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'm passing on my intro duties on

this issue. I could have written

something about our cover story,
about the sadness learning about Brian
Deneke’s death caused me. But there are
others who have felt the sadness—felt the
pain—much, much worse than I have. I
leave this intro to one of those people,
Jacqui Balderaz.

Jacqui was a friend of Brian’s.
Chris Ziegler, the author of “Death in
Texas” asked her to write a sidebar to his
story. After looking at the length of
Chris’ story, I was worried that Jacqui’s
words might get lost. I felt it would be
better if her words opened this issue

instead. Here they are:

After being interviewed by Chris X, we were
given a chance to write anything we wanted to say. At
first, L wasn't going to write anything. I figured every-
thing we wanted to say would be said in the article.
But, just last night I changed my mind.

I was thinking about Brian, about how much I
miss him— how much we all miss him— what kind of
person he was, and things we shared when he was
alive. I started thinking about how stupid people are.
He was killed because a group of kids didn't like the
way he dressed. They didn’t understand his lifestyle
and it scared them. How awful it must be to have
such little regard for human life. I started to get
angry, not just at those who killed him, but at myself
also. How many times have I wanted to lash out at
someone who didn't agree with me?

Brian’s story is starting to get heard, it’s been on
national television 2 or 3 times already, not to men-
tion the countless newspaper articles. Everyone who

interviews us asks, “What do you want people to

know?” I've thought about it and here it goes: I want
kids to understand that hate kills—all hate. Violence
goes hand in hand with hate. It’s all stupid and it’s not
worth the cost. It's not worth seeing one of your friends
murdered. Or the helpless feeling of not being able to
stop it—the guilt you feel thinking, “If only we hadn’t
gone. Ifonly I stopped him. Ifonly....”

Everyone says “We need unity!” but how many
know what that is? Unity is the state of being one;
united in being one body; the absence of diversity.
We can never be united as long as there is hate.
Violence sucks! Every time I hear someone say, “Oh,
' want to get in a fight tonight” or something equally
stupid, I cringe. I want to scream “Haven't you
learned anything?!”

To anyone who reads this article and goes “Oh, I
wish I could do something about this” you can. Stop
violence! Stop hate! We don’t need anymore loved ones
dead. It's not worth it. What do I want? I want people
to remember Brian. I want people to understand what
hate and violence does. You can never win with either.
It’s not worth it. But, it starts with us.

Jacqui Balderaz
1-17-2000

What more could I add? Not a whole
lot. Please read this issue’s cover story,

“Death in Texas.” It’s a long story, but it's

a heartbreaking, moving, tragic, infuriat-

ing, and important story well worth the

time and effort it takes to read it all.

See you when summer hits,
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the new album by the kings of the party

LK236 LP/CD AVAILABLE ON LOOKOUTI RECORDS PO BOX 11374 BERKELEY ,CA 94712-2374 TO ORDER: 510-883-697 1 WWWLOOKOUTRECORDS.COM
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. y gZERO MAGAZINE Sept. ’99

o,
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'Cs;.a,o;g h’e 2”!?’?;'7 YS: get when you sleep with Terry

» AII brlces are
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Tengion “Wiar Crp”
CD GRI-012

Tension's netwest album featuring ex-nembers

of The @xplni(rp, Filth, and The Lager Lavs.
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Po box 35585
monte sereno, CA
95030-5585
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Hey... Warped tour DOES suck.

Punk Planet,

I have just finished your article
about the Van's Warped Tour [“Extreme
Exploitation” PP34]. It really brought
home and crystallized some ideas that
have been brewing in my mind for sever-
al years now.

I was at a Warped Tour show in
Chicago in 1995 when the bands chose not
to sell merchandise rather than give the
venue what they felt was an obscene slice of
the profits. Later in the day, at the urging
of one of the headlining bands, the rather
small crowd broke through the rather weak
attempt at forcing us into assigned seats
and “rushed” the stage. This moment, for
me, solidified the place of punk rock in
the “alternative” revolution. On the one
hand, the venue had attempted to force
assigned seats on customers who had paid
for general admission (due to inclement
weather). At the urging of the band, the
crowd responded by taking back what was
theirs (the general admission) but then
went too far (ripping out a number of
seats so they could mosh).

In college, I was told that our gen-
eration and the one succeeding us would
be more “media savvy” than any that
preceded it. I now wonder about the
accuracy of that statement. Perhaps we
were fools to believe we were beyond the
reach of the Holy Hand of Commerce,
and its avenging angel, advertising. It
seems that what we took for savvy was
really only directed in a new direction,
and that, if you simply told someone
that consuming a particular product
made them “extreme”, instead of stylish,
or charismatic, or sexy, that they would
buy. I had hoped that we had finally
made a difference, and that music had
helped create a group of young people

who realized that our society had been
built on a particularly nasty foundation;
they would promise you the moon to get
you to buy a soda.

I must admit I came to my musical
fruition at a time when “alternative” still

had a meaning. Like it or not, the under-

ground that we so cherished was used just
the same as every other trend that came
before it. Rather than digging deeper into
the fertile soil that was there, record com-
panies and MTV simply created an easy
listening version of the “next big thing.”
So here we have the Warped Tour, with
Blink 182 headlining.

Reading Tristan Laughter’s essay,
[“Warped and Woodstock: Punk’s
Failures” PP34] I believe it is clear that we
have allowed the inmates to run the asy-
lum. True, we reached the mainstream.
But did we change them? Apparently
not, if such frat-like behavior now passes
for punk rock. As Tristan says, it does
seem a bit subversive, having Avail or
Lunachicks play the tour. I wonder,
however, if they made a dent into the
thuggish collective mind, or if perhaps
the very presence of a tour shows a band
with principals what it might get if it sim-
ply allowed itself to shift just a fraction of
a degree to the right. I do not say this to
condemn those two bands. I simply could
not blame them for wanting their slice of
the pie—a pie which is being eaten by
undeserving opportunists.

I wonder if there is an answer. It
seemed like punk might open some
minds back a few years ago. Instead, it
was just retooled for those who now
added another flavor to the music they
would allow to be played at their parties.
We get Blink, or swing dancing, or any
number of other fads. Apparently, there
is a quota on the number of intelligent
people whose minds are willing to see
what is behind the present, and an
unlimited number of those willing to -
glom onto the “next big thing.”

Sincerely,

Ryan O’Blivion

A hacker weighs in...

Dear Punk Planet,

I wanted to thank you and Chris
Ziegler for the article "Hacktivism” in
the September/October issue of your
zine [PP33].

For the first time in years I finally
read an article on hackers that gave a
fair, unbiased view on the subject. I've
read countless numbers of articles by
sensationalizing assholes who have slan-
dered or just plain lied about what a
hacker is, and have tried to make them
out to be ruthless monsters trying to
destroy your computer for the sake of
looking good. Sure I could blame some
of it on ignorance, but with a little
research in places other than
Government funded web sites and the
mainstream media they would have fig-
ured out, and proclaimed the difference
between a hacker and a cracker.

My only hope is that more people
will read and listen to the truth, or it will
get uglier than it already is. Don’t believe
what MTV tells you, find out for your-
selves. Don’t believe someone is a hacker
because he/she says they are and that they
can destroy your AOL account, they are
not a hacker.

Thanks again,

Repute

Bus bust etiquette

Punk Planet,

Recently, I had the pleasure once
again of riding Greyhound. It wasn’t a
long ride, but it was just long enough to
remind me of the horrors of the
‘Hound. Much more disturbing than the
usual discomforts, though, was having
the bus searched by the Drug
Enforcement Agency.

We pulled into the Toledo station,
to let people on and off the bus, on the
way to Detroit. A man and a woman got
on board and walked casually down the
aisle, as if looking for seats. Suddenly,
they turned to one man, showed a badge,
explained they were DEA agents looking
for large sums of money, drugs or guns,
and could they search his bags? There
was another agent standing by the door
of the bus and two or three more outside
of the bus. I started asking them ques-
tions, they asked if they could search me.

I told them no. They fucked with a cou-
ple more people and then left the bus.
This is the first time I've seen this (I try
to avoid riding Greyhound at all costs),
but other riders told me that they've seen
this quite frequently of late.

Besides my disgust at the general
invasion of privacy and personal space,
there are a few things about this that I
want to point out. For one, the driver
wasn’t on the bus during the search.
There was no Greyhound employee
overseeing the search, so therefore no
official witness to be sought for
recourse (however weak) in the event
of misappropriate conduct or abuse of
power. If I had a complaint, at least I
could take it to whatever Greyhound
worker was there, and be able to get
this person’s word on it later. Again,
it’s not much, but it might be some-
thing. Any fool can go to the army
surplus store and get a badge, and
these agents were in plainclothes. Not
that I really expect some jerk to pose as
a DEA agent on the bus and paw
through my dirty socks, but it’s some-
thing to be considered nonetheless.
Greyhound gives no announcement or
warning in any way that if you ride
Greyhound, you may be subjected to
search by the DEA.

Now, how much drug/gun trafficking
can really be taking place on the bus? That
Greyhound gleefully complies with this
intimidation and police-state tactics is
sad, but to be expected. I don’t know the
exact boundaries of our rights in this situ-
ation; I do know that you can tell them
‘no’ when they ask to search your stuff. I'd
suggest you do it in a loud manner, and
let everyone else on the bus know that they

can say no as well.

John Gerken

Catch of the Day mystery
(finally) revealed!

Hi there,

I just checked out your magazine for

the first time (the one with Calvin

Johnson and the stuff about Kosovo, gen-
trification, etc.) [PP32] and it’s really
great. When I see the word “punk” these
days I instantly think of boring, homoge-
nized & corrupted “punk rock” but your
magazine is a wonderful exception, with a
great spirit and coverage of important
topics that go undiscussed elsewhere.

Anyway, I was re‘ally interested in
you interview with the woman behind
Catch of the Day Mailorder, a project I
had never heard of before. It made me
want to write to her and get a catalog,
but I couldn’t find an address for
Catch of the Day anywhere. I did a
search on the web and found nothing
there either. I was wondering if you
could help me out by telling me how to
contact them. I would really appreciate
it because it sounds like an exciting
project. Well, please let me know and I
will look forward to reading many more
issues of Punk Planet.

Thanks,
Dan

Dan—

As a general rule (that, granted, has
been broken more than once) we tend to not
put contact information for people/bands
interviewed. | feel like if we do that, we're
basically just publishing a press release.
We're interviewing people not because they
have something new out, but because they
have a good story to tell—something that
goes beyond commerce.

However, due to the overwhelming
requests we've been getting for the last few
months for Catch of the Day Mailorder’s
address, here it is:

PO Box 1784, Olympia, WA 98507-1784
Thanks,

Dan Sinker

Got something on your mind? Got a problem with some-
thing we v printed ? Want to tell us that we're doinga
good job? Just need a friend? Then drop us a line at:

PO Box 464 Chicago IL 60690
e-mail: punkplanet@punkplanet.com
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moncosEVerlasting the Way

Long-Stretch-Motorcycle-Hymn-Highway
Sean Meadow'’s full length solo album.

mon004| N K

s/t debut

Coming Soon:

Love Life

Oxes

Sweeder

Drum Compilation

New Releases on Monitor. : :
Listen @ www.monitorrecords.com

Still Available: monoo1Jeff Mueller~Fold and Perish (cd and limited edition vinyl)
mon002Eiffel Tower~s/t debut (cd only).
For ordering info or questions write to Monitor, po box 2361, Baltimore, Md., 21203.

; /B
T/INSIDE FIVE MINUTES/ISIS/THE JAZZ /KELETON
E LOCUST/LOVESICK/PANTHRO UK UNITED 13/THE PROMISE RING,
RSAL OF MAN/SMALL BROWN BIKE/THE SWARM/SWEEP THE

Hot JRN/VOGLIO CAPIRLO/THE WEAKERTHANS/WORLD INFERNO FRIENDSHIP SOCIETY

.

DOMESTIC VIOLENCE, A GRASSROOTS SHELTER/SUPPORT (
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Moods for Moderns
Two Tracks Left

3-song 12"/CDep

In Stores March 21st.

Husking Bee
The Sun and the Moon
4-song double 7"/CDep
In Stores February 21st..

' Doghouse

www.doghouserecords.com

Lazycain

July to October
7-song 12"/MCD

In Stores March 21st.

Mailorder Prices: Moods 12"-$4. Husking Bee 2x7"-$5. Lazycain 12"-$7. CDep’s-$6. MCD-$8.
Add $3.20 for Priority Shipping. Check out website for more stuff or to request catalog.
Address: P.O. Box 8946 Toledo, OH 43623 USA. Next: Radar Mercury LP/CD.
Distributed by Lumberjack. Stores call (419)726-3930.

Slap A Ham Records

SPAZYZ since 1989

“Crush Kill Destroy” LP/CD

LACK OF INTEREST
"Trapped Inside” LP/CD

CROSSED OUT RINFEST/P.H.C.
DISCOGRAPHY LP/CD

lack of interest
TRAPPED INSIDE

First full length from these
SoCal fastcore veterans
*Senq st
amp or mc tor

crossed out

The first new album in 3 years
25 new emo-bashing tunes

47 songs - The only official collection ever [ First official reissue of the 1st Slap A Ham
Studio/ live/ rehearsal/ unreleased release- 11 songs - 4 previously unreleased
Limited colored vinyl available thru mailorder

. No.America Surface Airmail catalp
OTHER STUFEFE: $3.50 4 8 g & ‘”“Tovlm
¢ ANCIENT CHINESE SECRET “Caveat Emptor” LP/CD = $8 10 13

*FUCK ON THE BEACH “Power Violence Forever” LP/CD
«BURNING WITCH “Towers” LP sPHOBIA “Means Of Existence” LP/CD $10 11 13

*GASP “Drome Triler Of Puzzle Zoo People” LP/CD
+“Bllleeeeaaauuurrrrgghhh! - A Music War” compilation 7
»”Fiesta Comes Alive” compilation LP/CD
o CAPITALIST CASUALTIES s/t CD «PHOBIA “Enslaved” 7"
*MAN IS THE BASTARD “D.LY.” CD
*SPAZZ"Sweatin’ To The Oldies” CD

All prices postpaid /US currency only

Distro: Revolver USA

IN THE FUTURE:
*”Short, Fast, & Loud” extreme HC mag
*albums from FUCK ON THE BEACH, HELLNATION
SHANK, PHOBIA, Chris Dodge / Dave Witte project...
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Look for a split CD with Nobody Ceres

and Chachi on Acid coming just after we hit 2000...
Look for “ A Non Crap Comp.” with SObands
in the next few weeks, months, or well years...

A
T'es are $3.50 each, or $10 for all three-
To heer what these bands soundlike,
send $2 for sampler tape with lotsa goodies-
Also you can get a Zine Grab Bu%fa $5-
Mare stutf available, write for FREE catalog,
or send two stamps and get free stickers as well-
All prices US postage paidl $1 extra everywhere else-
Make everything payable to: Kevin Allesee! ! !

Napalm Ape Records
c/o Kevin Allesee
P.O. Box 2510

Pt. Charlotte, FL 33949

Listen for these three 7"es to be played at a locel punk playing
radio station near you, and if a local store doesn't carry Napalm
Ape, DEMAND IT! Thanks...

gun erware.com

i

ey b
Clleck out ﬂle nNew WGLS)'IC

Wiﬂl on]ine olller ing

% * & x * ¥ «
get all of Youl chokel"g and
Ll“acele[g al gur[eﬁvafe,com
v‘ve’Ve got g}’iky, gtucuecl and gif’ly
things and plam cuffé in mulliple
c'olol”g. Non-]eaﬂlel“ IOO,’
i yu dmn’t have web acoess
write to: gqutterware

PO Bx 1296
New Yark., NY 10276

for a catalog

the cassette:-
| alright with the day,

the debut release from dc'.
pop supergroup featuring
members of frodus and th,
impossible five. oh yeah!

the speedtrain

farfisa-driven garage pop
meets lonesome pirate rock
to produce the best split 7"
of the 20th century. get it
now before it's gone.

also available:

pontius copilot - calcium 7"
glossary - start and stop and go 7"
autumn rising - the corpse visions... 7"

the wicked farleys / the vehicle birth 7"
camber / kid brother collective 7"
massey ferguson / tim 7" ($4)

tim - german engineering cd ($8)
autumn rising - dawn cd
glossary - southern by the grace of location cd

7"s are $3 ppd, cds are $10 ppd unless otherwise
noted. for first class, add $1. canada add $1.
world add $2. thanks. web: fly.to/jetglue

j s
po box 841 ~ lexington, ky 40588-0841

~ AGAINST ALL AUTHORITY/

Allegra
15C008-cd
outr 11/9/99

THIS RELEASE BENEFITS THE WOMEN'S JUSTICE CENTER

Other Sub City Releases:

SC001  Take Action Sampler cd sampler
SC002 Fifteen Lucky 2xlp/cd/cs
SC003

KSUBCITYCZ

Re-release of their live cd. Recorded 6/14/96 AT 924 Gilman St.

PO BOX 7495 VAN NUYS, CA 91409  WWW.SUBCITY.NET

THE CRIMINALS

(live)

only

SC004
SC005
SC006

Scared Of Chaka Tired of You Ip/cd/cs

(change
7-10”/med

out 11/9/99

Seven songs of politically charged punk rock

THIS RELEASE BENEFITS THE BERKELEY FREE CLINIC AND THEIR NEED PROGRAM

88 Fingers Louie/Kid Dynamite 10”/mcd
Falling Sickness/Dysentery 10”/mcd
The Weakerthans

Fallow Ip/cd/cs (usa only)

SUB CITY WAS CREATED BY HOPELESS RECORDS TOE(_AISE SOCIAL AWARENESS AND FUNDING FOR. NON-PROFIT ORGANIZATIONS

The Last Record Store
_

CALL OR SEND FOR SAMPLES, PRICE LIST, AND COLOR CHOICES.
Phone 707.664.9673 - M0kIoLtor SSMPLES @~ Fax 707.664.1770

Some of ouzx
ied codlomeni
Blue Tip

Diesel Boy
The Promise Ring

D.0A.

No Use For a Name
Tribe 8

Nobodys

Mustard Plug

Jets To Brazil
sweethelly Freakdowry
NOMEANSNO

Jade Tree
Hopeless Records
Stink

1 am Spoonhender
Atthe Drive In
Lagwagon
Joan Of Arc
Funeral Oration

88 Finger Louie

Swiz

Digger

Lifetime

Dillinger 4

Mad Caddies

The Queers
Sax-0-Tromba
Secret Agent 40
Against All Authority
Heckle

Fury

Frodus

Stagger

Liguid Meat Records
Kat Records
Discount

Lovitt Records

Vinyl

22 Jacks

The Burdens

Mint Records

Good Riddance
Humdrum

Hanson Brothers
Showbusness Giants
Alternative Tentacles
Siren

Bracket

Clowns For Progress
Unamerican Activities
Miss Lonelyheart
Shinynine

KSUN

MEAN PEOPLE SUCK

Qﬂaft'fy
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Diesel Fuel Prints

@wo«/aoi:ﬁ

Cc e

\

Cheapest Prices

(OUR KILLER BULK STICKER DEAL )

S T35 7100 13X18.5" | COLOR SHEETS
AS MANY STICKERS AS YOU CAN FIT ON A SHEET

2 WEEK TURNAROUND

Do The Math

L O ST L T
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL

SUF’F'EI.RT PUNKJBTSINE*Examn,G:
20 stickers per sheet x 100 Sheets

&=vx2000 stickers for $135.00°*
/. This price includes cutting.

That's only

with delivered film. add %30 for layout & film. shipping extra but minimal

7¢ each!!!

DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL
DIESEL FUEL DIESEL FUEL v

You can get any size sticker with the bulk sticker deal, different sizes & designs are OKIIL
All Stickers Are Hig

Sticker Deals As Low as
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On Wednesday
December 6,
1989, at around
5:10p.m., Marc
Lepine, age 25,
walked into the
Ecole Polytech-

nique, the

University of
Montreal’s engineering school. He’d armed himself with a .233 cali-
bre Sturn Ruger semi-automatic rifle, knives, and bandoliers of
ammunition. Having made his way to the second floor of the build-
ing, and killing a finance department employee in the process,
Lepine entered Room 303 where approximately 48 engineering stu-
dents were gathered. It was their second last day of classes. He ordered
the women to move to one side of the room, and the men to leave
altogether. The students thought it was some sort of joke, until
Lepine brought out the rifle and fired two shots into the ceiling.

“You're all a bunch of feminists, and I hate feminists!”

He lined the women up along one wall, and the men left the
classroom without protest. One of the remaining students tried
to reason with him. He responded with opening fire upon the
women, six of whom were shot dead. He then walked through the
corridors firing randomly, entered the cafeteria where he killed
three more women, then went into a second classroom and killed
four more women. It was in that room, roughly 20 minutes after
embarking on his rampage, that he took his own life. The follow-
ing suicide letter was found on Lepine’s body after he shot 27
people at the Ecole Polytechnique, murdering 14 women, wound-

ing nine more men and four women.

