightning to the per-
son’s home to call the person to the phone.

The tips for this service generally ranged from a penny to a
nickel, depending on the distance that we had to run from the store to
the house. Since very few of the apartment houses had elevators, the
tip also varied upon how many floors we had to climb to tell the party
that he had a phone call. Sometimes, if the person ran out of his
house so fast that he forgot the change for a tip, he would tell the
candy store man to give us a three cent ice cream cone and to
charge it to his bill.

On a busy day, we could make as much as a quarter apiece.
Then we would march upstairs and hand Mama our tips. For our hard
work, Mama Would reward us by giving us 3 cents apiece to buy each
of us a sour pickle at the corner grocery store. This was worth all of
our hard work because buying a sour pickle was a luxury to us.
Sometimes, if Mama had some empty milk bottles available, instead
of giving us cash, she would hand each child a bottle and tell us to
use the 3-cent deposit refund money to purchase our pickles.

Off we’d go, each tightly grasping our empty milk bottle. When
the grocer saw us coming with the bottles, he knew exactly what we
had in mind. He took the bottles from us and then allowed us, one at
a time, to dip our arms into the big wooden barrel filled with half sour
and sour pickles in a briny liquid. We would reach deep down and
feel around for the biggest and fattest pickle we could put our hands
on. Usually, we took so long that the grocer became impatient and
yelled, “Time’s up!” We knew by the tone of his voice that he was
getting angry, so we'd grab any pickle and quickly pull our arms out
of the barrel. Many times | felt cheated because my brothers grabbed
bigger and fatter pickles than | did. We walked out of that store with
dripping wet arms, smelling of garlic and cloves and sour pickles.

When we finally left the grocery store, we would all sit down and
squeeze together on the big wooden milk box that was right outside
of the grocery store. This box contained blocks of ice to keep the



filled milk bottles cold. Then we would start to leisurely nibble away at
our pickles. We would nibble so slowly, in fact, that we would hold
contests to see who could make his pickle last the longest.

While we were gradually devouring our succulent treat, we
watched the trolley cars go by. The trolleys stopped at every corner
to take on and discharge passengers. The milk box was situated in
such a spot on the corner that when a trolley car stopped to let a pas-
senger off, we could see the person standing in the doorway of the
trolley car. We always managed to find something funny about each
passenger as he was disembarking from the trolley. Anything unusual
about the passenger, such as the odd expression on his face when
the doors opened, or the way his hair was combed, or the manner in
which he helped his wife off the car, would set us off laughing. If the
man or woman almost tripped while getting off the trolley, we would
end up hysterical!

By this time, it would be getting dark and Mama would stick her
head out the front window and call, “Children, it's supper time.” We
gobbled up the rest of the pickle, jumped off the milk box, and raced
to see who would be the first one into the bathroom to wash the smell
of garlic, cloves, and sour pickles off his hands and arms.

Occasionally, on a day when the telephone answering business
was not so profitable, Mama would give me only a penny. She told
me to go to the candy store and pick out my choice of any piece of
candy in the store, provided that it only cost a penny.

Now, this may not sound like much of a problem, but to me this
presented a tremendous dilemma. There was such a large variety of
penny candies that | just didn’t know which one to choose. One popu-
lar choice was a long strip of paper with small, round, pastel colored
candies which resembled little buttons pasted onto the paper. If | ate
one button at a time, and sucked on it slowly, the candy could last me
all day. | was never that fortunate however because my brothers in-
variably would each tear off a piece of the strip from the bottom, and
share my candy. | never walked out of the store with more than one
third of the strip of candy for myself.

Another selection was a round tin dish, about two inches in di-
ameter and shaped like a pastry tart. This dish contained a meager
amount of creamed candy and a small tin spoon with which to eat it.
The spoon was sharp around the edges, and | always came out of
the candy store with a cut lip when | purchased this variety of candy.

There was also a small waxed candy in the shape of a bottle that
was filled with a sweet colored liquid. First, we had to bite off the top
of the wax bottle. Then we drank the liquid. The empty waxed bottle
could be used as a whistle. When we got tired of using it as a whistle,
we would chew on the wax, like chewing gum, until we became nau-
seous. | didn’t choose this candy too often.

One of my favorite sweets was a long stick of black licorice. It
could be licked until it softened, and then it could be stretched to
twice its length. | was usually so engrossed in seeing how long |
could stretch the licorice, that | wouldn’t notice one of my brothers
(usually Sammy) sneak up on me, grab the bottom of my licorice
stick, and pull off a big piece. He would casually walk off, pulling and
stretching his piece of licorice stick, while | sat there crying for Mama.

A penny could also purchase a chocolate Hooton bar, which was
a cheaper version of the two-cent Nestle’s chocolate bar with al-
monds. Out of all of the goodies, there was one box of candy that
held me spellbound. | was inevitably drawn to spend my money on
the contents of this box. It contained what we called “Picks”. These
were small, round, chocolate covered candies with cream filling. The
color of the cream inside the chocolate was what was interesting
about it. If you chose one and bit into it to find that it contained a
white filling, well, then all you had for your penny was this small piece
of candy. But, if the candy had a pink filling, then you were a winner,
and could have your choice of any five-cent candy bar or nickel box
of candy in the store. The box of picks contained three layers with
about twenty picks to a layer. Out of the twenty pieces, only two had
pink filling, so that the odds were ten-to-one against being a winner.

The child who was lucky enough to be a winner became a celeb-
rity. The word spread like wild fire that someone won a pick. Kids
from all over the neighborhood came running to the candy store with
the hope that the winner would buy something for the nickel that
could be shared with everyone.

I don’t think that | ever walked out of the candy store without
having to share my candy with someone, whether willingly or by force

(by my brothers.) Naturally, nobody else would dare touch me. As
soon as they threateningly came near me, | would warn, “'ll tell my
three big brothers on you.” They would never bother me.