“Forgive the mistakes, I only had 15 minutes to write this.
Please note that if I am committing suicide today 89-12-06 it is not
for economic reasons (for I have waited until I exhausted all my
financial means, even refusingjobs) but for political reasons. For I
have decided to send Ad Patres [Latin for ‘To the fathers.’] the fem-

inists who have ruined my life. It has been seven years that life does
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not bring me any joy and being totally blase, I have decided to put an
end to those viragos.

I had already tried as a youth to enlist in the [Canadian
Armed] Forces as an officer cadet, which would have allowed me to
enter the arsenal and precede Lortie in a rampage [reference to an
earlier mass killing in Quebec, 1984]. They refused me because
antisocial [sic]. So I waited until this day to carry out all my pro-
Jjects. In-between, I continued my studies in a haphazard way for
they never really interested me knowing in advance my fate. Which
did not prevent me from obtaining very good marks despite not
handing in my theory assignments and studying little before exams.

Even though the Mad Killer epithet will be attributed to me
by the media, I consider myself a rational and erudite person that
ondy the arrival of the Grim Reaper has forced to undertake
extreme acts. For why persevere in existing if it is only to please
the government. Being rather retrograde by nature (except for
science), the feminists always have a talent for enraging me. They
want to retain the advantages of being women (e.g. cheaper
insurance, extended maternity leave preceded by a preventative
leave) while seizing for themselves those of men.

Thus, it is self-evident that if the Olympic Games removed
the Men/Women distinction, there would be women only in the
graceful events. So the feminists are not fighting to remove that
barrier. They are so opportunistic that they neglect to profit from
the knowledge accumulated by men throughout the ages. They
always try to misrepresent them every time they can. Thus, the
other day, people were honoring the Canadian men and women
who fought at the frontlines during the world wars. How does this
sit with the fact that women were not authorized to go to the
frontline at the time??? Will we hear of Caesar’s female legions
and female galley slaves who of course took up 50 percent of his-
tory’s ranks, although they never existed? A real Casus Belli.

Sorry for this too brief letter.

Marc Lepine”

At this juncture, Lepine penned a 19-name hit list of various

Quebec women, all of whom have excelled in traditionally male-

dominated professions. This very specific list included a feminist
journalist, the president of a teacher’s union (the CEQ), the vice-
president of the CSN, the Canadian champion of the 1988
Chartered Accountant exams, the first woman firefighter in
Quebec, the first woman police captain in Quebec, a sportscaster,
a bank manager, a TV host, a transition-house worker, etc. Lastly,

there is a note at the bottom of the hit list to close off the letter:

“Nearly died today. The lack of time (because I started too

late) has allowed those radical feminists to survive.

Alea Jacta EST. [Latin for ‘The die are cast.’]”

Lepine was a victim of child abuse, a failed military candi-
date, a lover of war films, and a mass murderer. He was not a stu-
dent of the school wherein he wreaked so much terror. However,
he had previously applied for admitiance to their engineering
program and was turned down. He obviously felt that he had lost
his place to one of them greedy, opportunistic feminists who did-
n't deserve to be there.

[t wasn’t only rage against the feminist movement. It was rage
against women period—

brutal misogyny at its worst. Fourteen women were killed
simply because they are women. They did not get a chance to self-
identify as feminist or not, as Lepine did that for them. Their
male peers survived because they are men.

Some people feel more comfortable thinking that this was
just another freakish backlash against society. But there’s no way
that shit like this comes to fruition and eventual self-destruction
within its own little bubble. Clearly, Lepine set out on a mission
that day to right the wrongs that had been cultivated by his own
troubled, experiential logic. To gloss over the sentiment behind
this tragedy would be to deny the importance of those 14 deaths.

The Montreal Massacre so acutely mirrors an unseen bitter-
ness and hatred in society—the irremovable stain of domestic vio-
lence, rape, murder, child abuse, etc. It did for the feminist
movement what the Rodney King beating did for race relations in
the States. It re-awakened numerous issues, a lot of pain, and

brought it to the forefront of people’s minds; it sparked a sense

of self-awareness that is affected by all of these highly significant
events which are representative of ongoing societal struggles.
This past December marked the 10-year anniversary of the
Montreal Massacre. What has happened since December 6, 19897
In 1990, the Canadian government devoted funds to research on
the issue of violence against women, and pronounced December
6 as the National Day of Remembrance and Action on Violence
Against Women. Every year, across the nation, there are candle-
light vigils, concerts for reflection, and people wearing white rib-
bons and ‘14 Not Forgotten’ buttons to symbolize their empathy
and support. Groups like the December 6th Victims Foundation
Against Violence, and Men4.Change are constantly working on
their outreach and education on the themes of violence, sexism,
racism, etc. Several film and video documentaries have been
made which explore the same aforementioned issues in an effort
to open up the discourse even further. Monuments have been
erected in recognition of the 14 victims' martyr-like status.
There is little comfort after hearing about an incident like
the Montreal Massacre. But come post-Halloween hoopla and
pre-Holidays hubbub for years to come, I hope you'll take the

time out to think about the following women:

Genevieve Bergeron, 21, was a second year scholarship student in
civil engineering.
Helene Colgan, 23, was in her final year of mechanical engineer-

ing and planned to take her master’s degree.

Nathalie Croteau, 23, was in her final year of mechanical engi-

neering.

Barbara Daigneault, 22, was in her final year of mechanical engi-

neering and held a teaching assistantship.

Anne-Marie Edward, 21, was a first year student in chemical
engineering.

Maud Haviernick, 29, was a second year student in engineering

materials, a branch of metallurgy, and a graduate in environmen-

tal design.

Barbara Maria Klucznik, 31, was a second year engineering stu-

PUNK PLANET 15




dent specializing in engineering materials.

Maryse Laganiere, 25, worked in the budget department of the
Polytechnique.

Maryse Leclair, 23, was a fourth year student in engineering
materials.

Anne-Marie Lemay, 27, was a fourth year student in mechanical
engineering.

Sonia Pelletier, 28, was to graduate the next day in mechanical
engineering. She was awarded a degree posthumously.

Michele Richard, 21, was a second year student in engineering
materials.

Annie St-Arneault, 23, was a mechanical engineering student.

Annie Turcotte, 21, was a first year student in engineering materials.

Patti Kim, Box 68568, 360A Bloor St.W, Toronto ON, M5S 1X1

Canada or fhabziné@]?iéﬂog.com

I never thought
I'd go back to
England. But, as
I planned to
return home to
Israel to spend
New Year's with

my family, I
finally made the jump. I had to change planes somewhere in
Europe. This time, a friend in the music business who works for
a large distribution company (and with whom my band has had
some dealings with in the past) invited me to stay with him in
London. Amidst talk of possibly working together again, I agreed.
Even if things did not work out, we’d struck up a good friendship
over the past few years, so I knew I'd have a great time regardless.
After so many years of exchanging letters about each other’s lives,
we'd finally get to know the real people hidden by our computer
screens. And I'd also get to tie up some loose personal ends that
go back to the summer of 1979, to a time when my father and I
lived in England. I hadn’t been back since then. Finally, I had an
excuse to return.

The last time thing I can remember about England was hur-
riedly rushing out of our hotel room in the middle of the night
while the concierge wasn’t looking. My father was determined to
get us out of there before he realized we were skipping town with-
out paying our bill. After two months of hiding out there, we'd
incurred quite a number of expenses, such a large number, I'm
afraid, that there was no way we were ever going to be able to

cover them. Our only funds were allotted to two one way tickets to
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Italy, where my father knew we'd be taken care of. Elie had a
Yugoslavian friend named Carlo in Milan whom he’d served in
the army with during the Second World War. Carlo owed us one.
He’d put us up for a while.

Since then, England has loomed over me as though it was an
outstanding invoice that I never filled. Of course it wasn’t my
responsibility to pay our hotel bill. I knew that. I was only twelve at
the time. I'm speaking purely of metaphors, the kind that our unful-
filled debt came to symbolize in terms of what we got out of our
three-year stay there. We didn’t really owe England anything. In fact,
it always felt like England owed us. For my father, it was because of a
failed marriage to a wealthy Israeli woman who lived there. For me, it
was the first in a series of disastrous attempts at having a real family.
That’s what England was all about. As we got on the airplane and
beat yet another retreat back to Europe three years later, I was
reminded of how we never could have remained in there.

Perhaps it was how I was prepared to feel about England. As
the child of a man who’d lived under British colonial rule, served
time in British military jails, and had been conscripted into the
Commonwealth to fight against the Germans, Elie had a justifi-
able amount of antipathy towards Great Britain. Whenever we
would drive through Arab villages in the former Occupied
Territories, he would reach in back to make sure he had enough
ammunition at his disposal in the event that we'd run into trou-
ble. “It’s all the British’s fault,” he would explain. “For two thou-
sand years, the Muslim world treated Jews better than the
Christian one did. All it took was thirty years of military occupa-
tion by the British to change that. They played us off each other.
Now look what we've got. When I was your age, I had Arab play-
mates. Now, you can only play with fellow Jews. What a tragedy.”

As I grew older and learned more about the era my father
grew up in, I started to understand the sources of his anger. Yes,
British colonial rule in Palestine drastically contributed to a
worsening of Muslim-]Jewish relations. The British promised
both sides everything. Given the history of peaceful relations
between the two peoples until the end of 19th century, Jews didn’t
need to add anyone to their list of persecutors, real or imagined.
As far as my father was concerned, it was the British who were the
genuine enemy because they created enmity between the two peo-
ples. But we could always patch things up with the Arabs, he rea-
soned. After all, we're Semites. We’'re more like each other than
we are like them.

But, for as well heeled as I became in my father’s rather soli-
tary version of inter-Semitic solidarity, it did not prepare me in the
least for what I was about to experience: A reverse migration, back
to our colonizer’s homeland. It all started one hot and dusty
Saturday afternoon in the fall of 1976. After a lengthy trip abroad,
my father hurriedly returned and announced that he’d gotten mar-
ried to an Israeli woman who lived abroad. “Really?” I asked in
shock. “To who?” “An Israeli widow of Algerian descent, who lives
alone with her two children in London,” Elie replied. “When will

they be moving here?” I asked my father. “No child, the question is
when will we be moving there,” he curtly answered. “I think we’'ll go
there this winter. You can continue your studies there. Esther will
provide a room for you in her house in London.” I was stunned.
“Isn’t London the capital of England?”

I'd only been to England once before, but I thought I knew
everything about it already. We visited the country during the sum-
mer, and all it did was rain. I immediately became seized by the
most basic of fears: No more Mediterranean sunshine. No more
brilliant red sunsets every afternoon. Just a tyranny of incessant
clouds, where the only difference between day and night was how
people’s shadows changed in the presence of chandeliers and street
lamps. The poor light was all the evidence I needed to understand
the origins of British imperialism.

My adolescent mind decided that the search for genuine sun-
shine forced the British to leave their country and start causing
trouble abroad. The Arab-Israeli conflict was all about the British
punishing us for having a more hospitable climate. Here I was run-
ning right back to the source of all of Israel’s problems, a sure sign
that the British had won. All of the sudden I started to fear how I
might change. I'd become a pale skinned, lethargic, bookish, aes-
thetically inclined European Jew, the opposite of the athletic,
tanned, healthy ‘New Man of Zion,” I'd been raised to believe Israel
had given me the right to become. Even at the tender age of nine, it
felt like a historical regression. I was absolutely terrified.

As I prepared to go back once again, twenty years later, I
realized how I'd never forced myself to think about any of this
before. That is, until now. What triggered it all wasn’t necessarily
the fact that I would be casually visiting a foreign country, as
much as I would be returning to the place where I stopped being
an Israeli. Everything I feared turning into at age nine, I became.
I shunned returning home to serve in the army in favor of going
to a good college in the United States. Instead of becoming a
businessman, I became a musician. In lieu of cultivating my body,
I dedicated my life to my studies.

As I folded my clothes, packaged some of my records, and
inserted the essays about nationalism I planned to read during my
flight into various compartments of my carry-on, I had to laugh.
Regardless of how immature I was at the time I moved to
England, at age nine I was already smart enough to intuit how it
would alter the course of my life. Here I was bringing back the
end results of the personal transformation that I'd begun there
twenty-two years before.

All of the sudden I recalled the very first thing I did after I
arrived in London. I opened my backpack, and pulled out a
cheap multi-band radio that a relative had given me before I left,
so I could listen to Israeli radio while I was in exile. I turned it
on, and flipped through the channels until I found something. It
was the Nazi jackboot stomp-opening to The Sex Pistols’ “Holiday
in the Sun.” Having been raised on socialist campfire sing-along

praising the mighty state of Israel, I was awestruck at the alien
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sounds that were all of the sudden emanating out of my cheap
Middle Eastern radio. "These English people are weird,” I
remember thinking. “All they sing about is taking vacations in
concentration camps.”

How ironic then that it was a friendship formed around mak-
ing punk rock that was bringing me back to England so many years
later. Yes, I was metaphorically in debt to England, but not for my
father’s unpaid hotel bills. Rather, I was in debt to a band whose
ridiculous sense of humor about the Holocaust helped me over-
come having been indoctrinated by Jewish nationalism. With that in
mind, I took one last look at my CDs, closed my bag up, and called
a cab to take me to the airport. “Where are you flying to?” asked the

switchboard operator. “Israel, man,” I told them, “Israel.”

Onward, Christian
Soldiers!

(Find Somewhere
Else To Go)

I received a

phone call

recently from a

kid who was
booking a show here in town. Seems his show space had fallen
through, so he called my house to see if we could help him out by
letting him use our basement for the show. “Sounds okay—who
are the bands?” we asked him. He listed several familiar local
hardcore bands, including a so-called “Christian hardcore” band,
End of Man. Reminding this poor yutz that we had a long-stand-
ing policy against promoting any bands in our show space that
gave voice to reactionary, hateful, or disempowering ideologies,
we politely declined. He hung up on us, pissed off.

Let me explain why I call this kid a yutz, along with any other
punk who supports Christianity’s invasion of the punk communi-
ty. Let me also explain why there is no room for Christianity in
any legitimate definition of punk, and why, in fact, it is impera-
tive that we not tolerate Christian proselytizing in our communi-
ty. I even promise to do so without invoking the timeless argu-
ment over the ridiculous notion of “god.”

I realize I am setting out on a risky course when I suggest that
our scene should be intolerant of Christianity. Promoting intol-
erance is a tough row to hoe in the wishy-washy liberal “every-
one’s opinion is valid” world that we live in. People will doubtless
accuse me (and have in the past) of discrimination and censor-
ship. I would counter that as in any resistance against missionaries
and colonialists, it’s tough to preserve your autonomy and avoid
accusations that you're being exclusionary. There are cases when
we need to question the notion that all opinions are equally valid,

and this is one of them.
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No one sane would blink an eye when told that racist, sexist,
or classist viewpoints would not be tolerated in our house, or on
our stage. The punk scene has a long-standing tradition of, at the
very least, paying lip service to the importance of creating an
environment in which these hateful views are not welcome.
Suddenly, intolerance is okay, huh? However, when we take that
stance to its next logical step, by insisting that our show space will
not be used to support Christianity, a religion which has provided
the justification for countless systems of oppression against work-
ers, women, people of color, and queer people, we're told that
we're bigots. This is as ridiculous as claiming that such a thing as
“reverse discrimination” exists. As the dominant feature running
throughout American culture, morals, laws, and media,
Christians have little ground to stand on when they claim they're
being discriminated against unfairly when the punk scene tells
them to get lost.

Of course, for all the campaigns of repression and hatred
which those involved justify by using Christianity—and its book of
nonsense—as basis of support, the religion has also been used to
politically radical ends. That this is an exception rather than the
norm is worth emphasizing. Nonetheless, groups like the Catholic
Workers and Voices in the Wilderness have conducted extended
campaigns for social justice, with some success, and they have done
so by interpreting Christian beliefs in a progressive, socially con-
scious way. Many other supporters of liberation theology have used
the bible as inspiration in their efforts to overcome severe forms
of oppression throughout the so-called third world. I'm not deny-
ing the power or efficacy of this work. But when a pampered mid-
dle class white male Christian tells me that he supports the bible
except for the parts which say that homosexuality is wrong, or that
women are to be subservient to men, it’s a whole different ball
game. Radical activists drawing on Christianity for inspiration is a
completely different story from the same old privileged folks mak-
ing apologies for the institutions of power.

Hopefully, Punk Planet’s readers are familiar enough with
the Christianity’s track record (not to mention the current
goings-on of the Christian Coalition and other right wing reli-
gious freaks) that I don't need to detail all the ways in which an
increased Christian presence in the punk community does not
bode well for us. As a community of people who oppose many of
society’s repressive ideas, it seems clear that we don’t need to wel-
come anyone into our community who will label homosexuality,
premarital sex, saying words like “fuck,” disbelief in a supreme
immortal being, or in any way challenging the systems of power as
a "sin.” Most of us are into punk because it is a community that
offers an escape from the nonsense we encounter in mainstream
society, Christian or not. Most of us are into punk because it
offers a way of looking at the world that makes a hell of a lot more
sense than what we learned in school or in church. Why should we
let a bunch of zealots into our community to undo all of that?

Just because they've put a cool new face on Christian fundamen-
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talism with piercings, tattoos catchy pop punk, or ripping hard-
core riffs? Sorry, but I won’t be led astray.

[ know, you've heard it all before—you agree that Christianity
is probably a bad thing, but you ask, “can’t we all just get along®?”
Yes, and no. [ bear no ill will to anyone for what they believe—it's
what they do with that belief that matters. Any Christian interested
in hearing a punk band is welcome in my house, as is pretty much
anyone who agrees to treat everyone else at the show with respect.
There is no test to see if you're punk enough to come in the door,
nor should there be. But we're not for a second going to open our
space to a missionary for a belief system that we think is funda-
mentally evil. Bands who use punk rock to convert people to the
word of the lord are simply not welcome in our house, and they
shouldn’t be tolerated anywhere else in the punk scene. If people
want to hear that crap, they can go to a church, not a punk show.
Separation of church and punk, see?

People will tell me that punk is all about being open-mind-
ed, and that I'm not being very punk by demanding an end to
Christian zealots using our community as a fresh pasture for
developing a new flock. Apparently, they remain unconvinced by
my previous points. Let me introduce the final nail in this cruci-
fix; the point on which I simply will not budge, why Christianity
(or any other major religion that I'm familiar with) is at its core,
in opposition to one of punk’s cardinal beliefs.

To me, the essence of any radical politics is an emphasis on
the strength of people empowering themselves to create change.
Empowerment can not be taught, nor given. It is the simple,
inspiring act of someone asserting the power of her convictions
and her commitment to act upon them. An organizer I know
teaches that “Power is a good thing—such a good thing that every-
one should have it.” I've always felt that one of punk’s most inspir-
ing features is its belief in each person’s power to make their own
decisions, and to take responsibility for living in accordance with
their understanding of what is right and wrong. By emphasizing
the strength and ability in every one of us, we have created an envi-
ronment of diverse opinion, phenomenal energy, creative art,
committed activism, and strong community.

By contrast, Christianity demands that people cede any
power to an inflexible hierarchy of bible, church, and minister,
or god. A system of thought that requires that people deny their
own feelings on morality in favor of pre-scripted notions recited
from a book is fundamentally disempowering. By relying on a
minister’s interpretation of right and wrong, church-going peo-
ple are willingly handing over their autonomy. By allowing “god,”
in whatever definition, to instruct them on the way to live their
life, Christians have absolved themselves of responsibility in their
own lives. If people choose to follow this path to salvation, I'm
sad to hear it—though I won't stand in their way. But when the
Christians send missionaries disguised as punk rockers into the
punk community, preaching their disempowering nonsense, I get

pissed. This is our community, and it does not exist for the pur-

pose of offering up an easy niche for bands who don’t care about
our community any more than the potential number of converts

it offers for their growing army of zealots.

“It gets worse before it’s over, and there’s no truth in the
clouds above, and no luck in clover. And I don'’t believe that I'd
have it any other way.” — Dillinger Four

LN J
All you true believers should attend the Anarchist Book Fair in San
Francisco on April Isth. Radical books for sale, and awesome speak-
ers: Utah Phillips (who performs rarely— don’t miss this chance to
see him), Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Ruthie Gilmore, Starhawk, Craig
O’Hara, Kevin Keating (of the Mission Yuppie Eradication Project,
featured in PP # 30), Christian Parenti, Peter Plate, and more. Free
admission! It will be held at the Hall of Flowers in Golden Gate
Park. Contact 415.864.0892 or akpress@akpress.org if you want to
know anything else. See you there!

coe
Jon Strange PO Box 10013 Columbus OH 43201

jonstrange@hotmail.com

Browsing through
cardboard boxes,
I bought a library
discard called
Customs and
Culture of
Vietnam by Ann
Caddell
Crawford, published some time in the early 1960s, a sort-of
guidebook. (1 always buy this stuff, old LIFE magazines with

some people hide their bombs in books
MIMI NGUYEN

“exposes” on Viet Nam and garishly colored desserts, Third
World travelogues with “tips” for dealing with “the locals.”)