The owners of the candy store were an elderly couple. They had
no children of their own and somehow took a liking to me. As | got a
little older, they allowed me to work in the store after school, straight-
ening out the boxes of candy in the showcase and making sure that
the top of the counter was always kept neat and clean. My salary for
this work was ten cents a day, plus the tips | received for answering
the phone calls. What temptation there was for me to stick candy in
my mouth or pockets, but | never did. Mama had taught us that God
was everywhere. | felt, whenever | was tempted to take something,
that God was behind my back watching me and would in some way
punish me. So, | guess that it wasn’t that | was really so honest, | was
just afraid that God would catch me.

CHAPTER 7

hursday was Mama'’s big shopping day. On,Monday, Tuesday,

and Wednesday, Mama shopped in the local stores buying a
minimum amount of food, just enough to last us through the day.
However on Thursday, Mama went shopping for the Sabbath. Even if
we practically starved for the rest of the week, there always had to be
lots of food for Shabbat.

Mama felt that the local merchants were asking too much money
for their wares, so on Thursdays she went shopping on Belmont Ave-
nue. Belmont Avenue was located in the heart of the Brownsville sec-
tion of Brooklyn. In order to get there from the heart of East Flatbush,
Mama had to take the Church Avenue trolley all the way to the depot,
which took about thirty minutes. She would get a free transfer ticket
for the Rockaway Avenue trolley and ride this car for another half
hour until she reached Belmont Avenue. Until | reached school age, |
accompanied Mama on this weekly excursion to help her carry home
all of her bargains. Belmont Avenue extended for about five city
blocks. On each side of the avenue, pushcarts were lined up one
next to the other, each facing the street. The pushcarts were pushed
so close together that one could hardly tell that there were stores on
the other side of the sidewalk behind the carts. Each pushcart and
store was filled to capacity with all kinds of wares. Anything and eve-
rything could be purchased on Belmont Avenue.

Bargaining was always expected with each purchase. Though
prices were low, the customers habitually tried to buy the item for
less. Many times | had seen Mama walk out of a store because the
owner wouldn’t take off a nickel. Just as often, | had seen the owner
call her back, and they would compromise on a three-cent discount.

As soon as we reached Belmont Avenue, we would go straight
to the chicken market. All of the chickens were freshly killed and were
hanging upside down from hooks. Their legs were tied and their
heads hung lopsided because their throats had been &ut. This is what
differentiated a kosher chicken from a non-kosher one. If it was killed
by having its throat cut, it was a kosher chicken.

Mama would feel around the feathers on the stomachs of all the
chickens until she found the fattest one. With a fat chicken, she got
the most for her money. She’d make a mental note of which hook this
chicken was hanging on, then she would start in with her shpiel. She
picked up a few chickens, looked them over, and told the butcher

ghow terrible his chickens looked today. He would answer that they
were beautiful. She would hold one up and remark, “This one has
something wrong with his feet,” or of another she would say, “This
one is too skinny.” After continuing like this for at least fifteen minutes
and knowing that the butcher was getting impatient and weakening,
Mama then took down her choice chicken from the hook and said,
“Look at this chicken. It's full of fat. What are you going to do, charge
me for all the fat that's inside? I’ll tell you what, give me a good price
for the chicken and take off some money for all the fat that’s inside,
and I'll do you a favor and take it off of your hands. Not everybody is
going to buy a chicken that's full of fat. I'm really doing you a favor.”

The butcher weighed the chicken on the scale and told Mama
how much it cost per pound. Mama could figure in her head to the
penny how much the chicken would cost. Then, with a deep sigh, the
butcher would give her fifteen cents off the price because of the fat in
the chicken. Mama would pay the man and walk away proud.
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From this one chicken, Mama made a feast. She made a great
big pot of chicken soup with matzoh balls. She then took the chicken
out of the pot, leaving the feet, neck, heart, and pupick still in the
soup. Then she would roast the chicken. From all of the chicken fat,
(for which she saved fifteen cents), she got a whole jar of rendered
fat and a bunch of gribenitz, small pieces of chicken skin rendered in
with the fat. Mama cooked everything with chicken fat. It also was a
treat to put some on pumpernickel bread and rub the rind of the
bread with garlic. Delicious!

After purchasing our chicken and a small piece of meat on Bel-
mont Avenue, we would make haste for the fish market. After all,
Shabbat wouldn’t be complete without gefilte fish. | was fascinated by
the fish store. The case that contained the fish was about four feet
wide but ran the length of the store. Water was continually pouring
into this case, which was filled with all sizes and shapes of live fish
swimming back and forth. Mama would point to the fish that she
wanted and the man ran up and down the length of the case with a
net trying to catch her fish. Most of the time he caught a different fish
and tried to pass it off as the one to which Mama pointed, but Mama
was never fooled. She never left that store until the man caught her
original fish. The fish man didn’t like Mama any more than the
chicken man did, especially when she started to bargain with him.
After he was thoroughly broken down by her bargaining and he de-
ducted a few pennies from the price, he would hit the fish lightly over
the head with a woeden mallet to quiet it, and then wrap it in newspa-
per. Mama would pay the man, put the fish in her shopping bag, and
off we'd go to buy fruits and vegetables. Mama would hand me the
shopping bag to hold while she squeezed the fruits. By this time, the
fish would recover from his slight blow on the head, and start wrig-
gling around in the bag.

Once, a fish awoke after being hit over the head. It worked its
way out of the wet newspapers and jumped out of the shopping bag.
Then, it went flip-flopping around in the middle of the street. Mama
held up her hands and stopped the traffic while | kept running after
the fish. Each time | grabbed it, the fish slipped out of my hands. Eve-
ryone stood watching us. Mama finally bent down, grabbed the fish,
hit it over the head with her pocketbook, and threw it back into the
shopping bag. She carried the bag after that, and filled it with soup
greens, carrots, vegetables, and fruit, all piled on top of the fish. After
we were loaded down with as many packages as we could possibly
manage, we headed for home, tired and proud of all the money
Mama had saved.

By the time we reached home, the fish was starting to act up
again. Mama took everything out of the bag, filled the bathtub with
water, and put the fish in the tub. No matter how dirty any of us were,
nobody took a bath on Thursday nights because we always had a
fish swimming in the bathtub until Friday morning.

On Friday mornings, Mama was up at the crack of dawn. She
had to pluck and clean the chicken before everyone arose for break-
fast. After breakfast, when Papa left for work and the children went to
school, Mama soaked the chicken and meat in a pot of water for an
hour. After taking the chicken and meat out of the water, she placed
them on a wooden board, sprinkled coarse salt all over them and let
them stand for another half hour. All of the salt was then washed off
and the kosher-slain chicken was now kosher for cooking. A fresh pot
of water was put on the stove, the chicken, carrots, and soup greens
put into the pot, and chicken soup was on its way.

During the hour and a half that the meat and chicken were ko-
shering, Mama mixed flour, eggs, oil, salt, yeast, and baking powder
together, kneaded the dough, and made round balls which she in-
serted into oblong baking pans. She put these pans into the oven,
brushed egg over the top of the balls of dough, and baked them for
about half an hour. What emerged from the oven was a delicious soft
bread called challah. Mama then proceeded to make more dough
and baked a cake.

While the chicken soup was cooking and the bread and cake
were baking, Mama put the meat into a pot with a lot of cut-up on-
ions, salt, pepper, garlic, and paprika. This made a very tasty pot
roast with plenty of gravy. There wasn’t too much meat to eat, but we
were quite content with dunking big pieces of challah into the gravy to
satisfy our appetites.

Last, but certainly not the least, was the cooking of the fish. First,
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the fish had to be killed. When the water was drained from the bath-
tub, Mama caught the squirming fish with her hands and placed it on
a board in the kitchen. She hit it over the head with her wooden roll-
ing pin and proceeded to cut it open and clean out its insides. Then
the fish got chopped with eggs and seasoning, rolled into small round
balls, and cooked with onions and carrots. Mama made the most deli-
cious gefilte fish that | ever ate.

All this time, Lena was still fast asleep (or pretended to be). She
waited until a little while after she heard Mama finish chopping the
fish, knowing that this was the last food that Mama put up to cook.
She would then enter the kitchen and ask, “Rebecca, can | help you
cook?” Although Mama was used to this weekly routine, and was
quite annoyed at Lena’s deliberate laziness, she calmly answered,
“Thank you anyway, but | just finished.”

Lena also had a phobia towards house cleaning. She continually
had an excuse for not helping Mama in the house. She said that she
was allergic to dust, and got an irritation if her hands were put into
water. This automatically eliminated her washing dishes and floors,
and cleaning the bathroom. She also asserted that the lemon oil with
which Mama polished the furniture was too strong for her sensitive
nose and made her sneeze.

On beautiful sunny Fridays however, Lena did volunteer to help
Mama in another way. She took Goldy outside in the carriage, and
rocked the baby as she basked in the sun. While Lena was getting a
suntan, Mama scrubbed out the bathtub for Papa’s hot Shabbat bath,
washed and waxed the floors, changed and laundered all the linens,
and polished the furniture. As | grew older, cleaning the bathroom
and polishing the furniture became my responsibility every Friday.

At sundown on Fridays, with the house sparkling clean, and the
pleasant smells of the cooked and baked foods lingering in the
kitchen, Mama lit the Sabbath candles and thanked God for all of her
blessings.

Papa had a heart of gold. He was forever finding poor, little old
Jewish men who were homeless, orthodox immigrants and bringing
them home to share our Friday night dinner. We never knew who
would be sitting at the table with us after Papa would return from the
synagogue. Some of these men smelled so bad that the children
would hold their noses until Papa gave us dirty looks. These old men
had one thing in common. They all came half starved and ate every-
thing that they could grab. Papa never asked Mama if she had
enough food for them. He knew that somehow Mama would make the
food stretch to accommodate all who were there. Many times Mama
gave half of her dinner to the transients, but she never complained to
Papa and he never knew that Mama gave up her food.

Once, one of the long-bearded men told Papa that he had no
place to sleep. When Lena saw that pitiful look in Papa’s eyes, she
immediately took Mama and Papa aside and told them that if they
allowed that man to sleep in our apartment, that she was leaving.
What temptation that was for Papa! He could finally get rid of Lena.
But blood is thicker than water. The old man left, and Lena remained.

On Saturday mornings, Mama made us what we considered the
most delicious breakfast of all, grated white radish and onions, with
chicken fat and gribenitz. If you think that this is a peculiar breakfast,
then | should explain at this point the reason for this odd menu. Papa
and Mama ran a very religious home. The turning on and off of elec-
tric lights was strictly forbidden from sundown Friday until sundown
Saturday. We had a small wall light burning in the kitchen all through
the Sabbath. This was the only light permissible after the gentile jani-
tor came into our apartment at ten o’clock every Friday evening to
turn off any lights that were on.

We also were not allowed to turn the gas stove on or off. Mama
left a very low flame of gas on one of the burners until the Sabbath
ended. A large tea kettle was kept on this jet so that anyone could
have a glass of tea during the Sabbath. if there was any soup left
over from Friday night, Mama would put the pot on this small gas
flame at about 7 o’clock Saturday morning. In this way, Papa could
have a little hot soup when he came home from the synagogue at
about 11 a.m. Otherwise, all food was eaten cold until Saturday eve-
ning. Not one Saturday went by without us getting heartburn from
eating for breakfast the grated white radish and onions with chicken
fat and gribenitz.



CHAPTER 8

A “Mickey Roasting” was one of the most enjoyable evenings
spent by the children of the neighborhood. No matter what the
season was, practically every kid in the community participated.