Apparently “comprehensive and authoritative,” the book is typi-
cally full of pastoral descriptions and shoddy pseudo-anthropological
observations, snippets like, “The first things that newcomers usually
notice in Vietnam are the smiling faces of countless children, and the
lovely fragile-looking women in their flowing dresses reminiscent of
butterflies. The people are a gentle type who are shy, yet can be out-
going with foreigners, especially Americans.” The Vietnamese are
thus described as docile and submissive, never mind the lengthy his-
tory of native Vietnamese struggles to oust the Chinese, French, and
Americans from the region, of course. (I roll my eyes.)

I flip to another chapter, the section on “costume,” in which
Crawford writes at length, “The women of Vietnam have, in my
opinion, one of the most beautiful national costumes in the world.
It is called the ‘ao-dai.” The over-dress is form-fitting to the waist,
with long tight dresses. At the waist, two panels extend front and

back to cover the long satin trousers underneath. Correct fit dic-
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tates that the pants reach the sole of the foot, and are always slightly
longer than the dress panels. Occasionally lace is sewn around the
bottom of each leg. Tradition has kept the color of the pants of the
ao-dai to black or white.

“When a woman sits down, she takes the back panel, pulls it up
and around into her lap. When riding a bicycle, they often tie the
back panel down to the back fender to keep it from getting tangled
in the wheels. Often, girls can be seen riding along the streets of
Saigon on motor bikes with the back of their ao-dai flying oose,
causing foreigners to comment that they look like butterflies, and
beautiful ones at that.

“Many Americans have become so fond of the dress that they
have some specially made to send home to their families. They
make excellent hostess gowns.”

It bears mentioning again (or more explicitly) that this book
was written at the height of U.S. involvement in Southeast Asia
and that the author’s husband was a U.S. Army officer assigned to
the Military Assistance Command in Viet Nam. The appendices
include “Useful Phrases in Vietnamese,” some of which are too
obvious: “Show me some identification,” “The wound is infect-
ed,” and “They are surrounded.” These are, after all, the material
and historical conditions that made it possible for suburban
American housewives to sport the next new “exotic” look at their
dinner parties, “reminiscent of butterflies” while serving
casseroles and blood-red meatloaf.

Fashion has politics and (sometimes-bloody) histories, you know.

LN ]

I lent my computer to Karina to finish a paper on the
“mammy” figure as she’s produced and circulated as a tourist
commodity in Cuba, making her return as a nostalgic and
immensely popular “kitsch” artifact of Cuba’s sugar plantation
past. Karina showed me pictures she took in Cuba of “mammy”
figurines and cloth dolls dressed in colorful fabrics and overtly
over-endowed—

occupying gift shop shelves next to porcelain white baseball
players, practically the only black bodies you'll ever see (officially)
in the tourist sections of Havana. (And never mind that most
Cuban baseball players are black or mulatto.)

The corollary to the “mammy” is of course the “Jezebel,” who
also makes an appearance as a painted statuette—enormous bosom
and buttocks, black as coal with thick red lips, in the picture
Karina shows me she is a money bank. You put your pennies
between her breasts or booty and watch them disappear. (It is an
overt reference to the illicit sex industry that operates for the ben-
efit of the mostly white European tourists to Cuba.) In Cuba the
“mammy” even has a name—Inez, I think—and her own long histo-
ry. In the photographs Karina took it seems that “Inez” is every-
where, and I wonder what is the meaning of her popularity (and
her commodity production and consumption).

It’s an odd, wrenching collision between history, amnesia

and transnational capitalism. How do you look at a rag doll, made
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over in a gendered caricature constructed out of slavery, sitting
on a shelf in a tourist shop and not be struck by its totemic
rememory of ships, sugar, and servitude?

LN N ]

I spend one afternoon in a cramped doctor’s office in
Oakland’s Chinatown, straining to hear the words coming from
the television, unable to read cartoon lips. Mark and I wait over
an hour before he is called, sitting on slated wooden chairs and
reading National Geographics. After a while the elderly Asian
couples sitting with us no longer stare, each having returned to
their own tasks (nagging, arguing, reading newspapers). One old
man grabs a copy of W magazine to lay across his lap. I watch as
the cover girl directs her glossy pout at him invitingly, staring
unblinking through thick eyelashes. (Her hair is artfully tousled.)
From out of his pocket he produces a pair of nail-clippers, and
begins trimming his nails over her bared white cleavage. His clip-
pers squeak like nails on chalkboards and make Mark wince.

Mark shows me a National Geographic full-color photo-
graph depicting convicts (all black) with bags slung over shoulders
in contemporary Louisiana, on work-detail in what looks to be a
field, or farm. “They're picking cotton,” he says grimly. We can’t
help but think backwards, recalling plantations and also-impris-
oned black bodies bent over white bushes.

Is history ever just “past,” really over? Recognizing the spe-
cific social circumstances, the ideological development and mate-
rial differences hardly breaks the thread f just splits it, like a net
cast wide.

I can’t think in anything more than fragments lately. anc
unfocused and in disarray; I sit down to try to bang out one of
the academic abstracts and essays I've got due in a week, two
weeks, but nothing comes to me but these small punctures in my
daily routine. For instance: a friend e-mails me a call for papers
for a panel on women and trauma, and I come up with lists like
this one.

And how many incidents like this do we encounter everyday?
Do you even notice anymore, what sociologist Avery Gordon calls
the “phantoms of modernity’s violence”? (They are everywhere if
you allow yourself to notice.) Did you think that the legacy of
slavery was all but disappeared? Of war, human bondage, invasion
or assault? There are at least a hundred cases on the books of
Cambodian refugee women who have been struck blind out of
thin air; health experts, finding no physical explanation, can only
conclude that the blinded women are experiencing a psychoso-
matic reaction to the atrocities they witnessed under the Khmer
Rouge. POW/MIA advocates continue to look for the phantom
bodies of wronged patriots in Southeast Asia even while thousands
of veterans are homeless “at home” in the United States, sleeping
under freeway overpasses and in doorway stoops. States build
memorials to some genocides and not others; grandmothers
reveal tattooed numbers beneath polyester blouses; a woman pulls

her coat tighter and walks a little faster, keys clutched in hand,
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passing a particular alley in downtown Seattle; tango fever sweeps
the nation while the U.S. role in Argentinean dictatorships and

mass "disappearances” is swept under rugs; “Indian” mascots are
claimed as common American heritage even as Native protesters

are spit upon outside the gates.

We are so haunted; we are so used to it.

And a black girlfriend of mine offers a bag to an older white
male bookstore customer, par for course in retail cashiering. He
says in response, “No, but I could use a couple of Nubian slaves
to carry these books out to the car.”

Overwhelmed, still I'm a packrat: I catalogue every small
instance, every stumbling bump I can. I try very hard to let every
one of these ghosts inhabit my memory for at least a little while, if
only to remember where they came from and that they still exist, as
injustice also does.

LA N}

Note to letter writers, et al. There is an enormous difference
between critiquing a social and structural logic that abstractly
privileges some bodies over other (such as, say, heteronormativity
or, in the shorthand notation, “straightwhiteboy” hegemony) and
making sweeping generalizations about the “character” of all indi-
viduals perceived as belonging to an identity category or group
(“lesbian feminists are mean”).

Note to “what about unity?” inquirers, et al.—What kind of
unity is bought at the price of forced silence, policing, and exclu-
sions? (It's so old school anyway.) Whose “common good” is
served when we don’t examine the politics of our rhetoric or our
strategies? It’s not a nuisance we can put off until that mythic
“after the revolution,” but a task that has to be constantly offered
as a challenge to how we imagine we might “do” politics. Can we
really avoid that kind of critical self-reflexivity by claiming to be
“caught up” in the moment, that the times are too urgent to allow
for an accounting of how we couch and conduct our actions? The
race and class-based movements of the Left too often continue to
insist that “we” need to close ranks against an imagined “out-
side,” and all of a sudden I'm “outside” because I don’t want to
coalition with overtly homophobic nationalists or romance the
ghosts of '70s radicalism. A student in my women’s studies class
wants to know if I think if women ran the world, there would be
no more war. Mentioning Margaret Thatcher, Janet Reno, and
Madeleine Albright, I point out that women can and do violence
to other women in the context of uneven race, class and interna-
tional relations. I'm not going to make another list here, but can
we afford not to subject our politics to scrutiny? It’s hardly too
much to ask that we articulate our goals under pressure from each
other in order to ensure that we democratize our politics.

LN N ]
On another note, I finished a new issue of my zine Slander and
am still working on the project directory. Interested? Drop me a
line at Mimi Nguyen / POB 11906 / Berkeley, CA 94712-2906 /

slantgrrrl@hotmail.com

I have often said

that food was the

closest thing my

family had to a
religion. To take

teah »
| R_Y&ll nervous as a.

unbalanced and obnoxious as a Jesus freak. They don’t have

the metaphor a
step further, a
health food

fanatic is as

enough information. They over-simplify and miss the point.
Scratch the surface of many a pedantic vegan and you will find a
childhood full of TV Dinners and a bland palate. Hippies have
systematically ruined every ethnic cuisine they could get their
hands on. They’ve taken ancient, perfectly viable and delicious
(and cheap) dishes like the burrito and the falafel sandwich and
rendered them inedible. Are they better for you this way? Maybe.
But how can it be good for you if you can’t even choke it down?
There’s nothing wrong with Middle Eastern food the way it is,
which is why Middle Eastern people live to be 103. If you prefer
brown rice and tofu to white rice and beef, that’s fine. But don’t
call it Shish Kebab because I (and my Armenian ancestors) know
better. If you're going to engage in that battle, you should at least
arm yourself with the right information.

To illustrate, I'll use my friend’s ex-boyfriend as an example.
To protect his identity, we'll call him Mister Perfect. Now, Mister
Perfect is not a hippie but a personal trainer, which may be
worse. Of course he was on a no-fat lo-carb diet, and conse-
quently, so was my friend. To protect her privacy, let’s call her
Glad He’s Gone. So, Mister Perfect is, of course, perfectly sancti-
monious about his diet. He’s one of those people who believes
that there’s no ailment (schizophrenia, getting hit by a bus, etc)
that can’t be cured by the correct diet and plenty of exercise.
Anyway, one day Glad He's Gone gave me an extensive descrip-
tion of the parameters of their diet. Some of it was obvious. No
red meat, no dairy. Certain grains were okay and others were not.
Bread of any kind was off limits for some reason, as was pasta. No
white rice, but brown rice was okay. “I can’t tell you,” she sighed,
"how sick I am of brown rice and cous cous.” I was like, what?
What does he think cous cous is made of? I explained to Glad
He's Gone that when she and Mister Perfect sat down to a steam-
ing plate of cous cous, they were eating pasta. It was no different
from eating a pile of spaghetti. There are no organic whole-grain
cous cous farms in Northern California. My friend’s eyes got
really wide when I told her this. “Oh my god,” she said. "Don’t
tell him.” Though I was dying to, I didn’t. Fortunately they broke
up shortly thereafter. I don’t know how long I would have been
able to contain myself.

Americans are strange creatures. They are willing to eat
potato chips made with Olean, despite the fine print on the bag,

which warns of such pleasures as "anal leakage.” Why not just eat
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fewer potato chips? A few potato chips won’t hurt you. Just don’t
eat 3 pounds of potato chips a day.

Rather than freaking out about what color the food is, I
think it one’s time is better spent learning how to cook. That is,
learning how to make really simple, cheap, healthy ingredients
taste good. Nothing kills the appetite faster than a wagging finger
in your face telling you what you should or shouldn't eat.
Vegetarianism is probably a good idea, but it's not for everybody.
Organic food is a great idea, but most people can’t afford it. Low
fat diets might be good for you, or they might make you sick as a
dog. I think that food should taste good and that a varied diet is a
good thing to shoot for. If you feel bad, you should think about
changing your diet. But in general, if eating generic brand mac
and cheese makes you happy, by all means, eat it. So long as that
isn’t the only thing you eat, I don’t think you can die from it.

Having said that, let me now say that more and more
Americans now grow up eating food that comes out of a box; just
add water and throw in the microwave. There are some obvious
reasons for this, most notably the insurgence of single-family and
two-career households. It makes sense, but it’s unfortunate for a
few reasons. People have developed such an appetite for pre-fab
food that it tastes better to them than real food. And sadly, people
aren’t learning to cook. When they leave the family nest, they
maintain the eating habits of their youth and hover around the
frozen food aisle of the grocery store, afraid to venture into the
produce or international food sections because they're afraid they
won’t know what to do when they get there. It should be noted,
also, that this type of plrson is a fanatic waiting to happen. When
the kid who grew up on Big Macs, Shake'n’Bake and Minute Rice
grows up and gets religion, look out. This is a person whose palate
is as bland as Air Supply. This is a person who thinks of soup mix
as seasoning. Before they find balance, they will go overboard.

And balance, finally, seems to be the key. Americans are
accustomed to having half a cow on their plate, beside a mountain
of starch and some crappy overcooked dried out vegetable matter
that nobody in their right mind would eat. Like the three pounds
of potato chips analogy, it’s just a kind of stubbornness about
proportions that we have to get over. And in the meantime,
Americans should prepare ethnic dishes with respect; learn some-
thing from them before you start messing with them too much. It
might just be a case of “it ain’t broke so don’t fix it.”

I've decided to do a cookbook zine (probably a one-shot,
but who knows.) The concept is really simple. I want to compile
decidedly unfanatical recipes, vegetarian, vegan and otherwise,
with one overall criteria: the recipes will take into account that
the cook has no fucking money. I have seen cookbooks that claim
to operate under that assumption, but they’'re mostly bullshit.
Either it’s pages and pages of Jell-O and Frito pie, or their idea
of “no fucking money” is really different from mine. I mean, like
you have 20 bucks and it has to last the week. It’s not just recipes,

either, but creating a sense of self-sufficiency and preparedness
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for when your temp agency stops calling or the freelance gig you
thought you had in the bag falls though. If anyone has a recipe or
some ideas or wants to help me out with some graphics, please

feel free to write or email.
LN ]

List #1 (try not to go without any of these things)

Olive Oil: Feel free to skip the extra extra virgin stuff in favor of
something cheaper. Maybe it’s been around the block a few times

but it’s wiser for it.
Fresh Garlic

Pasta: Spaghetti, shells, whatever you like. It’s nice to have a few
different things.

Rice: Brown rice is fine if you like it, but don’t be shamed away
from white rice, which is a perfectly respectable thing to eat and
takes less time to cook. Go for long-grain, and avoid words like

“converted,” “instant,” and “enriched.”

Dried legumes: Try to have a few different things, like lentils and

black beans, for example.
Vinegar: white and cider are the cheapest.

Hot sauce: Goya makes a good cheap hot sauce

Violation Fez #7, The School Issue, is still available. Send
me a dollar, or your zine. ¢/o Leah Ryan, PO Box 2228, Times
Square Station, New York, NY 10108. LEAHzz@ao0l.com.

Much like how
the victors of war
write the history
texts, dominant
cultures deter-
mine the ethical

and moral values

of the culture.
This holds true for antithetical values as well. Without the cultur-
ally mandated work ethic that says one must work harder to get
more out of life, neither a protest of and/or resistance to this
ethic would exist.

Another example is the punk subculture. Without a domi-
nant value system enforced by status quo standards, punk’s resis-
tance to and/or protest of these standards and values would have
never flourished in the margins of society.

The story of ethics and the protest of these ethics is noth-
ing new. Punk is not writing a new story but rather a variation
on a familiar theme, which can be demonstrated most notably
in the discussion of class issues. Although punk claims its

autonomous, do-it-yourself ethics are revolutionary in the
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face of the dominant culture, punk as a values system in fact
embraces the values of the dominant culture under the guise
of discontentment. This is enacted in ways that are given little
critical significance. For instance, when a punk business
becomes profitable, there is no self-regulating mechanism in
the autonomous, do-it-yourself business methodology that
keeps the business from mimicking any other, non-punk
business. Of course, what the business is about is obviously
different, and there may be differences in values, such as in
the amount of profit that is ethical, but the structure of the
business ends up identical to any other business. Specifically,
these businesses—punk and any other—are hierarchical in
nature. A punk rock record label may, for instance, be a part-
nership between two people. The day that business hires on
somebody to help out, for a wage that is less than what the
partners are making, that business is no different than multi-
national corporations in that both kinds of businesses operate
on hierarchical values.

When people ask why it is that punk rock is not revolution-
ary, [ have many ideas I can support fairly well, but it wasn’t until
recently that I realized why it is that punk rock is not only not
revolutionary, but, in fact, it is in complete compliance with what
the dominant culture is all about. With the birth of agricultural-
based cultures came the birth of hierarchies. The dominant cul-
ture most humans live within inherently delineates differences
among people based on what they own and control. Punk rock is
no exception.

In the early- to mid-'90s, independent punk rock record
labels began to actually make money. Soon, punks were offended
by the amount of money made by the owners of labels such as
Epitaph, Fat Wreck Chords, and Lookout. These businesses are
entirely entrepreneurial in nature and happened to be in the
right place at the right time, much like how the godfathers of the
industrial revolution prospered only on a different scale.
Despite the often-violent tenor of the protest over these labels
(of which I was involved on occasion), nobody raised the ques-
tion of how it is these labels could prosper without being hierar-
chical in nature. Instead, the focus was on what sellouts they
were, what assholes they were, and how much money they were
making off the scene. Quite often punks would gladly jump on
board with these businesses because the alternative—working at
Starbucks or Kinko’s—was less pleasing. At least they got to listen
to punk rock all day while stuffing envelopes with CDs to send to
zines and radio stations. Another approach was to adopt the
Marxist view: Criticize labor and monetary inequalities within
and outside of the punk subculture. It is in these critiques that
magazines like the very one you are reading develop readership.
And yet, within these critiques lies a bigger question which
remains unanswered: Why does punk continue to follow in the
norms established by the dominant culture?

The answer is in its description: Punk is a subculture. It is

not a new culture. It is a smaller culture within a culture, and
thus, is subject to the standards of the dominant culture. Punk
chooses to react to the dominant culture rather than to create for
itself something that is genuinely new.

Since punk presents the illusion of deconstructing hierar-
chies, but as we've seen, has completely failed to do so, it could
begin by acknowledging its lack of a common vision, and second-
ly, it could choose to operate without hierarchies within its own
organizations. When successful punk businesses begin to delineate
rank based on wages, they follow in the same vision that the Nike
Corp. follows by hiring cheap labor outside of the U.S. Cheaper
labor is cheaper labor. It makes no difference to me whether this
labor is a warehouse worker at Mordam Distribution or a peasant
in Thailand: One may be theoretically better off than another;
both, however, are wage slaves. And both work for people who
make more than they do.

LR N ]

Bob Conrad, PO Box 9382, Reno, NV 89507-9382

2ndguess@intercomm.com

http://users.intercomm.com/2ndguess/index.html

The fact is, we
were absolutely
brilliant at what
we did

—Joe Strummer,

on the early

Clash, NPR

10/29/99

I know that in these modern times it’s important to cultivate
a positive self-image and not burden yourself with false modesty,
but could Mr. Strummer please give me a break?

Were the Clash a great band? Of course they were. Did they
headline one of the best shows I've ever seen in my life? Yes, they
did. Did they leave a legacy of wonderful songs and memories that
may well outlive all of us? Indubitably. Were they “absolutely bril-
liant” at what they did? Well, that depends on what he means.

If he’s talking purely on the level of entertainment,
excitement and good old-fashioned show business, then he’s
dead right. For the first two or three years the Clash were one
of the most exciting live acts in the world. But then the same
thing was true of Frank Sinatra, and for a lot longer than two
or three years.

I get the uneasy feeling, though, that Strummer is talking
about more than just his role as an entertainer. I can’t help think-
ing he’s also talking about the social and political revolution that
the Clash were meant to be leading, or at least providing the

soundtrack for, how they were supposed to be about much more
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than just music, how they were marketed as “the only English band
that matters.”

I still have my flyer from the first time they played in San
Francisco, January 1979, I think it was. Because of contractual
reasons (hippie rock promoter Bill Graham had sewn up a decid-
edly non-groovy, non-peace and love arrangement where it was
almost impossible for bands to play Frisco except in one of his
venues), the name of the band wasn't on the flyers, just an easily
recognizable silhouette photo from their first LP and that slogan,
“the only English band that matters.”