On the corner of our street was a vacant lot on which even
weeds couldn’t grow. The children used this lot for everything. We
played baseball, kickball, ring-a-levio, johnny-on-the-pony, and kick
the can on this lot. We also held our mickey roasts there. The word
would somehow spread during the afternoon that a roast would be
held that night. This meant that each child had to bring a wooden box
for the fire. A mad rush would be made on the two fruit stores in the
neighborhood for orange and apple crates, and for all round wooden
bushel baskets in which other fruits were packaged. Some children
invaded the alleys behind the grocery stores for empty wooden egg
crates. Some found small wooden cheese boxes. In order to be ad-
mitted to the roast, a child needed only to bring any wooden box that
could be used for the bonfire and a raw potato. Usually, a child
picked out his mother's largest potato to use as his “mickey.” There
were so many children and so many potatoes involved that there had
to be at least four fires going at the same time on the lot. The wood
would be broken up, stacked in four piles, and set afire. The children
then threw their potatoes into the fires. Once his potato was thrown
into a fire, a child never left that spot for fear that someone else
would take his mickey. If there were an abundance of wooden crates,
some would be used as benches to sit around the fires. We would
sharpen the ends of long sticks and wait patiently until the fires began
to die down. We would stab our mickey with the stick and remove it
from the fire. When it was slightly cooled, we brushed off the dirt from
the lot and took big bites out of the blackened potato.

We arrived home at night with clothes that were reeking of the
smell of fire, and faces and hands that were black from the burnt po-
tatoes. Mama made us take off our clothes, and while she hung them
outside to air, we all had to take baths or showers. As much as we
hated to take showers, the “Mickey Roasts” were worth it.

At one roast, a boy asked me to get up from the box on which |
was sitting so that he could break it up and add it to the fire. | stood
opposite him while he tried to break the crate. He took a large rock,
held it over his head, and threw it down on the box with all of his
might. The box did not break. Instead, the wood acted like a spring-
board and the rock bounced off of the box and hit me in the face right
above my eye. | carried a scar above my right eyebrow for years until
| was old enough to pencil it in with makeup. That was the last
“Mickey Roast” that Mama ever let me attend.

CHAPTER 9

A very mischievous pastime that my brothers and | enjoyed was
called “Scaring the Hell Out of the Trolley Car Conductors.” This
game proceeded as follows. First, my brothers would pool some of
their pennies together and go to the local drugstore. They would tell
the druggist that they needed some potassium and sulfur for an ex-
periment for school. When these two chemicals were mixed and
pressure was applied, a loud explosion would occur. My brothers al-
lowed me to participate by letting me go to the local candy stores to
collect all of the bottle caps that | could find from the receptacles at-
tached to the cold soda boxes. | sometimes walked as much as ten
blocks to gather soda bottle caps just to show my brothers how useful
| really was. | then helped my brothers carefully remove the round
cork disk inside each cap. The boys put a small amount of the mixed
chemicals into each cap and then reinserted the cork disk. We were
now ready to carry out our scheme. When we saw that a trolley car
was about four blocks away, we would place a few bottle caps about
three feet apart on the tracks. Then, we’d hide in either our hallway or
apartment and peek out of the windows. The pressure of the trolley
car wheels would cause the caps to explode with such a loud noise
that the conductor would jump out of his seat! He would stop the car,
run out, and curse anybody in sight. It really was funny to watch but
we made sure that we hid behind the bedroom curtains so that we
wouldn’t be seen. Because of the small amount of chemicals used,
the explosions were not dangerous and did no damage to the trolley
cars. The only damage done was to the nerves of the conductor and
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the passengers.

Sometimes, we walked down a block or two and laid the caps on
the trolley tracks there. We then entered the candy store, which was
opposite the track. We pondered which candy we were going to buy,
just to waste time until the trolley came. We alternated the tracks that
we booby-trapped to throw the suspicion away from our apartment.

One day, Papa didn’t feel well and stayed home from work. We
didn’t know that he was sleeping and we planted the explosives on
the track right in front of our window. We ran upstairs to look out of
the window. We had just reached the doorway to Papa’s bedroom
when the trolley rolled over the caps. The noise was so loud that
Papa jumped up and fell out of his bed. That struck us funny, but we
didn’t laugh too long. Papa came running after us, and we all ran
screaming to Mama to protect us. We were afraid to run outside of
the house because the conductor was out of the trolley car looking for
the saboteurs. Mama couldn’t protect all four of us at once, so Joey
and Sammy were once again the recipients of Papa’s iron hand.

From then on, we made sure that Papa wasn’t home before we
made attempts at Scare the Hell Out of the Trolley Car Conductors.

CHAPTER 10

iving in a front apartment with the windows facing the avenue

had its advantages. | didn’t have to keep running up and down
the stairs if | wanted to speak to Mama. | just yelled up to her and she
came to the front window. Most of the time when | called Mama, |
asked her for three cents for ice cream. A big double decker scoop
cone of two flavors of ice cream sold for five cents. We could very
seldom afford this luxury so | was satisfied just to get the one scoop
ice cream cone for three cents.

When Mama appeared at the window, | asked in my sweetest
voice, “Mama, please give me money for ice cream.” | asked so
sweetly because | was afraid that Mama would refuse me by saying
that she had no money. Most of the time however, Mama would an-
swer, “Wait a minute, I'll throw you down a deposit bottle.” The way
that Mama “threw” me down a bottle was by gradually lowering it with
a string tied securely around the neck of the bottle. Slowly she low-
ered the bottle, inch by inch, so that it shouldn’t bang against the
brick of the house and smash before | could reach it. Anxiously, |
stood on my toes, stretching my arms up to grab the bottie.

My girlfriend, Lois Cohen, lived next door to me on the top floor
of a six story apartment house. Whenever | got money for ice cream,
Lois would scream up the six stories until her mother heard her and
came to the window. Lois then yelled up, “Mom, will you throw me
down three cents for ice cream?”

One day, Lois’s mother threw down the money one penny at a
time, but somehow this did not turn out to be such a good idea. The
first penny came down and rolled off the sidewalk right into the
sewer. The second penny rolled into the street and stopped on the
trolley track just as a trolley car was passing. When WQ’ retrieved the
penny from the track after the trolley wheels flattened it it was the
size of a silver dollar. Lois was determined to carefully watch the third
penny descend and catch it. However, she miscalculated the speed
of the falling penny and it landed right in her eye. Lois brandished a
black eye for a week.

After learning by experience, Lois’s mother devised a new
method of safely throwing the three pennies to the street below. It

ntailed much more ingenuity and imagination than just lowering a
milk bottle one story. When we heard the words, “Bombs away!” we
both stood far back from the sidewalk and waited for the “bomb” to
drop. We called it a bomb because what Mrs. Cohen threw out the
six-storied window looked and landed like a bomb. It was the three
pennies wrapped up in a ton of newspaper! It took us at least fifteen
minutes just to unwrap the paper in order to find the three little pen-
nies tucked inside. Lois’ mother never discarded a newspaper. She
saved and stored them just for this purpose. She was determined
never to lose any more pennies.

CHAPTER 11
oing to Coney Island on a Sunday was comparable to taking the

family on a safari. On the Saturday night prior to our adventure,
Mama prepared the mountain of chicken and challah sandwiches that



were needed to feed the eight of us (including Lena) for a full day.
She prepared them the night before; otherwise she would have had
to arise at the crack of dawn to accomplish this gigantic task. These
sandwiches were packed in a large suitcase, along with two dozen
hard boiled eggs, four dozen cookies which Mama had baked on Fri-
day, fruits, and anything else edible that was left in the icebox. The
suitcase was so heavy that Papa tied a rope onto each side of it. Joe
and Ben, each holding up an end, would carry the suitcase between
them. We had two one-gallon thermos jugs, which Mama filled with
chopped ice and tea. Papa carried the jugs and Sam carried the tow-
els. Lena carried the two blankets necessary for us to sit on. | carried
the shopping bag filled with extra clothes and underwear into which
we would change after we took off our wet bathing suits in the public
restrooms on the beach. Mama carried Goldy. Along the way, if the
packages got too heavy for someone, we would stop, argue about
who carried what, switch packages, and continue on our way.

After breakfast, we began our journey to the beach by taking the
trolley car on the corner. Getting the eight of us on the trolley car was
quite an experience for both the family and the trolley car conductor.
The fares were as follows: children under 5 rode free. Children be-
tween 5 and 12 years old had to pay 3 cents. Anyone over 12 paid 5
cents. Goldy automatically rode free. | was over 5 and was supposed
to pay 3 cents. However, we had a method planned whereby every-
one would surround me and keep the conductor busy while | sneaked
under the turnstile. If the conductor caught me, he would ask my age,
and, very innocently; | would reply, “I'm going to be 5.” | was small
and | got away with this charade for quite awhile. In fact, | don’t think
that | paid trolley carfare until | was about 8 years old.

Mama then handed the conductor 24 cents. He counted the
money and asked Mama to explain this amount. She answered, “5
cents for me, 5 cents for my husband, 5 cents for the other lady, and
3 cents for each of my three boys. The conductor looked at Joey and
said, “ He looks older than 12. You have to pay 5 cents for him.”
Mama answered, “l won't pay 5 cents for him because he is not 12
years old yet.” Actually, he was about 14. All this time, the trolley was
still standing motionless on the corner, and the other passengers be-
gan yelling to get the trolley started. The conductor wanted more
money, but Mama wouldn’t budge. Finally he gave up and said,
“Okay, go on into the trolley car.”

Now that Mama knew that she had won the battle, she really
infuriated the conductor by saying, “Now | want free transfers for my
whole family, for the trolley on Rogers Avenue.” The conductor
counted off six transfers (Goldy and | did not get any because we did
not pay any fare), and mumbled some unpleasant things under his
breath. My family members went through the turnstile and moved
directly to the back so that we would not hear the conductor as he
kept grumbling. We didn’t look at any of the other passengers as we
moved to the back of the trolley, because they too were grumbling
about the delay.

We rode for about a half hour until we arrived at Rogers Avenue.
Picking up all of our packages, we pulled the cord of the trolley, and
when the trolley came to a halt, we tried to disembark. We held up
the trolley for another five minutes while trying to manipulate the
packages through the narrow exit door.

When we got on the Rogers Avenue trolley, the family sur-
rounded me again while | went under the turnstile, but the conductor
usually caught me, and we would go through the same routine once
more. Then everyone started to hand him their transfers all at the
same time. He got so involved with collecting the right amount of
transfers that he forgot about me, and we saved another 3 cents.

When we finally got off the Rogers Avenue car at Sheepshead
Bay, a half hour later, only half the trip was made. Now began the
hard part of the journey. We had to walk about a mile to the beach
carrying all of the packages. | often got tired along the way. Ben and
Joe would cross their hands to make a seat. | would sit on their
hands, and in this manner they would carry me part of the way. Be-
cause of this, the packages had to be redistributed. Papa and Sam
carried the suitcase. Lena carried the two jugs of iced tea and didn’t
stop complaining about how hard she was working. | held the blan-
kets while | was being carried, and Mama carried Goldy and the
shopping bag.

Actually, there was a much simpler way of getting to the beach.
We could have taken the Church Avenue trolley to the subway (about

two miles away), and then take the BMT subway train to the stop,
which was two blocks from the beach. However, this meant an extra
5 cents fare per person over 5 years old, and that totaled up to 30
cents each way, an additional 60 cents fare round trip. This, plus the
48 cents round trip fare for the Church Avenue trolley, totaled $1.08
in traveling expenses. This was too much for Mama'’s budget.

And that was the reason for our safari.

CHAPTER 12

s the boys grew older, they rode the trolley car in a different

manner. They did not ride IN the trolley, they rode ON the trolley.
When Mama and Papa were too busy to take us to Coney Island, the
boys would take me with them. They took me not because they en-
joyed my company, but because | would be useful to them in saving
money. The plan worked as follows: the boys walked down to the
next trolley stop from our house. | got on at our corner, paid my 3-
cent carfare, and immediately walked to the rear of the trolley. | had
to make sure that all the back windows were open wide. | then sat
down in the wide back seat and opened the newspaper that | carried
on the trolley with me. | held the paper up high, and opened it as wide
as | could.