It was a DIY show in the days before punk rockers knew what
DIY shows were. What I mean is that while many punk shows were
DIY, there wasn’t that consciousness of “"doing something for the
scene.” It was more that if nobody put on a show, there wouldn'’t
be one. People who openly talked about helping to “build the
scene” could expect to be laughed at. Punks didn’t believe in any-
thing, not even themselves.

I exaggerate, of course. Even in the earliest, most nihilistic
days, San Francisco housed a different kind of punk, the more
positive, upbeat, constructive kind. It’s probably because of all
that leftover hippie heritage in the air They were in the minority,
sure, and they got made fun of a lot, but they were also the reason
that San Francisco’s punk scene kept growing and developing long
after the more commercial scenes in LA and New York crashed
and burned.

It was that kind of punks who put on the show at the Temple
Beautiful, a disused Jewish synagogue on Geary Boulevard, next
door to the building Jim Jones had made infamous as the
People’s Temple. It was a benefit, meant to raise money for a
youth center and concert venue - sort of a Gilman Street nearly
10 years ahead of its time. A ton of money was raised and
promptly disappeared without anything ever being built: it could
easily be a fitting metaphor for the futility of the early punk scene
in general and the Clash’s version of it in particular.

The door price was right: three bucks, which even allowing
for inflation was pretty good. When the Clash came back the fol-
lowing year to play one of Bill Graham’s generic rock palaces,
tickets were three or four times as much. All the opening acts
were homegrown punk bands, one of them being my friend Don
Vinyl’s band, the Offs. Don was another of those hippies-turned-
punks. When I'd see him up on stage snarling his way through a
set of what many called the loudest and worst punk rock in San
Francisco, it was hard to remember that when I'd met him in
1975, he was sporting long curly hair and invited me over to his
house to listen to the new Jefferson Starship album.

The Offs later got into two-tone and ska and got pretty
good—before, that is, Don snuffed it with a heroin OD—but
tonight they were still in the loud and bad phase. I hadn’t seen
Don for a few months, but I bumped into him as he was headed
for the stage. I gestured toward the crowd, which had now grown
to a couple thousand, and said, “Things are really getting a lot
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bigger, aren’t they? How do you think it’s all turning out?”

This was a conversation we regularly used to have, sort of a
“Which way is the scene going?” kind of thing. But there was a
special edge to my question tonight, which he sensed and dodged.
It was partly the unsettling juxtaposition of swastika armbands—
they were still quite stylish in those days—with the stained glass
windows that featured the Jewish Star of David. It was the lurid
red light that bathed the whole venue and made the black-leather
and jackboot crowd look a little more sinister than your standard
suburban nightmare. It was kids snarling and spitting and shoving
each other with no sign that it was meant to be some kind of fash-
ion statement. It was the dead-eyed 15 year old girls leaned up
against walls with needles dangling from their arms.

I could see from the look on Don’s face that a heavy conver-
sation was the last thing he wanted right about then. It was partly
because he was due up on stage, but I sensed a darker side to his
reluctance, too. He knew that here, no matter how fucked up, no
matter how self-destructive, was the audience he craved, that every
aspiring artist craves. It might not be perfect, but it was his. He
told me, “Hey, it’s going great, isn't it? There’s more kids getting
into punk all the time.”

I tried to press him on the question, “Yeah, but don’t you
worry sometimes where it’s all going?” He was already pulling
away from me, jonesing for the limelight. “Don’t worry, it'll all
work out. The kids know what they're doing.”

Then he was onstage, and the Offs were really good, the best
I'd ever seen them, and soon I'd forgotten my troubling ques-
tions, too, because the Clash were coming on. Everybody has
their moments in life when the heavens open up and all the lights
go on and all of a sudden they understand what rock and roll is
all about, and this was mine. There were no great ideologies being
preached, or cosmic revolutions in sound and harmony: it was
really like nothing more than a good, rousing rock and roll dance
down at the high school gym, but at the kind of high school we
only wish and dream we could have gone to, the kind James Dean
and Marlon Brando and Elvis Presley and Little Richard would
have gone to if life were a rock and roll movie.

I had a similar sort of experience one other time, when the
Ramones played Pauley Ballroom at UC Berkeley in 1980, but
that was more wholesome, kind of like a ‘50s sock hop where
everyone just danced themselves into a sweat-soaked frenzy with
dazed and happy grins plastered across their faces. It was different
when the Clash played. It felt more edgy, more dangerous, as if
any moment the magic and fun could be shattered by a gunshot
or the flash of a knife blade plunging in for the kill.

But the end result was the same: every song blended seamlessly
into every other, and the whole thing dissolved into one of those
eternal teenage dreams, the kind you're still having when they’re
shoveling you into the grave. On the basis of that show alone, the
Clash deserve to live forever. If only they could have left it at that...

By the time the Clash played San Francisco again, things had
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changed. The money raised from the Temple Beautiful gig had
disappeared in a baffling whirl of accusations and (probably) drug
habits. The all-ages youth center never did get started. Punk, or,
more accurately, New Wave, had become big business, and there
were shows nearly every night of the week. But there was still no
band with the legend and mystique of the Clash, and they sold out
two nights at Bill Graham’s Warfield Theater.

Maybe it was just me, but it all seemed horribly wrong. For
one thing, I'd gotten stuck up in the balcony, which was all the-
ater-style seats, instead of down on the floor. But more impor-
tantly, the Clash seemed like just another rock band, doing the
rounds to promote their latest album. For an opening act they
brought out Mikey Dread, a Jamaican toaster who was semi-well
known in England but a complete mystery to American audi-
ences. His thing basically consisted of shouting incomprehensible
Caribbean patois over reggae dub tracks, and was almost unbear-
able to listen to. Following him was an elderly black American
R&B singer, Lee Dorsey, whose only hit (“Working In A Coal
Mine”) had been back in the mid-'60s.

Mikey Dread came across all surly, as if he couldn’t care less
whether anyone had any idea what he was on about; Lee Dorsey,
on the other hand, was clearly thrilled to be singing in front of a
large audience again, if a bit bewildered as to how this good for-
tune had come about. In the case of both acts, though, the
unspoken message from the Clash seemed to be: “This is authen-
tic roots music that you white kids need to be listening to whether
you like it or not.”

I was getting a more cynical message: not only were the Clash
giving themselves some cred for dredging up these obscure black
musicians, they were also providing themselves with some opening
acts who a) were sure to make the Clash look good by comparison;
b) would be suitably grateful for the work; and ¢) would probably
work very cheaply.

Maybe it was only me being cynical. Maybe the Clash gen-
uinely thought these guys were good, and that the American audi-
ences would enjoy them, or at least benefit from being exposed to
different kinds of music. Personally, I think it’s a bit of both; the
Clash, like many Europeans, probably did regard black music as
intrinsically more soulful or "real” than anything that whites
could ever do. At the same time, they couldn’t have helped notic-
ing that even the watered-down, bloated rock star version of the
Clash that they now presented was blowing these supposedly more
“real” black musicians right off the stage.

And it was watered down, it was bloated. They did all the
“hits,” including most of my favorites from “London Calling,”
and it left me totally cold. It was like watching a wind-up jukebox
featuring your favorite Clash action figures. I walked out of there
with a stomachache and never bothered seeing the Clash again.

Was I being too hard on them? Was I letting one mediocre
gig stop me from enjoying what had been for at least a while one
of the greatest rock and roll bands in the history of the world?

Probably. I was in a bad mood that night, and I was looking at
everything, even the girl I was with, with a super-critical eye. But
there was something more to it, too. [ was holding the Clash to a
standard that I'd never dream of holding most bands to, precisely
because it was the kind of standard they’d set up for themselves.

When the Rolling Stones, a long-running candidate for
“world’s greatest rock and roll band,” played a poor or embar-
rassing show, it didn’t tarnish their image the same way, because
they'd never made any bones about being anything but a rock and
roll band. But when the Clash started becoming a mockery of
themselves, when they started cranking out commercial schlock
like “Should I Stay Or Should I Go,” it hurt.

All these years later, I don’t listen to my Clash records all
that often. In preparation for writing this column, I went
through the double-LP set of "London Calling” about three
times, and that’s probably the biggest single dose of the Clash I've
had since the early '80s. Nothing blindingly new was revealed: the
brilliant songs were as brilliant as ever, and the so-so songs just as
so-so. One thing had changed, though: while the intro to
“London Calling” was as catchy and intoxicating as ever, it had
lost that apocalyptic edge that used to send chills right through my
body. It was just another great pop song.

And that’s the sort of thing I'd like to hear Joe Strummer
talk about. We don’t need him to tell us how great the Clash
were—anyone with ears can figure that out for himself—or how
exciting the late 70s punk era was—

those of us who were there can remember, and the younger
kids have already imagined it into something even more exciting
than it could have ever been. But we do need Strummer, and
other survivors of that era, to make a stab at explaining how so
many ideas and values could have gone so wrong.

Look at it this way: in the mid to late '70s, when punk burst
upon the scene, there was a large leftist and anti-authoritarian
movement in both Britain and the United States. Both countries
had moderately center-left governments, and the public mood
was, if a bit squishy, still generally tilted toward the idea of pro-
gressive and liberal social change.

Twenty-some years later, leftism is dead in the water, both
Britain and the United States have endured long bouts of extreme
right-wing governments, and even today’s center-left govern-
ments would be considered fairly conservative by '70s standards.
In short, punk’s grandiose political schemes achieved less than
zilch. If anything, society has moved in precisely the opposite
direction.

Even today, what there is of a political movement within the
punk scene consists of uncritically rehashing the 1960s: the same
ineffectual protest marches and occasional riots, the same knee-jerk
reactions and slogan-based policy. The only thing that’s changed is
that back in the '60s and, to a lesser extent, the "70s, people were
still listening. Despite the aberration of Seattle and the WTO, the

first time in years that a left-wing demonstration has gotten major
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media attention, the attitude of the vast
majority of Americans and Europeans
towards the program espoused by self-styled
punk “progressives” remains the same: it
says nothing to them about their lives.

To some people, being “punk” is like
being in love: it means never having to say
you're sorry. Every generation has an ele-
ment of this; some of you surely have par-
ents who think nothing of any political
and cultural significance has happened
since the Beatles broke up, and to many
people my parents’ age, it’s all been
downbhill since Roosevelt died. But what
originally attracted me to punk was its
iconoclastic nature, its need to question
everything and believe nothing. When
punks start getting smug and nostalgic and
self-satisfied, they’re worse than hippies,
because the hippies started out as smug
and nostalgic and self-satisfied. Punks
were supposed to go one step beyond.

It’s not often fun to look back on all
the dumb things we did and the dumber
things we said as were bumbling our way
through life. But fun or not, it’s absolute-
ly essential that we do it. Life itself is
nothing but a series of dumb mistakes
punctuated, if we're lucky, by a few daz-
zling epiphanies. But those epiphanies,
those revelations, those blinding moments
of understanding that make all of life
worthwhile, only come to those who are
ready to honestly admit, to themselves and
the world at large, that most of what
they've ever said or done is nonsense.

Well-intentioned nonsense, sure.
Glorious, uproarious fun nonsense, that
too. The surest path to wisdom is the way
of the fool. But as soon as we stop ques-
tioning ourselves, as soon as we start
thinking that we’ve got it well and truly
figured out and all we need now is for the
rest of the world to catch on, our lives are
essentially over. We're not going to learn
anything new, we're not going to accom-
plish anything beyond building shrines to
ourselves and stockpiling fame and for-
tune as bulwarks against the awful knowl-
edge we can’t bear to face: that we really
still don’t know anything at all.
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t's hard to imagine the last decade of rock

music history without Matador Records.

The back catalog for their American and
European operations reads like a college radio
Hall of Fame. Guided By Voices, Belle and
Sebastian, Liz Phair, Unsane, Pizzicato Five,
Teenage Fanclub, Sleater-Kinney, Pavement,
Thinking Fellers, Cornelius, Unwound, Jon
Spencer Blues Explosion, Modest Mouse, and
Yo La Tengo have all benefited from the label’s
magic touch. The startling thing about this list
is the fact that every one of these artists has
received considerable critical acclaim. As any-
one with experience in the music business
knows, getting positive press is half the battle.
It's not enough to sign quality acts. You have
to spread the word. And Matador has done an
unbelievable job of it.

There are some who feel that Matador's
success came at too high a price. For the bet-
ter part of its ten-year history, Matador had a
significant advantage over similar labels
because of its major-label ties, first to Atlantic
and then to Capitol. But now Matador is fully
independent once more. The days when you
could see a Superchunk video on MTV or hear
Pavement on commercial radio are a distant
memory. And rock is in the middle of one of
its worst crises ever.

It's an odd time for an indie-rock label to
be celebrating its 10th anniversary. But
Matador has taken the bull by the horns,
releasing a three-record set documenting the
wide range of artists on its present roster. It's a
testament to the label’s aesthetic vitality that
this collection is no memorial. It looks back—
compiling tracks by some of Matador’s best-
known artists—only to look forward, making
bands like Yo La Tengo and Guided By Voices
sound fresh by juxtaposing them with newer
artists. Probably the most striking thing about
this release is the way in which it distances
Matador from rock culture. Matador has never
forced its acts into an aesthetic straightjacket.
But what this collection makes clear is the
extent to which the label wants listeners to
perceive it as transcending any particular musi-
cal genre. Hard-edged punk and white-boy art
pop a la Belle and Sebastian mix it up with a
range of electronica and hip-hop. All in all, the
effect is to position Matador as a player in the
2000s instead of a left-over from the 1990s.

Punk Planet recently had the pleasure of
talking to Matador’s co-owners Gerard Cosloy
and Chris Lombardi about the label’s past
and future.

Interview by Charlie Bertsch
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| thought
we'd start
with a nuts-and-
bolts question.
Could you describe
how you build your
roster of artists?

Chris: Something will
come across my desk; or
someone will be playing
something in the office; or
one of our bands will be
touring with some other band
and will tell us how great they
were; or Gerard

or [ will

pick up a record in a
store; or something will
get sent by someone we
know. Then Gerard
and [ will listen to it
and say “yay” or
“nay.” And if one
of us says “nay,”
we don't sign
them.
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Gerard: Suffice to say that Chris and I do
a lot of listening, a lot of sharing records,
a lot of arguing over those records and
more than a little bit of “what if?” fanta-
sizing. While Chris and I disagree from
time to time, we seem to have quite a bit
of common ground, as evidenced by the

overflowing release schedule.

With all the retrenchment in the music business
these days, the rumor mill is flying fast and furi-
ous. Is Matador doing alright financially?

Chris: Yes.

Is it true that Matador US laid some people off
recently?

Chris: Yes. We have reorganized. We had
a lot of support staff. Half this
company spent half their time
in Los Angeles educating
another company about
how to sell records that

were fairly commer-
cial. And we needed
people to push paper
around here. What
we're doing now is hiring
and promoting people to
become more project manag-
er-oriented. We have 20 artists
and released 29 albums last year and
the fact is that we need people who can be
there to hold the artists’ hands. Nearly 95%
of our groups don’t have management. It’s
almost like we're building a management
team to deal with the artists. In terms of our
restructuring, we had very broken-up depart-

ments and now we're combining them.
So you're not downsizing, you're resizing.

Chris: Right. In the end, our head count in
New York will have gone down by two, from
31 to 29. There was a rumor that we were
going to ax half the staff and shit like that.
And it’s like, “Fuck it. Let everyone gossip.”
Especially since we've survived for so long,
people like to badmouth us. It's so fucking
stupid. We put out good records. We've
always been fair to our artists. We've
always been fair to our employees.
We probably have the most
relaxed working atmos-

phere of any

company around. We have very, very happy
employees. The fact that people are wasting
their breath on the ins and outs of an inde-
pendent record label is ridiculous. They
should be discussing what great records we're
putting out.

One of the things that doesn’t come up often
enough in the world of independent music is
that there are so many ventures which have
an aura of authenticity, even though the peo-
ple doing most of the work don’t get paid
adequately for their labor. But that’s not true
of Matador, right?

Chris: Exactly. Our employees get dental

and medical. And we pay for it, not them.
Not only that, when we did our deals with
Atlantic and Capitol, everybody here got a
little piece of the action. I think that’s say-

ing something.

I've always been impressed by the fact that
Matador has a lot of artists who aren't American.

i\ THERE'S NO PARTICULAR MATADOR SOUND. | DON'T THINK

Chris: We've always been globally focused.

Gerard: Some of our earliest signings
were artists from exotic locations like New
Zealand, Glasgow and Vancouver. Well,
one out of three isn’t bad!

Chris: We signed whatever we liked. To
give one example, there wasn’t necessarily
a particular scheme to focus on Japan. It’s
just that there are some great groups com-
ing out of there. We signed Pizzicato 5
over five years ago. Working with them
increased our relationships and visibility
there. And we ended up in getting in
touch with Cornelius, who was friends
with the Pizzicato 5 people. It was kind of
natural in that instance. And, as Gerard
pointed out, Teenage Fanclub was one of
the first groups we signed. Internationally,

we've always been very broad-minded.

In terms of the American independent music
scene, not many labels have made much
effort to become international.

Chris: I would actually say that no labels
have. The funny thing is, working with some
of our major-label partners in the past, we
realized that they weren’t much better. You
saw the lack of synergy between their sub-
sidiary companies. Here you'd have EMI,

British-based, but which has a very successful
company Capitol Records or Virgin Records
in the States, yet they never really shared
their artists. Or there was frustration because
an artist did well in Germany, but no one
really wanted to break that artist in England
or America or Japan. By contrast, since
Gerard and I are like-minded in our efforts,
we find interesting groups that will work well
in most places. We sign artists around the
world who fit into our roster’s general feel.
We've always been eclectic in our tastes, but
you can put Cornelius next to Solex. Even
though one’s from Amsterdam and one’s
from Japan, Solex has been to Japan and
sold records and Cornelius has been to

Amsterdam and sold records there too.

Do you think this internationalist approach
helps Matador to break free of the provincial-
ism that besets a lot American labels?

Gerard: I'm not sure [ understand what

you mean by the "provincialism” of other
American labels. Kill Rock Stars, with the
Hangovers; Merge, with Third Eye
Foundation and Ganger; Touch & Go,
with Uzeda and The Ex; Drag City, with
Ghost and Dirty Three; and Thrill Jockey,
with Toshimaru Nakamura—all these labels
are quite involved with music from other
places, and those are just examples I can
think of off the top of my head. And a
“provincial” label like Dischord seems to
work mostly with its friends—which is fine,
if your friends are talented musicians—but

their influence in anything but provincial.

Point taken. But | can’t help but feel that
Matador is particularly cosmopolitan. Sure,
most of the better-known American labels
have bands from overseas. But the scope of
their internationalism is more modest than
your own. Maybe a better way of approaching
this topic is to focus on what Matador is not. |
don't get a sense that you're tied to a particu-
lar music community in the way that Kill Rock
Stars or Merge or Touch & Go are. In other
words, although those labels may not be
“provincial” in a pejorative sense, they don't
seem as resolutely anti-provincial as you do.

Chris: That I can see. There’s no particular
Matador sound. I don’t think we've ever

been provincial from either an American or

regional point of view. We are a New York
label. And we did have a number of New
York artists early on, basically because the
New York scene was very vital, very vibrant
and we signed people who were friends of
ours. But we bought records from all over
the place. Most of the groups we've signed
did not come from someone sending us a
demo. We've usually signed artists who have
released a 7” or released a record on their
own or on a very small indie like Pavement,
who had put out singles on their own and a
10” on Drag City. And, of course, they were
from the West Coast. So were the Thinking
Fellers. I don’t think we ever though of our-
selves as being a New York label that repre-
sented the New York rock scene.

How has being located there affected the
label's development?

Chris: I'm a proud New Yorker. I love the
city. I think our location does give us an edge

in being a more internationally-oriented
company as opposed to a Minneapolis-based
company. Maybe not everybody gets to go
through Minneapolis. Maybe you don’t get
to see every band when they’re on tour. But
pretty much every band plays New York at
one time or another. So that certainly has
been a help for us in our A&R. And being in
New York doesn’t hurt our publicity either.
You've got to admit that when something
happens in New York, it’s national news. It’s
like that slogan, “if you can make it there,
you can make it anywhere.” [ mean, people
do sort of stand up and pay attention to what

goes on in New York.

What's going on with Matador Europe? It seems
to have a bigger profile as of late, but maybe
that's just because Gerard is living in the UK.

Chris: Matador Europe is something we
started about three years ago. Originally
we had used a promotions company there.
My concept was never to license product
to other territories or other labels.

Gerard: We've been fortunate to work with
some tremendous artists and labels via
licensing, but we’d prefer to work directly
with the artists themselves. So we're trying
to take advantage of the infrastructure we
already have in place in the UK.

Chris: Initially there was only one
employee, then two employees, and now,
with Gerard over there, six employees. We
used to have trouble signing European
bands for the world. An English band
would be like, “Great, but in Europe your
presence isn't strong enough, so we want

to sign with Domino.”