By this time, the trolley came to the next stop and the passen-
gers who were waiting on the corner, got on the car. While the con-
ductor was busy giving change to the passengers for the turnstile, the
boys climbed onto the back of the trolley, put their arms around the
posts of the open windows, and their feet on the ledge outside the
car. They then held on for dear life. In this very dangerous manner,
they were each able to save themselves a nickel so that they could
have an ice cream or a hot dog on the beach.

Sometimes as many as six boys would hang onto the back of
the trolley, and my small arms couldn’t stretch the newspaper out
wide enough to block out all the boys from the conductor’s view. The
sight of the hitchhikers enraged the conductor. He would stop the car
in the middle of the block and run out of the car screaming as he ran
after the boys, who by this time had dismounted from the trolley and
scattered in all different directions. When this occurred, | quickly
folded up the newspaper, tucked it under my arm, and quickly ran to
change my seat before the conductor got back in the car. | then sat
like an innocent little lady until we reached the avenue where | had to
transfer to another trolley. If such an eventuality occurred where |
would get separated from the boys, my instructions were to wait at
the corner of the transfer trolley stop for them to catch up with me.

When we met on Rogers Avenue, where | changed trolley cars, |
showed my free transfer to the conductor, walked to the back of the
car, opened the back windows and my newspaper. The boys climbed
on, and off we went again on our trip to Coney Island.

CHAPTER 13

Bar Mitzvah is a special confirmation ceremony for Jewish boys.

As is traditional Jewish custom, a boy assumes all adult religious
duties at the age of thirteen. The Bar Mitzvah ceremony takes place
in the synagogue generally on the Sabbath nearest the boy’s thir-
teenth birthday.

Joey’s thirteenth birthday was nearing, and so was his Bar Mitz-
vah. In those days, hiring a caterer and a hall for a Bar Mitzvah was
unheard of. America was still in the midst of the Depression and
money was just too scarce for such luxuries. Mama was the caterer,
and our living room and master bedroom served as the catering hall.

Mama had been pinching pennies for a month. She even began
charging Lena two dollars per week now so that she could accumu-
late money to pay for the food to be served after the Bar Mitzvah ser-
vices. Lena wasn’t too pleased about the charge for room and board,
considering that she had been living with us rent-free for almost a
year by this time. Lena didn’t put up too much of a protest. She knew
that Mama needed the money because of the Bar Mitzvah, and
thought that once it was over that Mama would no longer charge her.

In the kitchen, on the cupboard, Mama had an old cereal set that
consisted of five china jars. One jar was marked “Flour” but was filled
with buttons. Mama never threw any article of clothing away until it
was stripped of all its buttons. The buttons were then deposited into
the flour jar. The second jar, marked “Sugar” contained screws, bolts,
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nuts, metal washers, and safety pins. The third jar, marked “Coffee”
held all of our gas, electric, and other bills that still had to be paid.
The fourth jar said “Tea” on it, but contained all of our gas, electric,
and other bills that had already been paid. The “Coffee” jar was al-
ways filled more than the “Tea” jar.

In the fifth jar, which was marked “Salt”, Mama put all the treas-
ured dollars and coins, which she painstakingly hoarded. All of the
telephone tips, errand tips, and any other coins that the children
earned were proudly donated to the “Salt” jar. Little by little, the jar
began to fill.

About a week before the Bar Mitzvah, Mama made a special trip
to Belmont Avenue. This time, the whole family went along. Upon
reaching Belmont Avenue, we headed first for the boys’ suit store to
buy Joey his first suit with long pants. What a thrill! Of course, the suit
was bought a size too big. The sleeves and pants cuffs were turned
under about two inches so that there was material left for next year’s
growth. If he was lucky and didn’t grow too fast, he might get two
more years’ wear out of the suit. Once the bargaining between Mama
and the suit man was over, we continued on to the next store.

Mama and Papa had already discussed that Papa would not
need a new suit. He would give his one good suit to the cleaners and
nobody would know whether it was new or not. Mama would wear her
plain black dress, but she would pin an artificial flower on it, so that it
would look like a different dress. Ben would wear Joey's outgrown
knickers and Sammy would wear Ben’s outgrown knickers. My aunt
gave me a dress that her daughter had outgrown. Goldy had a baby
dress to wear which one of the neighbors had given her when she
was born.

In order to appear all dressed up at a Bar Mitzvah, it was a must
to have shiny, new shoes. Our next stop was the shoe store. When
the shoe storeowner saw seven of us enter the store to buy shoes,
he licked his lips and rubbed his hands together. But alas, that poor
salesman didn’t know what he was in for! Until we chose the shoes
that we finally bought, the man had taken practically every shoebox
down from the shelves and had them all piled up on the floor sur-
rounding us.

After two and a half hours, when we were ready to leave the
store with our seven pairs of shoes, the man was on the verge of a
nervous breakdown. Then, Mama started in on him with her experi-
enced bargaining. As we departed from the store, we dared not look
back at the salesman whom we left in a state of shock.

We then continued on to the grocery, and to the chicken, meat,
and fish markets. We also purchased loads of fruits and vegetables
from the pushcarts. It was getting dark as we headed for home, and
each of us was laden down with packages. We had spent all of the
money from the “Salt” jar, except for the exact change that we
needed for the trolley fare home.

On the Thursday night before the Bar Mitzvah, we all gathered
around the kitchen table to fill up the “Bar Mitzvah Bags.” These were
small paper bags in which we put raisins, shelled peanuts, chocolate
candy kisses, and a few hard candies. We twisted the top of the pa-
per bag many times to make sure that nothing would fall out. The
bags were given out to all of the guests as they entered the syna-
gogue on Saturday morning.