Gerard, have you've learned anything inter-
esting about the perception of Matador and,
more broadly, the American independent
music world, during your time in the UK?

Gerard: I don't feel comfortable presuming
how anyone else perceives this label or
American independent music, whether they
are from the UK or anywhere else. I don’t
know for sure how the label is perceived in the
US, either. I assume some people like us, some
don't, some are into individual artists regard-
less of label affiliation and the vast majority of
the population have no idea who we are.

WE'VEEVER BEEN PROVINCIAL FROM EITHER AN AMERICAN OR REGIONAL POINT OF VIEW. WE ARE A NEW YORK LABEL.

Does the distance from the US help you per-
ceive what's going on there in a new light?

Gerard: I couldn’t possibly claim it helps—
spending most of my time in London
means that I'm less likely to hear or see
new things that are happening in the US,
no matter how hard I try to keep up with
records, books, films, you name it. On
the other hand, I tend to find out about
things that are happening here—or in the
rest of the continent—a bit faster than I
did when I was living in New York, so it all
tends to even out. It isn't something I
worry about an awful lot—there are still
plenty of new records and new US-based
artists that I'm excited by.

Matador just celebrated its 10th anniversary.
There isn't much precedent for an indie label
to have done so well for so long...

Gerard: It is flattering and kind that any-
one thinks our label is special enough to
analyze, but all we've really done is put out
records we like. The individual records
and specific artists are much more impor-
tant than the label.

What about the business end? A lot of labels
have been going through hard times in the
wake of the post-alternative consolidation of
the industry.
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Chris: We're very cautious about how we do
business here. We don’t take huge chances on
things. We have a certain model that we work
off in terms of marketing and expenditure.
But I think one of the reasons we've succeed-
ed as long as we have is the eclectic nature of
the company. We haven’t been stuck with one
particular sound. You can only be hip for so
long. So if you're attached to one particular
genre—grunge rock or garage rock or hip-
hop or whatever—you're going to eventually

run into trouble.

Gerard: Within the general confines of
“underground rock,” our label is sort of
eclectic, but it isn’t for me to say if we are
or aren’t more special than any other
company. Our “aesthetic vision” is some-
thing for others to ponder. We're just

music fans who like more than one thing.

WE TRY T0 FOSTER A CREATIVE ENVIRONMENT WHERE THE ARTISTS WE LIKE CAN MAKE THE SORT OF RECORDS THEY WANT AND WHERE THE

Obviously there are musical genres not
represented on our roster. We completely

missed out on the hate-edge thing!

Chris mentioned hip-hop. One of the interest-
ing things about the 3-record collection you
put out to celebrate your 10th anniversary is
that it foregrounds your forays into that genre.
What led you to diversify in that direction?

Gerard: I wish we had been putting out
hip-hop records a long time ago. The

problem was, we didn’t know where to start!

Chris: I think we were afraid about how to

approach it.

Gerard: We weren't going to sign a hip-hop
artist just so we could have a generic hip-hop
signing. And it wasn't as though we were
going to find an innovative, unsigned hip-
hop act by just sitting around and waiting for
one to come to us. So we ended up getting
involved with hip-hop—on a business level,
at least—the same way we got involved with
the famous indie rockers on the label. We
bought records, played them to death and
found out that our favorite group—who had
already released a bunch of indie singles—
didn’t have a deal for an album. The parallels
between the way The Arsonists and the way
Pavement came to the label are uncanny—if

parallels can be uncanny.

Chris: Our strategy was that we could sell
independent, underground hip-hop as well
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as we could sell independent rock records.
The same stores that are buying our Blues
Explosion records are also stocking hip-hop
records. The same kids are buying them.
Now when we're marketing a band like The
Arsonists, we do embrace a hip-hop model
in terms of street teams and advertising in
magazines where we normally wouldn’t. But
we're also very focused on making sure that
the readers of local weeklies and rock maga-

zines also know about our hip-hop artists.

Another advantage to being in New York,
from the perspective of hip-hop, is that music
culture doesn't seem to be quite as racially
stratified there as it is elsewhere in the US,
and the independent music scene in particu-
lar is more hybridized.

Chris: Yes. I think that’s what we're concen-
trating on. Think of the Dr. Octagon releas-

es—that’s hip-hop that draws a wide range of
listeners and it’s focused on a more educat-
ed, college rock kind of audience. In terms
of the more mainstream hip-hop magazines,
they actually ghettoize great, underground,
creative music because of the fact that, at this
point, rap has become so powerful in its
largess. The really good indie stuff is
ignored. The kids who are putting out great
records that sell 10 or 15,000 copies or
whatever are completely ignored by the
mainstream hip-hop media. It's much the
way it was with the rock media in 1989. No
one was writing about Soul Asylum, or Sonic
Youth, or Big Black, or the Butthole Surfers,
even though they were selling 10 or 15,000
copies. Instead, the media was focusing on
Poison or Guns ‘n Roses. And that all
changed in the beginning of the 90s. That's
where I think hip-hop is right now. It'sin a
place where the whole underground hip-hop
genre will explode much in the way that indie
rock did when we started the label.

Matador started as an indie label and you're
back to being an indie label. But for a good
portion of the 1990s you had a relationship
with a major, first Atlantic and then Capitol.
Looking back on that period, how do you feel
about it? Do you have regrets? Do you think
it was necessary?

Chris: I think in both cases it was a valuable
relationship in the sense that we were able

to sign the artists that we wanted to and also

learn to become a real company. We
became more organized. I didn’t go to
business school. Gerard didn’t go to busi-
ness school. We were shooting from the hip
a little bit. And working with a large corpo-
ration, with business managers, lawyers
etc., I think we got to be more professional
and build a company that had great systems
and great staff. And we got to have better
distribution for a while, even though I
think independent distribution is quite
good these days. But ultimately, the pur-
pose for having those relationships was not
solely to build the company, but to use the
manpower that these larger, national com-
panies had for promotion. The fact was
that, from 1993-1997, I think there
was a lot of promise in the idea

that the listening public was

going to become more and

more experimental in its

taste and that you'd be able

to hear not only Liz Phair,
who was probably our most
commercial artist, but also
Pavement, Blues Explosion
and other bands on main-
stream radio. That seemed

to be the way that radio and
video were going. But they
didn’t end up going that way.
So the promotional muscle of
Atlantic and Capitol ultimately
became unnecessary, because we make

non-mainstream music.

It's interesting that you bring about profes-
sionalism because that's one of the first
things that strikes me about Matador. Gerard,
you worked at Homstead Records in the
'80s. I'm curious if your experience there
influenced the way you approached Matador.
What did you decide to do differently?

Gerard: I think we decided to make sure
that the bands were paid for the records
they sold. And that the contracts we wrote
specified our obligations to the artists, not
just their obligations to the label. Almost
from the start, Matador was much more
ambitious commercially—not in terms of
the musical content, but the way the releas-
es were promoted and marketed—than
Homestead, even when Matador had little
financial backing to speak of. The big dif-
ference between Matador and Homestead

is that Homestead’s ownership did not
have a very high opinion of the label, the
artists, the two-person staff or the people
who purchased the records. Even if you
don’t have very much money, it helps if

you believe in what you're doing. We do.

Did you carry anything over from the
Homestead days?

Gerard: Not very much, though I'm sure you
can find a few musical links and bits of the
old sensibility seeping through.
I think Matador is a
much better, far
more focused
record

label.

As far as
Matador’s
professionalism
goes, | wonder
whether it presents any

ideological problems. There's a ten-
dency in the independent music scene to
exalt seat-of-your-pants amateurism. | sup-
pose some people might accuse you of being
too corporate. Do you perceive a tension
between “professionalization” and the com-
mitment to stay true to the music?

Gerard: I don’t see a contradiction in
combining “professionalism” and staying
true to the music—most of the artists we
represent consider themselves to be pro-
fessionals. At the same time, “profession-
alism” in and of itself doesn’t count for
much. We could be much better organized
than we are now, but if the records weren’t

interesting and we didn’t have any musical

knowledge—or have a clue how to reach an
empathetic audience—it would make no
difference. There are plenty of “profes-
sional” indie labels, though not all of

them are worth paying attention to.

Did you see contradictions in your major-
label partnerships?

Chris: I never entertained the indie vs.
major argument. I felt that if anybody went
back and looked at what we accomplished—
who we signed, who we worked with, who we
hired—during the time we were affiliated
with a major label, I don’t think anybody

could accuse us of selling out in any way.

| don't think many people would dispute the
quality of your releases. But the animus
against major labels is rooted in a worldview
that goes beyond the music itself. It's a ques-
tion of principle.

Chris: And I can appreciate that. But I
think music should be written about

because it’s good.

Gerard: I do see a contradiction in
putting out intelligent, highly personal
music and using the same means and
venues of presentation that you would for
hawking cosmetics, bubblegum, heroin,
etc. I'm not against marketing, but things
like web sites, consumer advertisements
and posters should be thought-provok-
ing—otherwise, why bother? A question I
often ask myself when we are discussing
marketing plans is, “If I wasn’t already a
fan of this artist, what could be done to
make me curious?” I’m not interested in
what could be done to make the hypothet-
ical "average person” curious. If we can’t
relate to the interests of record buyers—
and we should be able to, because we're all
music fans—none of it really works. A
band is better off putting out their own
records than they are working with a label
that doesn’t know who their fans—existing

or potential—are or is too lazy to learn.

Chris, when you were talking about your
major-label partnerships you were contrasting
the mid-1990s to the present. I'd like to hear
your current assessment of the music industry.

Chris: The state of commercial music
right now is so sickly and so depressing
that I honestly have faith that through the

internet—MP3s, on-line magazines, chat
rooms—people are going to be more
inquiring and more educated about what
good music is out there. Because the m.o.
from the majors is only to release multi-
multi-platinum artists. They've slimmed
down their staffs. They've cut their ros-
ters. It's only going to be about one-hit
wonders. There isn’t the same loyalty
towards rock and roll anymore. People
move on. They have one or two songs that
they link on an album. No one goes out
and buys the next record. It’s not about
building careers. That’s something that
we’ve always been proud of: we didn’t
shove shit down people’s throats, we tried
to get our records out to as many people
as possible, we never compromised our

artists’ integrity, and we always wanted to

AUDIENCE’S INTELLIGENCE IS RESPECTED, WHICH SHOULD NOT BE CONFUSED WITH PANDERING TO ITS TASTES.

have artists build their careers so they
could play in front of more people and

have more people buy their records.

| can't really find fault with that approach,
but it is rather limited in scope. There’s a dif-
ference between building careers and build-
ing a community. Is Matador a purely aes-
thetic venture—one which also seeks to
make some money—or do you also see it as
something more? In other words, is there a
political dimension to your work?

Gerard: My own politics aren’t necessarily
those of Chris, my other co-workers or the
artists on the label. So without going into
unnecessary detail about that stuff, I'd like
to think the non-specific Matador ideals are
quite simple: We try to foster a creative
environment where the artists we like can
make the sort of records they want and
where the audience’s intelligence is respect-
ed, which should not be confused with pan-
dering to its tastes. How any of that is sup-
posed to be a sure-fire formula for making
money is anyone’s guess. It's a pretty shitty
formula when you really think about it. But
it isn’t as though our business plan has some
smoking gun you're not being told about.
We put out records we like and we assume

that others will like them as well.

Charlie Bertsch is a writer and teacher living in Vallejo,
CA. You can reach him by e-mail at cbertsch@crl.com
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| want to have TUIN. I,;

have SEX. Let's he @
~ ahout it and open up:

“ ile up to sing along, our sweaty bod-
ies in unison, while your hands slip
their way to my crotch, while the

band played our song.” With lyrics like these,

it's not hard to figure out what Limpwrist's
agenda is all about. This all-gay, all-straight-
edge band loves hardcore boys, and they love
boys hardcore.

Fronted by lead singer Martin Sorrondeguy,

who many may remember from the seminal

Latino hardcore band Los Crudos, Limpwrist

weds the spastic sounds of old school East

Coast straightedge punk with the campy, sex-

positive lyrics that one might expect at a

Homocore show. Although together for only a

few months, the band has already recorded an

album and played a slew of shows to enthusi-
astic crowds. Their popularity may be influ-
enced in part by the novelty of an all-queer
straightedge band, but probably more so by

Martin's well-known method of extreme audi-

ence engagement. Martin is talkative, witty,

intelligent, and, as in Crudos, he demands the
participation of the crowd. As in his Crudos
days, Martin articulates the meaning behind
every song. Although with lyrics like “Why do
you think we want you in our crew/Just cuz
you got dick it doesn't mean you'll
do/Limpwrist recruits, yeah fuck you,” the
band will never be accused of subtlety or con-
descending sophistication.

At their show in Chicago in early December,

1999 there was a general feeling of goodwill

and excitement. Prior to the gig, Martin hand-
ed out lyric sheets—hand-typed lyrical mani-
festo adorned with appropriated Tom of
Finland images doctored to parody straight-
edge iconography. Although Martin’s lyrical
approach is blunt and decidedly scene-orient-
ed, Limpwrist smartly decodes the subtext of
homoeroticism that fuels the overexcited male
energy of a hardcore show. His lyrics subvert
the over-zealous declarations of brotherhood
and unity that run rampant in the hardcore
scene—declarations that all us queer kids
have, at one time or another, in a crowded,
sweaty pit, appreciated the irony of.

This conversation took place with Martin one
afternoon a couple weeks after the show.

Interview by Sean Capone

How did Limpwrist come about?

I was talking with our guitarist Mark—he
had recently come out and been in some
previous bands—the topic of homocore
came up. We were saying how there were
lots of homo bands, but where was the
core? We thought it was a good idea to
start a full-on hardcore punk band that
was all gay. And since we were both
straightedge, we figured we’d just push it
really far and do a full-on hardcore
straightedge band. We were trying to think
of who else could be in it, and we thought
of Andrew from Kill The Man Who
Questions, who I knew was also gay. There
was the issue of the drummer—I thought I
would have to drum as well, but we found
a kid in Philly who heard about the project
and really wanted to be a part of it.

Comparing this to the work you did in Los
Crudos, it seems the lyrics are much more
blunt and campy, as well as less political and
more scene-oriented. Why the shift?

In Crudos, we addressed a lot of things
but this was the one part of my life that
was lacking. I love music, I love Crudos
and people were probably expecting some-
thing more like that, but there is another
side to me and I'm sure that it was kind of
a shock to most people. The lyrics are very
scene oriented, but our target is the scene,
since we are so involved in it, and I think
it's something that’s needed. After so
many years of the hardcore scene being
dominated by a sexuality that refuses to
acknowledge itself, we needed to finally
reclaim some of it for ourselves. It is really
loud, and aggressive, and speaks to the
punk scene—but not so much that some-
one coming in from the gay scene would
not be able to come in and appreciate it.
It’s us trying to have a voice, to be clever
and approach the situation creatively, but
as far as larger issues go, it is a new project
and over time we hope to incorporate
other elements and address other areas.
But mainly, it’s about being out, loud,
vocal and putting forth what I think is
important, whatever it is about myself—my
outness, my latinoness. I'm not gonna sit
around and worry about someone else

doing it for me.

You came out on stage before an audience
when you were in Crudos. What motivated
you to come out so publicly?

I think it’s unhealthy to close yourself up.
My goal is to be sexually open—not to
offend anyone, but to deal openly with my
sexuality. I think it’s because those issues
are so closed in the scene that a lot of
people drop out. In a scene where sex talk
is criminalized and feelings are policed
and repressed, people try to maintain
unrealistic expectations and you get to the
point where you need to explore those
feelings, especially when you're young. I'm
all about positive sexuality and expressing
a positive viewpoint about being gay and
out. I'm not up there saying “we’re queer,
we’'re lonely, we're oppressed blah blah
blah,” you know? Fuck that. I want to have
fun. I want to have sex. Let’s be creative
about it and open up a little. Sex is not a
negative thing, but in the scene it’s seen to
be. I think that’s why a lot of people leave
it, but we shouldn’t be compartmentaliz-
ing all the parts of your life. We shouldn’t
say “This is my punk side,” or “This is my
sexual side.” The scene should be an
open space where people of all types
should feel welcome to explore their feel-
ings regardless of who they are or what
they look like. The punk scene is not set
up to emulate the beauty standards of
popular culture. For example, a big, hairy
straight boy might hear me say the things
I'm saying and start to feel good about
himself, despite how good he thinks he
looks or what others think of him. We're
trying to embrace that, so that maybe
many non-gays appreciate what we're

doing.

Do you think that a sexual agenda might be
alienating to people who aren’t used to think-
ing about it? Is the punk scene ready for the
sexcore movement?

I think hardcore has had a sexual agenda
all along—it tries so hard to appear asexu-
al but it’s really a very heterosexually
dominant scene. We're not involved in
the homocore scene fully—well we are in
certain ways, but we're really more
involved in the larger dominant hardcore

scene. I think queer people in punk have

been alienated for years now, so am I
worried about alienating the rest of

them? I don’t know.

Although you call yourselves a straightedge
band, the musical style doesn't really refer-
ence what one thinks of as the straightedge
sound—there are no youth crew mosh parts
with big buildups. Your sound is more chaotic
and noisy and punkish, don't you think?

We're not really into the latter-day
straightedge sound, we don’t really like
metal. We're going for an early hardcore
sound, like old school Boston or East
Coast stuff. That’s the straightedge I've
always related to more—back when at shows
it was everybody under one roof, not a
sub-scene within a scene that’s only for
the kids that are really into it. No one’s
really doing the old-old-school stuff these
days. Nowadays “old-school” means like
'92-"93. As far as referencing that sound
in our music, the live show is really noisy,
but you'll hear it more on the recording,
the sing-alongs and stuff like that. And
parodies of that sound are OK. We should
write a song called Girth Crisis. [laughs]

What about Mouthpiece, that's a great
name! Or Better Than a Thousand Blow
Jobs, or Ten Inch Fight.

[laughs] Actually I really like those bands
like Ten Yard Fight and Better Than a
1000. They're doing that sound really
well. I'm anti a lot of the current straight-
edge stuff, but I'm not anti-straightedge.
Straightedge caters to this intense male
bonding and as for us, it’s like “OK, we'll
play along with your brotherhood thing!”
We're all about it like you can’t believe!
This macho scene that exists is overtly
homoerotic, and we can find comfort
within that scene that might seem uninvit-
ing because of its over-the-top macho

flexing.

Why the name Limpwrist? What's the signifi-
cance of using that stereotype?

At first we came up with these absolutely
horrible names. Mark wanted the name
Crushskull. We were talking on the phone
and he came up with Crushskull. Instantly I
was like, “Let’s call it Limpwrist.” C’mon

listen to it, it sounds way hardcore. Say it
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This mach scene that exists is oyertly homoerotic, and we-
can find comfort within that scene that might seem uninviting
hecause of its over-the-top macho flexin

fast, it sounds like a crazy straightedge hard-
core name with all the other meanings
attached to it. It clashes with everything you
associate with hardcore. The majority of the
scene is so hetero and macho it seemed per-
fect to call the band Limpwrist. The inten-

tion was that the band was not being subtle.

Overall the punk scene does not have many
gays and lesbians in it. Do you think the
community is unwelcoming, or that young
gay people are unaware of it in lieu of the
mainstream gay community?

Young gay people... Think about them,
where they're coming from. For example,
XY magazine is fairly new. It’s a magazine
about the lifestyle of being an out, young,
gay person and probably everyone in the
country is getting it and reading it. That’s
just amazing, I love that—the idea of young
gay people being visible is a new idea. Punk
has an element of unattractiveness to it,
and with young people coming out and
coming to terms with their sexuality and
needing to belong to something that’s
inviting, I don’t think that they’d really
want to jump right into the punk scene.
The idea of rejection or nonconformity to
society is not appealing to a young gay per-
son who's coming out and doesn’t need to
feel that sense of alienation. But in the
"70s, the punk scene was loaded with gays
and androgyny. It was actually like the
thing, it was common. The '80s did a real

number on the gay presence in punk...

...with the emergence of hardcore and death
of style and humor.

And homocore stuff was so hard to find,

even if you were gay, there was no outlet
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for this stuff. I remember hearing about
Bruce La Bruce and JD’s and stuff like
that, but you couldn’t find it anywhere.
You're talking about a sub-culture, openly
gay, and punk, burying yourself to where
its unrecognizable. Plus, an early issue I
had with Homocore was that they did no
all-ages shows, they were all 21 and up so
that cut a lot of potential people off. But

it's gotten better now, I guess.

I've come to the conclusion that there's
something fundamental about the scene that
is repellent to most young gays. | used to
think, “OK, there’s just not a ‘safe space’ for
them here.” But you create one, and it's just
like, “Where the hell is everyone?” How
many queers do you think were at the show
tonight? Why were they so reluctant to shout
it out when you asked who there was queer?

[Thinks for a minute] I know for a fact 15
at least. Really loosely—starting at 15, not
counting the people who claim to be
bisexual. I don’t understand why they
wouldn’t shout it out. If there was anytime
they safely could have, it was there. People
don'’t like to be singled out, they're shy.
You don'’t know their position, like who
else might be there that they’d rather did-
n’t know about them. Limpwrist is just
gonna be out there—we’re gonna be there

for those people that can’t be as vocal.

Why do you think the Homocore movement
never exploded the same way, for example,
that riot girl or pop punk did?

Well, homocore's been a part of the
Chicago scene for a long time now. But I
don’t think it was gritty enough, or punk
enough. Like when you think of homo-

core, you think of bands like Pansy
Division, who's really just not punk
enough for me—there’s not enough edge
to them. They do interesting things like
with their record covers and live shows but
musically, it's not enough for me. That’s
what we're trying to do—more aggressive
and edgier hardcore. We're trying to give
this image, everywhere we go, that
Limpwrist has a monster crew of gay punks

in every city.

What's your opinion on where we stand as
gays & lesbians today?

Not in a place I feel too good about. I
want to say, “Why are you trying so hard
to be accepted by all these fucking jerks,
who’ve been so horrible to you for so
long?” The gay community has really
softened up so much in trying to prove
that we're normal and not freaks.
They're trying to buy the world’s
approval. I mean, there are elements that
are great and others that don’t do it for
me—or a lot of other people—at all. In
the process of normalization, a lot of
people end up slipping through the
cracks in the mainstream. Like drag
queens and transgendered people—they
were at the forefront of the movement,
the fist of the movement. The gay com-
munity wants so hard to prove that we're
not freaks, so they're getting cut out
because of the mainstreaming. But it
seems that the younger groups that are
forming are more conscious, they're
including that “T” at the end of the
“GLB” to be more inclusive and effective
making sure that people don't slip
through the cracks.
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1. How long have you been doing your zine and what issue are you on?

I've been doing a fanzine, in some shape or form, since | was 15—so that
would make it six years now. I've been doing Stop Breathing, specifically, for
almost three. I'm on issue eight.

2. How long do you plan on doing it?

For a long while | was convinced the next issue would be it for me. For the first
time in all of the years I've done this, | really heeded closing up shop—until |
realized what a terrible condition that is to work under. Does waiting around for
your predetermined demise sound like a good thing to you? | guess | can't say
for certain how long I'll be here, but my bet is that it'll be a while.

3. What would cause you to quit?

I'd love for it to be something romantic. I'd love to quit because | had accom-
plished everything | could with this monster. But, the reality of it is, I'm sure I'll
call it a day for all the typical reasons, like growing old.

4. How do you distribute your zine?

Tower, Bottlenekk, Desert Moon, Revolver, Ubiquity, Lumberjack—you know, all the
basics. It's actually one of the less concerning aspects of the ‘zine these days. As it
is for most ‘zines, in SB's early stages, distribution was such a bitch. | tend to miss
those days, though. There was a certain charm to begging people like Davey von
Bohlen to sell them at Promise Ring shows or pestering cynical record store clerks.

5. Why is your zine called what it's called?

There's no fanciful impetus behind the ‘zine’s name. | decided to call it Stop
Breathing because that's the name of a song by a band | really like—well, it's
more than that actually, but the real reason is actually quite dull. Just forget it.

6. What were the runner-up names for your zine?

“This Is Where | Wait For The Bus” and “Fuck The Kids.” | also considered “Jackals,
False Grails: The Lonesome Era” for a while, but realized that might be a mouthful.

7. What would you rank as the three main subjects you cover?
Music that matters, why that music matters and grammatical errors.
8. What's the hardest part about doing your zine?

Spending more time on a computer than with the people you love; establishing
an agreement with your body that states, “We don't really need sleep;” When
Puffy won't return your calls.

9. What is the most rewarding part?

Michael Stipe once told a reporter that when REM were recording Murmur, he had
no clue how being in a band worked. He didn't know the difference between a
bass and a guitar, other than a bass had four really thick strings on it. He swore he
didn't know how to sing. When they told him his voice was flat, he'd sing trying to
imagine vocal mountains. To operate under that degree of ignorance and still come
up with a record as compelling as Murmur is quite miraculous. That's why | love
to do Stop Breathing. | have no idea how to run a fully functioning magazine—but
| still publish one. The fact that | can do this without any realistic skills and their
will still be an audience for it, is truly rewarding. Ignorance is bliss, | suppose, but
another great cliché is that good art is made without boundaries.

10. Are you doing your zine for free records?

Absolutely. In fact, I'd like it to be known that the only reason that Stop
Breathing is published is for the free designer drugs and all the invites | get to
pool parties at the Cash Money Records compound.

11. What's the best and worst interview you've ever done?

Hands down, the worst interview | have ever done was for a Versus piece that
never ran. For all | knew, they may have been cardboard replicas of Richard
and Fontaine. Now, the best and worst interview | have ever done was this
past fall with Chan Marshall of Cat Power. The circumstances were disastrous,
but man was it interesting. She's an incredible enigma and quite charming
even—too bad she can't hold together a quote.

12. Quote your favorite thing ever said in the pages of your zine.
“It's not even a word!” —J. Robbins on the level of self-parody “emo” has reached.
13. Do you write everything yourself? If so, why?

Because I'm a neurotic control freak, | indeed write everything myself. But | hardly
do everything myself. There's a lot of great photographers—Angel Mendoza,
Chrissy Piper, Tim Owen—that contribute stuff. Jason Gnewikow designs each
issue’s cover. Josh Hooten (who | still haven't met) constructs the interior pages.
Kevin Wiese copyedits it and probably deserves a medal for his generous displays
of patience. All of them deserve as much credit for Stop Breathing as | do.

14. How is your zine produced?

Usually on a gargantuan web press by people in the Midwest, who have no
ability to grasp the concept of ink control.

15. Handwritten vs. Typewriter vs. Computer?
Sorry, I'm not much of a boxing fan.
16. What other zines inspire you?

Obviously Punk Planet—you'd be hard pressed to find another ‘zine as committed to
longevity and integrity. | also find it inspiring how Ron and Dave at Muddle would like
to take their ‘zine to a plateau that most ‘zines find taboo—it makes me want to do
the same. | love a ton of the newer ‘zines like Held Like Sound and Skyscraper as
well as The Big Takeover and No Depression for fanzines edited by middle-aged men.
But hardly any fanzine inspires me to do Stop Breathing. I'm usually inspired by peo-
ple who are divorced from the publication world—like my mother and my girifriend.

17. What is “selling out”?
Something we will all be accused of once within our punk tenure.
18. If you could live off your zine, would you?

The truth is, | probably wouldn't live off of Stop Breathing. Unfortunately, |
love doing this ‘zine so much, that if it became my day job, | would take it for
granted. And, truth be told, | couldn't live like that.

19. If you had a chance to interview someone who you would most likely
never have a chance to talk to, who would it be?

Probably Nick Drake or Kurt Cobain. Yeah, sue me for using the safe answers,
but it would really be embarrassing if | looked back at this issue and had to
read something like, “Man, if | could have only spoken to Dahlia Seed.”

20. Describe your dream interview (who, where, what setting).

It's funny, | always dreamed of interviewing Michael Stipe. Ever since | was young I've
admired the man. But, this past Winter, Stipe—an admitted fan of Stop Breathing—
agreed to grace the forthcoming issue’s cover. So, I'd guess I'd have to revise this one.
Hmmm. | know! I'd interview Stipe again, but this time from New York City, since |
really want to live there. We'd chat for hours in the kitchen of my Manhattan loft where
my rent is only $400 a month. This was the “dream” question, right?

Stop Breathing Postal Box 5461 Berkeley, CA 94705.
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lizabeth Elmore is known to come on

strong. Having spent the last four years

as the frontwoman of the
Champaign/Chicago band.Sarge, she is a pow-
erhouse both onstage and off. Lyrically, she
moves deftly from the plaintive to the perplex-
ing. But offstage, she can hit as hard as a
slegehammer. With recently broken up, EImore
has embarked on a solo career—as well as a
business career. EImore is currently in law
school at Northwestern. | spoke to Elizabeth
Elmore two weeks after the band’s demise.

Interview by Katy Otto

Why is the punk community important to you?

I came from a very small Midwestern farm
town and had pretty much never heard
punk rock until I went to my first all-ages
show when I was 15 or 16. It was weird—for
the first time in my life, everything just
clicked and felt right. I never wanted to
leave. { Community-wise, I've seen why
punk can be both so great and so awful. A
lot of us grew up with Ian Mackaye as a role
model and saw punk rock as a community—
almost more than as music. I really loved
that idea and thought my friends did too. It
took me a while to realize that a lot of times
my friends were just regurgitating the
rhetoric without understanding the point.
In my circle of friends, there wasn’t a lot of
community involvement outside of their
own little microcosm and there was a lot of
infighting within that. It wasn’t until I got
on the road and met people like Adam
from Young Pioneers, who runs Food Not
Bombs in Richmond, and other people like
him that I realized there really were people
out there doing impressive things. When I
think of all the amazing kids working in this

big crazy network across the country, it
blows me away. If I need a booking number
for a town, there are 20 people I can go to
at anytime. I've got friends I tag-team book
with, switching numbers back and forth. I
try to help kids out as much as possible
when they’re learning to book tours. We
stay on people’s floors and they stay on
mine when they're here. It’s the best exam-
ple of “what goes around comes around” in

the good sense!

A boy who stayed at my house while on tour
with his band once told me that | reminded him
of you because we were both “assertive women
putting a lot of work into our bands.” I'm won-
dering how that role played itself out for you.

Kim Coletta [DeSoto records, Jawbox] is
the best role model for that—talk about a
fantastic, intelligent, talented woman who
worked really hard for her band and will
always make time to offer advice or let you
benefit from her experience. There’s also
Caithlin in Rainer Maria and Araby from
Jejune—Caithlin always strikes me as really
wise and Araby’s a badass. But me?
Sometimes I feel like some alpha-female.

Does it ever occur to you to do things dif-

ferently than you do? You're just being
who you are, right? You're in a band, you
love it to death, so you bust your ass. I do
the same and I suffer for it in people’s
eyes sometimes. I can’t figure out if it’s
because I'm too assertive or because I'm a
woman and therefore under more scruti-
ny. A lot of guys in bands are lazy mother-
fuckers. [laughs] Maybe they're more
threatened by it. I just get my shit done. If
we had a tour to book, I worked my ass
off. And you know, I'm easy to book shows
with. We were good kids, we showed up on
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time, we were nice. [ have a great relation-
ship with almost everyone we worked with
in the country. I don'’t think of girls like
us as particularly assertive—I think of us as

normal and all the other girls as weird.

| know there have been times that you have
shied away from “women in rock”-type
billings, yet you serve as a role model for
women musicians. Could you address some
of the complexities that have arisen in your
life around gender in the punk community?

I don’t think I ever encountered the bla-
tant sexism some women in music legiti—
mately suffer. I supported the riot girl
movement, but it always felt like an over-
simplification to me. I was raised as a
feminist. I already understood the way
women were misrepresented in the media
and discriminated against in different
arenas. Punk rock wasn’t any great femi-
nist revelation for me. The problems I
experienced always seemed a lot subtler
than the problems that movement
addressed. Actually,
through music—bands we met on the
road, bands we toured and bonded with,

men that I met solely

like the Dismemberment Plan,
Compound Red, and Jimmy Eat World,
always treated me great. They liked our
band, took us for what we were and treat-
ed us like musicians and peers. They were
like brothers, teasing me like crazy. { The
men I had problems with were the guys [
was close to whose bands I had been very

supportive of and when Sarge started,

those guys were really great but then |

realized it was because of the novelty fac-
tor. There were two girls in the band and
we didn’t suck completely—they were sur-

prised. Once we got a little more atten-
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tion, there was competitiveness and it
sucked. I was really devastated at the time
because I loved their bands so much. It’s
a really, really ugly side of people. They
stop being driven and working hard for
the love of the work, which is how I was.
Instead, they became really ambitious and
only cared about where the hard work was
getting them. We got some crazy main-
stream press and the attitude from a lot
of guys was, “People wouldn’t care as
much if they weren’t girls.”
was, “Well, duh, do you think I'm stupid
and don’t know that?” I couldn’t believe

My response

they thought I might be in my own little
vapid vacuum of a world, assuming it had
nothing to do with the fact we were girls.
Of course it did. There aren’t that many
female musicians and it makes it easier to
get attention, but harder to get respect.
When I moved to Chicago, some guys
were the same way. They wanted to know
what I had done to get the press, like I
had some master world domination
scheme. I just kept saying "I don't know,
we got lucky. We're just doing the best we
can.” It's a mean position for guys to put
you in, to make you apologize for the
good things that have happened. { A
friend of mine just told me that before he
knew me, he heard the only way I got
good shows for Sarge was by giving
blowjobs to booking agents! People are
fucking insane. God forbid a critic or
booking agent might just honestly like us.
{ But a lot of times girls are worse to
other girls than the guys are. Women can
be vicious! I had a girl take after me pretty
bad this summer in Chicago. It makes me
gunshy about being friendly to other

women my age. It's a little easier with

§ LJKE A

. e

younger girls who look up to you and
older women who are usually wiser. I
always feel caught in the middle socially.
The guys are always talking about gear and
touring—what I'm interested in. And with
the exception of a few great ladies, it
seems the girls are usually talking about
which guy in which band is cute. I've
never been good at playing the “girlfriend
of the rocker” and I made a conscious
decision that I wasn’t content being
someone'’s satellite. I don’t like to see
other girls settle for that, but I think a lot
of times they’re so used to it they don't
notice. J As for Sarge’s deep-seated aver-
sion to “women in rock” shows: First, it's
insulting to the guys in my band, like
somehow they’re less a part of the band.
Once we were asked to play a “women’s
music” show and I yelled “we’re not
women’s music, we're not anyone’s
music! We’re a band, period.” Somehow,
because I'm a girl, I'm not allowed to just
go out there and do my job. It’s not the
music that matters, it’s my gender. It's so
frustrating on tour to see fliers that say
“Such-and-such band, midwestern emo
screamy pop,” and then “Sarge: girl
rock.” Why doesn't it just say “girls” for
god's sake? Apparently, it’s the only thing
that matters. { It’s a touchy topic, but I
think it undermines people’s respect for
women as musicians when women always
politicize the fact they are playing music
at all. Playing guitar to challenge the
patriarchy seems like a misplaced endeav-
or to me. There are probably more effec-
tive ways to go about that, don’t you
think? We make far greater strides by
learning to be good musicians and then
going out there and standing our ground.
I'm a feminist. How I live my life, where I
devote my time, how I interact with other
women—all those things are political. But
the. fact that I play guitar is not a political
statement, it’s just who I am. I never liked
the Riot Grrrl 101 theory that all girls
should start bands. It has to come from
your gut—you can’t help playing music,
you want it so bad you're dying. I've
heard so many people say “I love girl
bands.”

ever heard. It's no different from hating a

That’s the stupidest thing I've

band because there’s a girl in it.

| think so too. It was something we discussed
in my Feminist Art Perspectives class, this
idea of a loaded or marked term—"woman
musician” or “woman artist.” There are so
many assumptions that those words incite,
and it is separating those individuals from a
larger category. Georgia O'Keeffe, for example,
was always adamantly against being marked
as a “woman artist” because she felt it would
detract from the critique she got of her work.

Exactly. Affirmative action in music, at
least in terms of women, really freaks me
out. When the hell did “girl band”
become a genre of music? How insulting
is that? Are we really that homogenous?
They put you on a bill and every band has
agirl in it. It's girl ghettoization. What
are the chances of that happening natu-
rally? Then, after the show, some guy
always says “Dude, you kicked ass! You're
” All I can think is
“"you know what? I'm clearly not a great

a great guitar player.

guitar player. I'm okay, I'm competent.”
What's implied in his statement is,
“You're a great guitar player—for a girl.”
You're held to a lower standard because
there aren’t a ton of lady rockers and
there’s an obvious dearth of technically
great ones. | know everyone starts scream-
ing out exceptions when I say that. There
are obviously the few shining lights, but
most women rock musicians don’t techni-
cally measure up to their male counter-
parts. Being able to shout out exceptions
doesn’t exactly make me feel better. And
no, technical mastery is not the only
important thing and I understand women
on average start playing later in life as a
product of their socialization. But saying
we're great musicians when we’re not
implies women aren’t as capable or tal-
ented in the first place so we have to pat
them on the back for everything they’ve
managed, poor things. [ worry about
encouraging young girls to go out and
play shows before they're ready. On one
hand their balls are really impressive. But
are we teaching them they don't have to
sit in a room and practice because they're
girls and can get by with doing less? It's a
self-perpetuating vicious cycle. It's con-
descending and marginalizing. We don’t
need to be coddled. I'd rather be held to

the same standard, even if I fail.

From playing in a co-ed situation, do you
believe there are inherently different ways
men and women approach songwriting and
being in a band? How do you see it affecting
band dynamics?

As far as songwriting, I just don’t know. I
have a very limited ability in the way I write
songs—I can do what I can do, and unfor-
tunately not a lot more. I don’t understand
enough about the way I write songs to be
able to compare it to other people. As far
as functioning in a band, I don’t think we
do it differently because we're women. I do
think we're put in a no-win situation
sometimes, less accepted as the ones in
charge. When the manager at some club
really really wants to do money with a guy
in your band and he’s sitting there like,
“talk to her. I don’t know what's going

n.” I always thought about the business
side of the band in terms of the punk ethic
and trying to remember what that is sup-
posed to be about—not about how I
approach it differently as a woman. But it’s
easy to get a chip on your shoulder some-
times, dealing with an idiot sound guy or
the cocks that work at music stores. I'm
puzzled by the question the more I think
about it. Do you think you do?

The reason | asked is that | had a really
interesting conversation with Chad Clark from
Smart Went Crazy where he said he never
wants to be in a band that is strictly one gen-
der because he thinks that there are so many
attributes that are brought by both men and
women. He said he thinks, as a general rule
but not an all-defining one, that women con-
tribute more attention to smaller detail, with
more of a focus around the beauty of all the
little parts and less about getting to the big
rock-out end.

It's the stereotype of men being goal-ori-
ented and women being detail and process-
oriented. But I swear to god, I always have
the “masculine” personality traits. Every
time there is discussion of stereotypical

male and female behavior, I'm the exact
opposite. Usually, I want to get to the rock-
out ending and the guys will be like, "Give
us time to work on this—you’ve been playing
it in your room for two months.” In terms
of band dynamics, I don’t think I could ever
be in an all-girl band. They're mean! I'd be

scared they would gang up on me, ‘cause
girls can be so brutal when they want to. I
dunno. Todd from Braid and I were talking
the other night about the differences in how
we felt about our bands breaking up. He's a
lot more at peace with it than I am. He said
he thought no matter what, four guys in a
band were just gonna bond in a different

way than a co-ed band could.

| know you are currently in law school at
Northwestern. How do you see this fitting in
with the rest of your life?

I wish I knew. I've always wanted to do
child welfare law and my family is a foster
family, so I have a lot of personal experi-
ence. | took two and a half years off after
undergrad to release another CD and
tour but after last year in Chicago, I was
stagnating. I spent all day booking tours
and then drank all night—I was so one-
dimensional. My entire life was music and
touring and people like that are boring! I
never wanted to be that type of person.
Law school is great in some ways—my
classmates are so rad, super smart and
funny. It’s intellectually challenging,
more from the sheer bulk of material to
be absorbed than the conceptual difficulty
of the classes. It was really difficult man-
aging the band and school last semester.
One day I left school, flew to NYC for a
show, and flew back in time for a class at
8:30 the next morning. We did a week
tour with Discount and drove home after
every show so I could go to class the next
morning. The band bought a cell phone
so I could take care of Sarge stuff between
classes. I spent four months under so
much pressure, acting like a fucking cor-
porate maniac, on my cell phone trying
to negotiate licensing agreements in the
10 minutes before my next class. My
grades suffered, especially since the band
broke up right before finals and that
fucked me up. I still want to be a lawyer,
just not right now. All I want right now is
to be on the road. It killed me this fall—

every guy I knew was on tour. I've been in }

Sarge since I was 19. I don’t really know
how to start over. The band was supposed
to be a bump on the road to law school,
but now law school is the bump on the

road to music.




it the Drive In

| saw Another State of Mind on television. | think my parents saw it with me too, and they said, “We don’t want you to go to those kind of shows.”

t The Drive In has won ears around the

globe with their personal intimacy and

the breathtaking live performances that
they embody. Currently one of the hottest
“buzz” bands around, the members of At the
Drive In haven't let it get to them.