After the Bar Mitzvah boy read his Haftorah, a special section of
the Holy Scriptures, and he was officially proclaimed a “Man” in the
Jewish faith, everyone would throw a bag of candy at him. This was a
tradition representing that the Bar Mitzvah boy should have a sweet
life ahead of him. The Bar Mitzvah boy generally managed to duck
the bags and never got hit too hard.

All of the children in the temple would then run forward and try to
pick up as many of the bags as they could hold. No child could eat
lunch after a Bar Mitzvah service because he was too stuffed from
the raisins, peanuts, chocolate candy kisses, and hard candies.

After the Bar Mitzvah service at the synagogue, all friends, rela-
tives, neighbors, and worshipers were invited to come back to our
house for “something to eat.”

My family had awakened at 6 a.m. the morning of the Bar Mitz-
vah. We took apart and folded up all of the beds in the apartment. All
of the furniture from Mama and Papa’s bedroom and most of the fur-
niture in the living room was piled into the boys’ bedroom. Everything
managed to fit into such a small room because we had piled the furni-
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ture on top of each other. We then locked this bedroom door so that
none of our guests could see the room’s chaotic condition.

Papa and the boys had brought up benches and tables that we
borrowed from the Hebrew school that was located in the store be-
neath our apartment. These were set up in the living room and in
Mama and Papa’s bedroom. We put tablecloths over the tables, and
our apartment was now ready for the expected crowd.

Because it was the Sabbath, Mama had all four gas burners lit
on low flames since the night before. Most of the food had been
placed on the burners to warm while we were at temple.

Because of our popularity*in the neighborhood, due mostly to
Mama’s delicious cooking, after the temple services people filled our
apartment to the rafters. If there was not enough room for them to sit
at the tables, they managed to find other places to eat their food.
Some people sat on the 18 steps in our hallway leading up to the
apartment. Some went into the bathroom, turned down the lid and sat
on the toilet seat and the rim of the bathtub. The constant flow of peo-
ple continued way into the evening hours. People didn’t leave until
they were stuffed. They wanted to make sure that they had gotten
their money’s worth of food in exchange for the gift that they gave to
the Bar Mitzvah boy. 3

And what gifts they gave! If a couple gave the boy $3 in a sealed
envelope, he was expected to be indebted to them forever for their
generosity. A $2 gift was most common. Another popular gift was a
white shirt. The boy was extremely grateful if the shirt came with a tie.
A Bar Mitzvah boy usually ended up with at least three or four foun-
tain pens. For all of the weeks of work on Mama'’s part in preparing
and serving for the Bar Mitzvah, and all of the expense incurred,
Joey’s haul came to $30 cash, ten white shirts (3 with ties), four foun-
tain pens, and two dozen white handkerchiefs.

This whole procedure was repeated almost three years later for
Ben's Bar Mitzvah, and once again, a year and a half later for Sam’s.
The only consolation for Mama was that she didn’t have five boys.

CHAPTER 14

Uncle Gershon was Papa’s younger brother. He was Papa’s jun-
ior by two years and was the youngest in a family of fourteen
children. Papa was next to the youngest and always had a very close
relationship with Uncle Gershon. After Mama and Papa were in
America for a few years, and after they had scrimped and saved
enough money to bring a loved one to the United States from Russia,
they sent for Uncle Gershon. He was so overjoyed by this kind deed
that he was grateful to them for the rest of his life. Uncle Gershon
was a bachelor and a very handsome man. He was broadly built, had
a deep baritone singing voice, and resembled the typical Cossack as
portrayed by Nelson Eddy in the movies. In fact, whenever | saw Nel-
son Eddy dressed up in a uniform astride a horse singing “Stout
Hearted Men,” he always seemed to have Uncle Gershon'’s face. The
only thing that bothered me was when Nelson Eddy e love to
Jeanette MacDonald and | pictured him with Uncle’s face. Somehow |
just couldn’t picture Uncle Gershon in love!

Shortly after arriving in America, Uncle got a job in the fur indus-
try as a dyer of furs. The job didn’t pay too much. As time went on, he
was allowed to join the union and he gradually made more money.
He never spent much money on himself, but he was always generous
to my family. He adored Papa’s family because we were his only kin
in America. After he got his job in New York City, he rented a fur-

ished room in the Bronx and lived there for thirty years. He came to
visit us twice a month, on Fricay nights, and on the Jewish Holidays
such as Passover and Rosh Hashanah. Lena was a first cousin to
Papa and Uncle. Her father and their father were brothers. Although
they were related, Lena had an overwhelming infatuation for Uncle.
From the moment he entered our apartment until he left, she was
never more than two feet away from him. However, the feeling was
not mutual. Lena was a very homely woman with a Buster Brown
haircut. As | previously mentioned, we called her “Lena the Hyena.”

Whenever Uncle came to visit, he always brought something for
the five children. The toys were not expensive ones. They would in-
variably be something he picked up at the Woolworth’s store next to
the subway station. We were thrilled nevertheless. As we grew older,
he gave us money instead of toys. The amount of money we received
depended upon our ages. Goldy and | were given a quarter each.



Ben and Sam received fifty cents each, and Joe received a whole
dollar bill!

At the beginning, that quarter looked mighty good to me! There
was so much that | could do with it. Usually | spent it the next day. |
spent 10 cents to see the local movie, and another nickel for either a
box of Jujubes or Good and Plenty candy. This candy would last me
through the two feature films (usually Laurel and Hardy or Abbott and
Costello films), the serial (generally Flash Gordon or Fu Manchu), two
cartoons, the News of the Week, and the coming attractions for the
following week. We spent so many hours at the movies on Saturday
that Mama gave us chicken sandwiches on challah bread to take with
us. She would slice the challah so thick that we couldn’t even open
our mouths wide enough to bite into them. We would also take along
sour pickles that could be smelled from the children’s section on the
main floor all the way up to the balcony. All of the children brought
their lunches with them and the sound of crackling paper bags could
be heard throughout the movie house.