Like a gaggle of adolescents Cedric, Jim,
Omar, Pall and Tony all laugh with each other,
calling each other slang nick names that seem
to date back to infancy. These five unshaven
young men are currently on their fourth
national tour this year, and the miles of road
they have seen thus far are what has shaped
them into solid bandmates—and into each
other’s best friends.

| spoke with vocalist Cedric Bixler in
December of 1999. | got a chance to learn
what his eyes have seen and where he and
his friends are going.

Interview by Bryan Sheffield
Photos by Paul Drake

You've had a few friends die—you document-
ed their life in the song “Napoleon Solo”—
how has that experience changed you?

That song was about two of our friends—two
girls named Sarah Reiser and Laura Beard. I
used to play drums in a band with them. As a
group, we always used to support what bands
they were in because not a lot of women were
playing music in El Paso at the time. When
they first started playing they were 15 years
old—where we're from, nobody does that, so
it was a big deal. The band I had with them
split up, and I had more things to do with At
The Drive In. We were in Austin on tour at
the same time that they were. They left to go
back home and we went to New Orleans to
play. We were right about to play our first
song, saying, “Hi everybody, we're At The
Drive In,” and we get a call. They were like
“We have an emergency phone call for At
The Drive In.” I went picked up the phone
and Jim tells me that Sarah and Laura got in
a really bad car accident. It was three girls
driving at the time, and the one girl at the
wheel had fallen asleep—she was OK, but
Sarah and Laura didn’t make it. They died at
the age of 17. It just kinda crushed... just
kinda fucked up the rest of the tour. I didn't
go home right away either, because the way I
see it is they would have wanted us to go on,
they would have wanted to tour with their
music. J We ended up putting out a seven
inch of the bands they were in, including the
one I was in with them. It’s still probably
available through Bottleneck Distribution in
California, and you can get it through
Headquarter Records. Most of the money
goes to the Battered Women'’s Shelter. The
song “Napoleon Solo” is just about celebrat-
ing their lives and what they did. In our
hometown, it was a big deal to do the things
they did. A lot of people would just dis on
them or like them ‘cause they were girls and
just check out their bodies and stupid shit
like that. They opened up a lot of minds and
now there are some bands in El Paso with
girls playing in them. It’s a lot cooler now. I
think they definitely paved the way for them,

and we celebrate their lives with that song.

It seems that there is a big sense of commu-
nity in El Paso.

Yeah, there is. It goes off and on—a lot of

people move on. We have a place here

called Headquarters—it used to be an
arcade, but the arcade just moved to this
big place downtown. Headquarters is
kinda like Gilman Street in Berkeley—it's

just this really big community place.
What was it like growing up there?

It was kinda weird. There are a lot of
very strange, close-minded people, but
we are a big city. We're bigger than
Albuquerque, we’re bigger than Austin,
but we have a small town mentality.
When I first started going to shows, I saw
Another State of Mind on television. I
think my parents saw it with me too, and
they said, “We don’t want you to go to
those kind of shows.” But I started going
to shows anyway and it was fun—it was
this big community. Growing up here, it
was one of the only things that I looked
forward to doing. I wasn't too into going
to Mexico, which is only like 15 minutes
away from my house, or just drinking,
‘cause we would always just get picked on
and get into fights. Growing up here is
kinda weird. It's rednecks, but it’s
Mexican rednecks, a lot of the time.
They give us shit, but as long as we stick
together, I think that it’s okay. Slowly
but surely people are starting to open

their minds.
How has El Paso affected your music?

There were times when it was snowing a
lot here, if you can believe that, and we'd
just lock ourselves in this one apartment
we were all living in at the time and just
feed off what we were doing while being
secluded from everything, and everybody.
There are a lot of things going on here
that affect the way that you think. { There
is a lot of gang culture here. There are
age-old gangs in different parts of the
city. There are always gangs, whether it’s
punk rock gangs or Cholo gangs with low
riders and all that kinda stuff. That keeps
you on your toes sometimes. { Then
there was the whole train track killer
thing—he was from Juadas Mexico [just
over the border from El Paso] and that
has an impact. When you go into Juadas
there are these pink crosses on telephone
poles that go all the way down the strip
deep into the heart of Juadas and it signi-

fies the amount of women that have died

within the past couple of years. That has
had a big impact on the way we write
music. I guess you might call that political
or whatever, but it’s kinda fucked up over
there. { I guess being so far away from
everything keeps us less jaded than in
some bigger cities where they have heard
this kind of music before or they’ve heard
that kind. Sometimes we don’t hear a lot
of it unless we go to the record store and
spend tons of money on the latest shit
that is coming out. When we hear bands
that come in from out of town like the
VSS or the 90 Day Men, it opens your
eyes more. We have stuff like that going
on here too, but we don’t get a lot of the
info from the big cities—unless you are
into Punk Planet or MRR. But sometimes
the kids aren’t interested in that, they are
interested in creating their own sounds
here—that is really neat. { The culture
definitely affects us, the heat and the shit
that goes on over the border. There’s a
high school right next to the border
called Buoy and the Border Patrol are
always hassling the kids there because they
have dark skin. It pisses you off some-
times—whether you are Mexican or white
or black. Things like that influence us to
write music that is not necessarily of a
political nature, but has some sort of

message of “fight back.”

What are the kids at shows like in El Paso?
Is there a lot of cultural diversity?

Totally. El Paso is predominantly
Mexican. There are a lot of Mexicans, and
a lot of black kids too that are coming out
now. And now there are a lot of kids com-
ing from Juadas—I didn’t know there was
really a scene down there. We have been
meeting kids from there that say they like
us and want to set up a show—but the
problem is getting our equipment over the
border or else having to rely on the
equipment that they have there. Especially
now that we are doing more electronic
stuff, it is going to be harder to play over
there, but I really want to go. I am just so
stoked to see kids from there. I'll go up to
someone and ask them what time it is, and
they don’t speak English. Talking with
them and hearing them tell about their
first punk show over here in the States is

mind blowing. I think it’s awesome.
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arry Crane is a renaissance man.

Perhaps that flowery syntax may seem

overblown, but in the last five years,
Crane has built a recording studio; managed
that studio; recorded some great records that
you have and haven't heard; started Tape Op
“the magazine about creative recording;” and
found the time to have a life and occasionally
rock out. Oh yeah, he's also been compiling a
book of the first ten issues of Tape Op. |
recently got to chat with the man in a break
from his hectic holiday schedule and after
sorting out the genius of the Who and sonic
merits of the current catalog reissues, we got
down to business.

Interview by Dave Gardner

So when you started the magazine, were you
already doing recording?

I started engineering full sessions near the
end of '94. That was the period of time
where I started recording other people’s
bands, but before that I had a four track for
years and I did demos on it. When I was in

Vomit Launch, I demoed a lot of our songs.

| remember seeing ads for the Vomit Launch
records and thinking, “Damn that's a great
name.”

It was a terrible name.
But in a great way.

We were a funny band, and I would do four
track demos of our songs when we were get-

ting ready to do an album. { But even
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before that—I'd say '79 or '80—I was doing
stuff by pirating away my dad’s stereo gear
and taking it up to my room. I had a really
huge loft bedroom, so I had all this space to
work on things. I bought a little Radio
Shack mixer and I would run from tape to
tape and add to it as I bounced it down. I
was learning how to do overdubs and I even
learned to do flanging, with two tapes of
the same things running at the same time
and just accidental stuff like that. I remem-
ber trying to do echo and making Fripp
loops on these little Sony 3” reel to reel
decks that my parents used to use. This is
all when I was 18 years old and I was just
getting into it. I realized that I could read
about something and then I could figure
out how to do it. Even given really minimal
gear, I'd figure out a way to make that
sound. I was really into weird sounds. At
the time, I was really into early Pink Floyd
and even Yes, but at the same time Wire
and Gang of Four and punk rock
stuff. { Then in '85
Vomit Launch
started and |
was paying a
lot of
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attention to what was going on in the stu-
dio. We worked with Greg Freeman from
Pell Mell, who was just a wonderful person
to work with. We worked with John
Baccigaluppi, who is now the publisher of
Tape Op. I was always watching those guys a
lot. On the last few Vomit Launch records,
the band wouldn't even be there for the
mixing process. I would just come in with a
list of what we wanted to do for overdubs
and run everybody through that and then
in most cases, John and I would mix. The
last record especially was really my sonic
vision. The band was a total democracy but
when it came to recording that was my part.

I learned a lot from John.

So you wound up making the jump from a
four track to the studio based on positive
recording experiences?

It was really easy for me to translate the
ideas of working on a 4 track cassette to
translate that to a 16 track studio—I could
just see the possibilities.
There were things that
both engineers did
that I didn’t
agree with,

but you

.

are always gonna get that if you have really
strong sonic opinions. It was really cool
for me to be able to say “This is how I'm
going to mic a snare drum.” If you listen
to records that John and I have done, they
are totally different sounding—which is

funny because we are totally pals.

| think it's great to have friendships with
engineers who you respect but do things
totally differently than you.

Both John and Greg taught me a lot of shit.
They are both the sweetest people in the
studio and I learned from them how to be

really calm and how to guide a session.

| think that comes across in the magazine as
well. There is a sense of trying to live your
life in a way that you learn lessons and real-
ize that there is an infinite amount of wisdom
and the more that you are able to know the
more possibilities there are.

Recording music is an art. Like other
things I've done—like ceramics or making
films—there are so many ways you can run
with it and nothing is really right or wrong.
You can film a building for 24 hours and
that’s a film, but you go and make a really
intricate documentary on a part of some-
body’s life too. It’s just depends on what
people want to do with it. I'm annoyed with
reading people say, “This is how you do
this, this is how you do that.” I'm reading
this book on building a project studio and
I'm ready to kill the guy who wrote it.

The preaching from on high is something |
can't handle. | remember being struck by its
absence the first time | picked up Tape Op. It
was evident right from the beginning that you
were approaching the whole thing from a cool
angle. | mean, I'm sure we both flip through
Mix every month and the only thing | really flip
about is the classic tracks section, where they
go back and carefully document the technical

side of the making of a famous record.

Yeah, those are usually pretty good. [ am
totally happy being the punk rock
recording magazine. I'm totally happy
being the underdog.

| think it's sorely needed especially with
tremendous growth in people doing home
recordings. The home recording movement
is great, but people’s expectations of what
they can do sonically is at times a little out
of touch. The beauty of the four track is
that it forces you to commit to a creative
vision and that can produce amazing stuff,
but it's never going to sound like it was
recorded at Sunset Sound.

The thing that I have always tried to get
across is that if you put the time and energy
into it, you can make anything sound inter-
esting. You just can’t make Sgt Pepper’s on
a Tascam PortaStudio, which those old ads

basically would say you could.

Oh man, if | have one more person say,
“Wasn't Sgt. Pepper’s done on a four track?”
| don’t know what I'll do. Whaddya say? “No
actually it was three 4 tracks and they were
1 inch tapes.”

Which were perfectly maintained by a staff
of guys in white coats who lived in the

basement of Abbey Road. Comparing any
recording to anything done at Abbey Road
is frightening because that has always been

a state of the art, highly maintained place.

Those records sound incredible; it's amazing
how you can listen to oldies radio and that
stuff comes on and you just think, “Holy shit.”

At that point. anyone running a tape deck
was a certified professional. You didn't get to
the position of engineering a Beatles record
because you'd done a kick ass four track
recording in your basement. You'd been
there for years and you were a little stubborn
but you made sure everything
sounded good. { 'm
gonna go on a little
tangent here:
One of the
things that
people are
constantly
going off on is
“How many
tracks?” You know

£

what? Tracks don’t matter, it's what you put
on the tracks that matters. If you have a
bunch of great mics going through a great
mixer and you do it right and put it all down
on one track it is going to sound great. That
was what was going on with older records.
There were only three tracks on a lot of that
old Tom Dowd stuff. Great players, good
gear and good rooms is way more important

than how many tracks you have.

It's so easy to get caught up in the gear
thing, and it is a fundamental part of what
we do, but more important than that is tech-
nique and your relationship with the people
you are recording. | think it's what you said
earlier about being relaxed, showing people
respect and facillitating instead of taking the
angry high school coach approach.

Yeah. I've lucked out and never had to deal
with that. I've only had the lame engineer
who got real fucked up and lost tracks.
That's something I'd like to see Tape Op

help eliminate: The drunk engineer.

Yeah, there's a whole mythology about get-
ting fucked up in the studio. People will
throw out Lee Perry, but...

Lee Perry made the records sound the way
he did because he was a super genius, not
because he was baked. Your hearing changes
with your perception—your high end dips

down the more alcohol you drink.

It's funny | got recommendations from a band
after | politely declined to snort speed with
them. They told folks that | was really profes-
sional because the guy they had recorded with
before me had hogged all their speed and then
been too cranked to really work well. If that's
all | have to do to be professional...

I think it’s funny the things that people
think make you great. I feel that I'm not an
amazing engineer. I've worked with engi-
neers who get sounds where I think, “How
the fuck did you make that snare to sound
so good.” I feel like I'm not an extraordi-
nary engineer but people have faith in me.
People know I'm reliable and can come in
and hopefully they have the burden of won-
dering “What is this gonna sound like?”
lifted a little bit. They know it will turn out
well and there might be somebody else who
could do it a little better, but they know it is
going to work out with me. I try to keep the

PUNK PLANET 47




recording process out of the way
of getting the music done. I
don’t freak out. I like people, I
like working with people and

we have a good time. It’s fun.
Then why start a magazine?

There was nothing to read! There was some
stuff in the recording magazines and a few
good books about recording, but I would
think about the records I was really enjoying
and the producers I was really enjoying and
there was nothing about them anywhere!
When we started, the first issue had Greg
Freeman and East River Pipe and I inter-
viewed Barbara Manning and Mark from
Teen Beat records, and Unrest. There was
just a wide open area that wasn’t being cov-
ered. I figured people who were fans of the
music would be interested and not just

recording geeks.
When was this?
In '96.

So 15 issues later, can you see if there was
one thing in particular that just pushed you
into doing it?

People were really supportive. I'd tell ‘em
the idea for the magazine and they’d really
get behind me on it. Rebecca Gates from
the Spinanes was really supportive and said
“you should do it.” I had been writing for
magazines and had done a horrible
fanzine in '86. I thought instead of writ-
ing these lame ass record reviews, I could
write about stuff that I cared about. { One
of things about Tape Op is that in general
it's a really positive magazine.

We don't slam people in record reviews
and I try to make sure that it doesn’t
become just a negative forum for people

to slam other people in.

| want to ask you about the format switch.
What happened? You guys started out as
photocopied, folded 8.5” x 11” zine and now
it's a pretty slick, full-sized, bound magazine.

The first five issues were xeroxed and it
was becoming a little bit too much work.
My friends were becoming a little tired of
me calling up and saying, “Hey free beer,
come over and fold and staple.” I was

sick of it too and it was really hard to

keep up with orders. I took the zine to a
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printer and did three issues at digest size,
because I thought a smaller size would
save money. Then it turned out it was
cheaper to do it 8.5” x 11”7, so I found a
cheap printer and we did two issues in
the larger format. Then I started talking
to John Baccigaluppi who was doing
Heckler magazine along with Sonny and
Patty West, under the name Substance
Media. At first when they threw out the
idea of publishing Tape Op, I thought,
“Nah, I'm not selling out.” [laughs]
Then they were up here for a couple days
because their band was playing a show
and they bought me a Cajun dinner and
we drank a lot of Schlitz and they kept
saying, “Come on, man, come on.” We
hashed it out. I did it because it was just
way too much of a load at that point. I
was dealing with advertising, filling
orders, keeping track of subscriptions,
organizing the bulk mail... The amount
of work was outrageous and I just didn’t
have the time to do advertising— I'm
really grateful to the people who gave me
ads because I didn’t even have time to
call ‘em back! John, Sonny and Patty
asked me what I wanted to do. Did I want
to do layout? No. I just wanted to hand
them files and say here’s the magazine,
here are the photos to scan. That’s where
we’re at now. It’s been four issues now

and it’s a whole different world.
So things are good with that relationship?

Oh yeah. It still doesn’t make much
money, but John has done a great job sell-
ing ads and it’s doing well enough.

That has got to be nice and gives you a little
breathing room

What it has done is free me up to write a
lot more. A year ago, I was writing maybe
one article per issue. Now I've got 15 arti-
cles in the can and ready to go. At first I
was really scared that I was gonna get really
angry letters saying, “What are these glossy
ads in here, what is all this blah, blah,

blah.” My retort to that criticism was there
are more articles per issue and subscrip-
tions are free. I never really had to back it
up, but I felt like I had pretty good

ammunition.

| think there's an opportunity there for you
guys.

I mean the other American recording
magazines are just kind of an old boys
network—everyone slapping themselves on
the back and justifying why and how the
industry exists. While you and I are in
probably one of the smalles markets in the
world wanting to record indie rock
albums. It’s not a very lucrative market
because you are getting asked to do some-
thing for $500-$3000 and it's not a big
moneymaking thing. But it’s fun because
you know in the end, as far as art, what

we're doing is really interesting

There is an editorial you wrote in issue 14
where you said that some of the best stuff
you do no one will ever hear. But | think that
care, affection and acknowledgement will
translate to the records that people do hear. |
flipped out when | heard that new Quasi
record you did. The emotional content of that
record is fully captured in that recording.

That’s Sam, he’s a genius.
But you're facilitating them doing it.

Well that’s my job, isn't it? With a band like
Quasi, I think you can do a good record on
anything because the songs are so damn
good and they’re really good players. Also,
that album is a really good example of how
being really good friends can help a record-
ing. It's a really strange thing when we work
together in the studio. For instance, Janet
will say "Can you turn up my tom?” and my
hand will already be on the fader. We were
hearing that record in our heads the same
way. { I'm lucky because I'm at the point
now where I am doing stuff I really want to
do. I'm not complaining about anything
right now.

WITH THE BAND

U"[S"ﬂN TRISTEZA

11. What does the band fight about the most?
Driving shifts.

1. When did your band form?
Summer of 1997.

2. When will it break up?

No comment.

12. What is the antithesis of your band?

To communicate with music.

3. What have you released so far? 13. Outside of music and bands, what influences you?

First a 7" on Caffeine vs. Nicotine, then a full length CD/LP with
Makoto Recordings, then a 4 song CD EP with Insound for their
tour support series, and then a 7" with Rocket Racer Recs.

Travel, art, love, family, reading, and productive people that work
hard—such as our publicist, Dave Brown.

14. What is selling out?

Playing music that you wouldn't listen to for the basis of money,
or making decision purely based on money.

4. Why do you play the music that you play?

We play it because we enjoy it and it is what we write.

15. If you could make a living off your band, would you?

5. What is the weirdest thing that has ever happened at a show?

In San Francisco, at the Purple Onion, the owner of the club Yes.
grabbed the microphone when we were playing and he started to
sing with us. It was pretty funny, because he used echo and
space effects with his voice

16. Where do you practice?

We practice in our drummer’s bedroom in Golden Hill—2415 E
street.

6. What is the best show you've ever played?

It's hard to say—we've played a lot of good shows. Our better
ones were in Philly and Memphis.

17. If you could play on a four-band bill, with any bands that have
ever existed, who would you play with and what order would they

play?
Us, Slowdive, Brian Eno, Pink Floyd.

7. State your purpose.

To effect ourselves and people throughout the world positively
through music.

18. What goals do you have as a band?

To express ourselves through music and to travel the world while
supporting ourselves.

8. What were the runner up names for the band?

There were none.

-19. What makes for a good show?

9. How do you describe yourself to relatives who have no idea
what you play?

A good audience, good treatment by venue people and by other
groups, and descent sound in a nice environment—and us play-
ing well.

Melodic instrumental modern rock.

20. If you were to cover a song (that you don't already) what
would it be?

10. How do you describe yourself to kids in the scene who
haven’t heard you?

Melodic instrumental modern rock. A Police or Brian Eno song.
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here are very few bands—hip-hop,

punk rock or otherwise—which match

the intelligence and artistry of
Oakland’s The Coup. Featuring singer Boots
Reilly, and DJ Pam The Funkstress on turnta-
bles, the Coup released their third album,
Steal This Album, on Oakland’s Dogday label
in late 1998. Appropriately named after
Abbie Hoffman's legendary 1970s guerilla
manual, Steal This Book, The Coup manage
to fulfill many of the possibilities first laid out
in political hip-hop with the rise of artists like
Public Enemy, Boogie Down Productions,
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Paris, and more recently, The Disposable
Heroes of Hiphoprisy.

What distinguishes The Coup from their
artistic predecessors is the level of political
sophistication that they bring to their work.
The Coup’s songs take contemporary
American life to task from the perspective of
sensitive, unselfconscious Marxists, without
any of the ridiculous hyperbole or bullshit
revolutionary trimming. They're genuine radi-
cals who've done their reading, spent their
time in political organizations, worked the
streets as organizers—and it shows. Over the

While all races
listen to hip-
hop, racism stil
xists. |t's not
like hip-ho
gets rid of the
racism.

years that The Coup has been producing
records (their first album, Kill My Landlord,
came out in 1993), they've matured as a
beautiful, hard hitting, P-Funk influenced
band, capable of crafting intelligent lyrics
and hard-ass beats, with amazing hooks and
a hilarious sense of humor.

| got a chance to talk it up with Boots one fine
afternoon before Christmas at a café in
Berkeley. The following amazing conversation
is what transpired.