Sometimes the manager of the movie theater felt that he had to
give the children more to see for their dimes. The theater would run a
horse race, a car race, or a foot race. Upon purchasing a ticket, each
child would receive a number from one to ten. The race would be
shown on the movie screen. The children who held tickets corre-
sponding to the number of the winner of the race would go to the
back of the movie house and receive a prize. They gave away puz-
zles, games, and comic books. I'll never forget when | won my first
race and | brought home a prize worth 25 cents. Four and a half
hours of movies and a prize! All of this was mine to enjoy for the price
of a 10-cent admission ticket.

With the dime remaining after | purchased the movie ticket and
candy, | went out for dinner. | patronized the local delicatessen and
purchased a frankfurter for 5 cents and a bottle of Coca Cola for 5
cents. Sometimes when | was a little hungrier, | bought two frankfurt-
ers and asked for a glass of water.

The Saturdays after Uncle came were my favorite days. On the
weeks that Uncle didn’t come, | only received 10 cents from Mama
for the movies and | had to do without the luxury of the candy at the
movies and supper at the delicatessen afterwards.

CHAPTER 15

lack of money was always our foremost problem. Whatever little

money came into the house was spent on absolute necessities.
Toys certainly were not necessities. We therefore were forced to use
our ingenuity to improvise and make our own toys.

During the long summers, we had to find things to do which
would occupy our time, keep us out of mischief, and, most impor-
tantly, didn’t cost any money. One of our favorite projects was making
a ring from a peach pit. What made this project so popular was that
first we got to eat a delicious peach. After we consumed the peach,
we pulled out each threadlike filament still attached to the pit. When
the pit was completely clean, we were ready to make our ring.

To shape the pit into a ring, we rubbed it along the sidewalk. We
continued rubbing until the top and bottom of the pit were flat and the
sides of the pit were round. We rubbed and rubbed until our fingers
became numb. We then used a small pocketknife or a sharp metal
nail file to dig a hole through the center of the flat pit. Slowly and cau-
tiously we twisted the knife in order to make the hole in the center
larger. We did this very carefully so as not to break the pit apart.

Soon, the hole in the center was round and large enough so that
the ring could be slipped over our pinkie finger. Even after we had
rubbed so much of the peach pit away, some of the ridges on the
sides remained so as to form a pretty design for the front of the ring.
If we wanted the ring to be especially fancy, we would spend an addi-
tional day painstakingly carving our initials into the front of the ring.

Making a pinkie ring from a peach pit generally took from two
days to a week depending upon how often our fingers became numb
and with how many children we had to share usage of the scarce
pocketknife. The end result was well worth the time and effort be-
cause wearing a peach pit ring became an important symbol in our
neighborhood. If you had a peach pit ring, it meant that you were old
enough to use a pocketknife, and that impressed all of the kids in the
neighborhood.

Honeydew also had a dual purpose. When a honeydew was
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opened and the fruit eaten, the pits were never allowed to be thrown
away. The pits were rinsed in a strainer, and then laid out on paper
napkins to dry. With a small brush and paint set, we painted the pits a
rainbow of colors. Then with a sharp needle and long thread, we
strung the pits and made necklaces and bracelets. Of course, if the
pits were not thoroughly dry before being strung, they began to smell.
Smelling like rotten fruit soon became a common aroma for those of
us in our neighborhoods who were in a hurry to make our jewelry
from honeydew pits.

Another toy that we made was a zip gun. We took one-inch wide
and five-inch long pieces of wood and nailed them together perpen-
dicularly. A rubber band was stretched across the top of the wood.
The ammunition for our guns was one-half inch square pieces of
cardboard. Zip guns were a dangerous toy and Papa didn’t like when
my brothers made them. He was always afraid that one of the pieces
of cardboard would end up being shot into our eyes. But there were
very few fights amongst the boys and their friends, and the guns were
used as toys rather than as weapons against each other.

Every child owned a pair of roller skates. There were four wheels
on each skate, two wheels side-by-side in the front of the skate, and
two wheels side-by-side in the rear of the skate. Roller blades had
not been invented yet. Rusty skates were never thrown away. The
boys would go to the fruit stores and beg the storekeepers for large
empty wooden crates in which oranges had been shipped. Then they
would go to the lumberyard and purchase a 2x4 piece of wood for ten
cents. One skate was nailed to each end of the wood. The wooden
crate was then nailed to the front end of the 2x4. A six-inch strip of
wood was nailed to each side of the top of the crate. Voile! A magic
scooter was created! The boys would push the scooter with one foot
on the 2x4 and one foot on the ground. Many races were held be-
tween my brothers and their friends and all that it cost them for this
wonderful toy was ten cents!

CHAPTER 16

hese days, the number of cars a family owns is usually deter-

mined by the number of people of driving age. It is difficult to
imagine growing up without owning a family automobile. Cars were
not necessities then, they were luxuries that few families could afford.
A car parked in front of a house was a status symbol. As the automo-
bile became the “impossible dream” towards which every adult would
strive, the bicycle became the ultimate dream of every young boy.

Owning a bicycle meant that you were old enough to get a job
delivering orders and packages for the neighborhood grocer, butcher,
pharmacy, or fruit store. A bicycle was the magic carpet to transport
you to places that were too far to reach by walking. It would save the
valuable double fare of the trolley ride to such pleasurable and edu-
cational places as the Brooklyn Museum, Library and Botanical Gar-
dens on Eastern Parkway. Prospect Park and the Zoo were also ac-
cessible by just pedaling away. The bicycle lane on Ocean Parkway
was a path leading straight to Coney Island. With “those far away
places” within easy reach, was it any wonder that every thirteen-year-
old boy yearned for a bicycle for his Bar Mitzvah!

-

CHAPTER 17

: I I aving your tonsils taken out as a child was a must, whether it
was truly necessary or not. At the first sign of a sore throat, we
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