Interview by Joel Schalit
Photograph by Emilie Wilson

When | read about The Coup in the press,
people always seem to tag you as a “revolu-
tionary” hip-hop band. Do you feel like that's
an accurate description?

Well, our politics talk about revolution,
but I have a hard time with that descrip-
tion because I've been in disciplined
political organizations before. You can’t
really be a revolutionary unless you're in
an organization because revolution is not
something you can do by yourself. That’s a
major contradiction with the idea that
we're a revolutionary band. You under-

stand what I mean?

You're saying you can't be a legitimate politi-
cal actor unless you belong to a party.

Right. Also, the thing that I think that
observation about us tends to do is that it
gives people the idea that I'm only talking
about some pie in the sky idea. [ am a
revolutionary. I think that the capitalist
system needs to be taken down. There
needs to be a system in which the people
decide where the resources go. A system
that’s ultra-democratic in the sense that
you not only vote on who is going to lead
the town, but you also vote on where the
profits from the local factory are going to
go. That’s more democracy to me. | But
the question is whether it's going to hap-
pen any time soon. Right now? I don’t
think it's possible. The only way it’ll ever
happen is by people fighting for much
more immediate things that might not be
considered revolutionary. Like 100 peo-
ple marching into the social services
office and saying that they won't leave
until they walk out with a $100 more in
food stamps—things like that. The stuff

that I write about in my songs are more

like that—everyday life. That’s why when
people call us “the revolutionary rap
group out of Oakland,” it really doesn’t
define us that well. J A lot of times, the
people who define us as revolutionary also
put other artists in categories where they
don’t fit, like ‘gangsta rap.’ If you listen
closely, 99 percent of all rap musicians
are saying “Things are fucked up. This is
how you get out of this situation.” And
that’s what we’re talking about too. It just
so happens that I might not agree with the
way other artists may advise you to get out

of a given situation.
Like in gangsta rap.

They’re taught to believe that their prob-
lems are caused by “that nigga down the
street,” or “those bitches over there.” But
we're all taking about the same problem.
It’s just that our analyses are different. { I
think that a lot of times the people who
lump us into the category of “revolution-
ary,” conversely prevent other people
from being perceived as being "revolu-
tionary.” Take Juvenile for example: He
has that one song called “Coughed,”
which was one of the most socially con-
scious songs to have come out in years. Yet
he got slotted in the “gangsta” rap category
and called “ignorant” because he had a
southern accent and more of the kinds of

beats that black people would listen to.

Mainstream rock critics tend to create politi-
cal communities amongst record buyers. Not
that indie zines are immune to that—they
can be even worse even. But mass produced
rock magazines usually have more consistent-
ly conservative politics, and a far bigger audi-
ence, which means that they have a bigger
impact on forming consumer opinions than
the so-called “good guys” do.

There's a big area of hip-hop criticism
that doesn’t acknowledge this. While all

races listen to hip-hop, racism still
exists. It’s not like hip-hop gets rid of
the racism. Right now it seems to me
that a lot of our crowd, since they get
attracted to us because of our politics,
are pretty much progressive. But if you
go to some of the hip-hop sites on the
Internet, they break down the music and
say that everything that doesn’t have a
blues aesthetic is real hip-hop. Anything
that does have it is that “thug shit,”

“ignorant,” or things like that. I haven't
studied cultural anthropology, but I
know there is a difference. Among the
genres that do have a blues aesthetic and
have those certain notes that black peo-
ple in America are thought to have tra-
ditionally listened to, hip-hop is not
considered artistically advanced. What
ends up happening is that there’s “pure”
hip-hop like Mos’ Def and De La Soul—
I listen to all those artists and I was very
much influenced by the whole East Coast
aesthetic, like De La Soul—and then you
have the other ones, where the back-
ground music is more blues oriented.
Even if the music is original, it gets dis-
missed. | What I also see dividing hip-
hop is how lyrics get treated by critics,
especially in magazines like The Source
and Rap Pages. If the music has a blues
structure, it leads critics to conclude
that the lyrics are all about what they
perceive as “gangsta” issues. For exam-
ple, when our first record came out, we
had this song called “Not Yet Free,” and
The Source and Rap Pages called us a
gangsta rap band.

That's absolutely ridiculous! That also points
to the intellectual limitations of such maga-
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zines. Their writers and their editors have
their genre categories, and they have to stick
to them.

They said, “Yeah, this is more gangsta

rap.” Ididn’t care about it really because

what it ended up doing was bringing a

whole new crowd of people into our

audience who otherwise might never have

listened to us. But there’s definitely
some elitism going on which forces mag-
azines and critics to miss a lot of what is
going on. When Ice Cube’s first album,
Amerikkka’s Most Wanted, came out, it
got called “gangsta” even though it had

songs that were revolutionary. That cre-

ated a divide that we continue to live with

in rap music today. That divide is some-
times classified as “East Coast/West
Coast,” but it doesn't really even go
along those lines. { Obviously anything
considered gangsta is going to be con-
sumed by a larger audience. If it’s going
to sell a million copies, it has to be
bought by kids in middle America—that’s
where the market is and that’s what's

controlling how people make their

music. But there are some musicians that

stick a little bit more to the tradition of
black music. I'm not saying that we have
to stick to that because I like to do things
that are more experimental too. The
problem is that there’s a lot of racism
inherent in what type of rap music gets
consumed and written about. The critics
are only talking about the songs that are
ignorant, have no brains, the more ani-
malistic material. Or they cover the stuff
that is just out there—the stuff that is so
abstract that the lyricist could mean any-
thing. That’s what’s considered to be
more “advanced,” the more it doesn’t
make sense. Even though they’re sticking
to the same lyrical formulas—"I do this
like that, I do this like that, I do...what-
ever—they do so because the songs don’t
relate to real life. There’s a class differ-

ence in why they’re doing that.

Fantasy helps divert one’s attention from
reality. And it also betrays an ability to disre-
gard every day considerations.

I grew up in a lower middle class fami-
ly. School was something that was

taught to me as being important, as was
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reading. But in the areas I grew up in,

the income levels were very different,
so I appreciate all the different kinds of
rap aesthetics. But it’s a middle class
thing to want to make hip-hop more
escapist. That's the purist position.
That’s why I have had people come up
to me and say that what I'm doing is
not real hip-hop because I'm just using
hip-hop for my own political purposes.
I'm told that what I do is not real hip-
hop because I'm trying to get across a
message, when real hip-hop is really all
about parties. There’s the difference:
You can’t party and have a message.
These are the people who are the
tastemakers of hip-hop. They like to
help determine what certain crowds lis-
ten to, and that has a ripple effect on

how people make new music.
Give me some examples.

Right now, what’s called "underground”
hip-hop is not even really underground.

It follows along the same elitist lines that

art has always followed for years and years:
Don'’t let it have anything to do with reali-
ty and don't let it get across any message.

That’s the purest form of art.

So what you're saying is that rock criticism
serves a political purpose: it helps to main-
tain the status quo by only covering music
that mystifies everyday life. | totally agree.
But rather than attribute this to some kind
of organized conspiracy that's intended to
neutralize radical art, | tend to think that
mainstream music criticism is all about
pushing new product. You can’t do anything
else when you see music journalism as a
kind of glorified, over-intellectualized
branch of advertising.

Right. But more and more the people are
saying, “No, this is the kind of art we want
to get.” I saw one article where this one
rapper was asked why Southerners don’t
like his music. He said, “They ignorant
down there. They just be backwards.” The
problem is that nobody knows who he’s
talking about, so it was considered OK.
He wasn’t going to say any such thing
about the West Coast, because then
nobody would buy his records. It’s artists
like that which we're being told we ought
to want: Pure bullshit. { There’s so many
artists that are out there that are under-
ground in the sense that they sell tens of
thousands of albums with no promotion,
just on the street, and it wouldn’t fit into
that purist, East Coast notion of "under-
ground,” the street notion of under-
ground. They don't get called under-
ground. They don’t get supported by these
writers who say that they’re trying to sup-
port independent labels. They don’t get
the kind of support they need because
their art is an expression of what they’re

going through.

That sounds like you're describing The Coup.
I'm curious what kind of community is sup-
porting the band right now?

For The Coup to work, there has to be a
big movement going on, which there isn'’t.
But what I've done is reach out to a lot of
people who have progressive politics—
communists, socialists, anarchists, whatev-
er. I'm a Communist myself. I think The
Coup has been is theme music for those

kinds of people.

T

Did the new album bring in any newer kinds
of fans that hadn’t already been radicalized?

We did a lot of promotion for this album
on the Internet, because we didn’t have
anybody doing it for us. A lot of the peo-
ple who bought this album were the hard-
core Coup fans, and then we got brand
new people who’d never bought a Coup
album before. But many of the people
who bought our first two records didn’t
buy the new one. Every time I go to
another city, people come up to me asking
when we’re going to release a new record
because they never heard about the new
one. They’re always surprised when I tell

them that it’s been out for a while already.
You were on a major before.

Right. The main difference between now
and before is placement in stores and
video play. Neither The Box nor Black
Entertainment Television would play our
new video because it was about prostitu-
tion. I named them some videos that
they were currently playing that dealt
with prostitution, and was told that
those videos dealt with it “in a different
way.” What they meant was that the other
one was essentially a party song: Some
dude gives a girl a bunch of money to go
into a room where there’s another guy,
and that'’s it.

Of course. The acceptable video is one that
glorifies a man'’s right to his prostitutes. |
think that “Me and Jesus the Pimp in a '79
Grenada Last Night” had something far differ-
ent in mind.

I called them on that, and what they
admitted was that our video was just too
grim and depressing. I brought up all
these other videos that could be classi-
fied as grim and depressing but didn’t
get anywhere. Basically, we're the only
group that those stations banned for
political reasons. { They also banned
our other video, “Taking Things,”
because we had this scene where people
are running in to Rockefeller’s mansion,
taking out the furniture and giving it
out on the street. The station issued
statements saying that they would have
run the video if the victim in it wasn’t

rich and wasn’t white. We were going to

build a whole case built on their state-
ments, but the guy who was the other
witness aside from myself, he worked in
video promotion, said that he’'d never
get a job in video again if he testified
about what had happened. With the
“Taking Things” video, our record com-
pany offered to delete all the images and
just have a black screen with the words
on it, like Prince’s video, but the station
responded that they would not air it
because they were “ concerned that the

video would cause unrest in the streets.”

It must be nice to see someone taking your
work so seriously! [laughs]

Yeah! We were going to host a press con-
ference but then our witness in the video-
promotions department decided to deny
that any of this had happened. Apparently
his station told him that they’ll never play
any video that he worked on if he spilled
the beans. I went around and asked a lot
of artists for their support, but almost no
one would make a statement on our
behalf. The only one who did was Chuck
D—I didn’t even have to ask him. But
everybody else we asked—big artists, small
artists, all said no because they had videos
coming out that they wanted to get played.
1l BET was the only station that played the
video, but once The Box took it off, they
decided to follow suit.

They censored you.

But the question is, who is the they who
censored me? Who is the self that’s
involved? The Box is owned by MTV, and
the program director at BET had previ-
ously been the program director at MTV—

it’s now all one thing basically.

It's a homogeneous community of arts
administrators.

Right. But getting back to our commu-
nity, its necessary for organizers to have
something like us to listen to in order to
feel like they’re doing the right thing.
But that’s not what I set out to do. I did-
n't get into it for reasons like that. I
would rather just do stuff on a local
level. It takes a lot of time to do albums.
They have the system set up so that artists
are this elite group—so that they're not
with the rest of the people. It’s really

1.am 4 revoiutionary. | think that the capitaiist SyStem needs to ne taken dowa. '

difficult being an artist. You're practic-
ing. You have to work very hard to save
up a lot of money to put out your
records or you have to tour all the time,
living from hotel to hotel. You're not
really living life with everyone else, so
you really don’t have an idea of what’s
going on. So your art starts eating away
at itself. You begin to copy what you've
already done, using experiences that you
had years ago when you were a more
normal person. I think that happens
because people are taught that they have
to be born with some kind of special
gene in order to be artistic. Even though
everyone could do art, they don't.
Everyone is separated. § I don’t really see
a big movement right now. I don’t agree
with creating a revolutionary culture
right now. I think that it’s more appro-
priate to make the culture out there rev-
olutionary instead. I don’t want to create
a clique of people that is so revolution-
ary that they don’t listen to the kinds of
music that everybody else listens to.
That’s not revolutionary because then

they’re not talking to those people.

That kind of revolutionary cliqueishness tends
to be a big problem for political punks too.
They excuse themselves from talking to the
so-called people by being so artistically and
socially unique that no one understands them
outside their own hipper-than-thou faux-van-
guardist circles. Every political arts culture
suffers from this illness.

That happens in rap music too. If you
develop organizers out of that kind of
community, they’re going to be so isolated
in their ways of talking and relating to
people that nobody will want to do any-
thing that they ask you to do. You can
sense that they don't really want to talk to
people either. § If I'm not able to make my
music do something different, I would
rather just be a community organizer and
make songs every now and then. But rap
music is controlled by the market and the
market says you can’t just come out with a
single every three or four months. But I
want to put myself in that kind of position
anyway. The songs I'd write would be more
about what’s going on, and that would help
us deal with specific issues better.
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ore and more, Dennis Cooper is
being acknowledged as one of the
literary masters of our age. The
author of poetry, short stories and a cycle of
Closer, Frisk, Try, Guide, and the brand-new
Period—he is a standard-bearer for writing
. which is both experimental and accessible,
equally at home in the secret places of a
disgruntled teen's room and a graduate-
" school seminar where people discuss the
“postmodern sublime.”

And to top it all off, his work features
some of the most extreme depictions of sex
and violence ever put to paper, like this pas-
sage from Frisk:

They kicked the corpse around for a while. That
created a pretty hilarious fireworks display of
blood, with him swinging like the clapper in an
invisible bell. I wanted the Germans to cut off his
head for some reason, so they severed the rope
suspending him and turned the corpse on its
stomach. They sawed through its neck—carving,
¢ hacking, abrading, etc. The head came free,
which took a very long time. Then they kicked the
headless torso around. We were all soaked with
blood, not to mention a clear goo that came from

e some organ inside him.

The matter-of-factness of Cooper’s lan-
guage makes this sort of scene harder to take.
But, paradoxically, it also has the power to
ake you laugh in the right context.

Someone read this passage to me on a
train and | nearly died. The incongruity of the
LA colloquial speech with the extremity of the
actions being described, the exciting prospect
* that the people around us were eavesdropping,

% s‘x' ar:! viokunes.
B |

‘V » and the sheer pleasure of transgression made
A ” g E i wf. » the book seem like comedy. Cooper’s ability to
R 0%hay, UJ:: ! [ » generate such perverse reactions testifies to the
4 ; ) a 2 v WNMM ¢l edgy brilliance of his work. It always seems to
B . iy T be taking you to the verge, whether of tears or
r .. ’ . laughter. And yet it's deeply cerebral too—a
. L colossal head trip, if you will.
Cooper is also that rare find, a “serious”
i‘." ’ ! writer who takes music seriously. It is, in
" ' fact, an integral part of his work. From his
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early poems about punks and pop icons, to
the Hisker D and Slayer lyrics which frame
Try, to the fictional death-metal band The
Omen featured in his new novel Period,
Cooper takes the marriage of rock and litera-
ture to a new level of complexity. He also
works as a journalist, writing about music for
the likes of Spin and Art Forum. But the
interviews, features, and reviews he writes
aren't just something he does on the side.
They are incorporated into his fiction. In
Guide, for example, Cooper includes a chap-
ter called “The Spin Article” which con-
structs a sexual fantasy around a piece he
wrote for Spin on homeless, HIV+ street
kids. Some of Cooper’s journalism was
recently collected in A/l Ears: Cultural
Criticism, Essays, and Obituaries. Punk
Planet spoke with Cooper as he was gearing
up for the release of Period.

Interview by Charlie Bertsch

You have a long history of involvement with
punk, which is unusual for a writer of your
stature. When did your first discover it?

I came to it at the university. I had this
show on the college radio station and I
got to listen to all sorts of music.
Initially, I knew the New York stuff—
Television, Patti Smith, the Ramones.
And then I made a pilgrimage to
England to see what was up. A friend and
I went over there and hung out. Then I
started the arts magazine Little Caesar.
In LA, I was extremely involved in the
scene. Punk was pretty crucial for me. It
was a big influence on my writing and my
whole way of looking at the world. The
hippy thing was really gruesome to me.
And I was a little too young for it. It just
struck me as being way too into feelings.
I just remember that I felt really pres-
sured to, like, hug people and dance
around naked. And I was not that kind of
kid. I was just too fucked up. But I really

connected with punk.
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In reading the poetry that you wrote in your
Little Caesar days, one of the things that
comes through really strong is the reaction to
“poetic language.” It's like you're saying “I
don't want to use that language. That lan-
guage doesn't fit my world. So I'm going to
use the language of everyday life as | live it.”
| can see parallels to punk, in the sense that
punk was about trying to match up the musi-
cal idiom with what people were actually feel-
ing as opposed to having to be all complex
and baroque in order to impress other people.

But I was also reacting to Charles Bukowski.
Because, growing up in LA, it was just
“Bukowski, Bukowski, Bukowski” and I wasn’t
into that either. Because that seemed really
slovenly and Beat to me. And I wasn't inter-
ested in the Beats at that point. You're right,
of course, that what I was doing then was
about stripping down language. But I also
loved John Ashberry. And I liked Wire,
whose lyrics were really abstract. So it wasn't
against complexity, but against elitism and
against academia—this fruity kind of high
language thing that didn’t interest me. And
there was also the fact that I was gay but hated
gay culture, especially gay literature for being
so highfalutin and purple and everything. So
my early work and Little Caesar combined a
reaction against all that stuff. But I was totally
interested in complexity, and to me punk

music was very complex.

That’s an interesting point. The things people
focus on when they’re trying to describe punk
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The aggression cancels out the beauty in punk,

which makes it more heautiful in a way.

* to someone who doesn't understand it, or
when they're trying to summarize what'’s spe-
cial about it, are usually its directness, the
fact that it's in your face, and the do-it-your-
self aesthetic. That's not an inaccurate
description, but it does tend to mask an
underlying complexity in many cases. And
that's also one of the things | see happening

® to your work a lot. When | talk to people
° ewho've read your work, | find that a lot of

them appreciate its in-your-face value, but

. they don't necessarily see what lies under-

neath. They miss out on the fact that,
Ithough‘ you're presenting this extreme con-

. tent, yoh're also reflecting on what it means

to present extreme content.

Yes, they do. [laughs] I mean definitely,
absolutely! I've gotten sort of jaded because
I'm so used to people going after me for
that. But you know, if you're going to
understand something really horrifying,
you've got to give it its due. There’s a huge
history of people writing about the stuff
that I've written about. But the tendency is
to turn it into some sort of psychological
portrait, like “The Mind of a Sicko,” or to
graft it onto thriller structures. You can’t
get to the bottom of that material, what the
appeal of it is. But it seems to me that it's
possible to portray it in such a way that you
really get the charge from it at the same
time you're deconstructing it. Because I
have mixed feelings about it—I'm totally
fascinated by it and think it’s erotic and all
that stuff, but I also think it’s awful.

Let's say you run into someone at a club. He
hasn't read any of your work yet. But he's
looking forward to it, because he's totally into
sex-and-death culture and has heard that
you're really hardcore. How do you describe
the extreme content in your work to some-
body like that?

I think it’s really important to be honest
about it. That’s a dumb way to put it, but
it’s true. I'm trying to reflect exactly what I
think about it. I don’t think there’s any
point in lying about that stuff if you want
to write about it. I mean, it’s very visceral.
It’s stupid to deny that it has power. Our

whole culture is all about sex and violence.

You have to dare yourself to go in there.
Strangely—or maybe not so strangely—a lot
of my readers are really young. It’s like I
have a weird division between readers who
are really young and readers who are acad-
emics. Everybody in the middle doesn’t
know what to do with me. Kids seem to get
it because they relate to the whole thing
about the inability to express feelings and
about having feelings for people and hat-
ing yourself for it and hating them for it

and then trying to connect with them.

One thing that really interests me in your
work is that there's so much in it about
music and images and you're able to catch it
in writing. You're always dealing with that
paradox—it's like trying to capture in words
what can't be captured in words.

In the new book it’s almost like I decided,
“Well, fuck, I can’t do what I wan‘i to do,
so I'm going to make it disappeax‘j.}" It’s
like a magic trick or something. All the
obsessions in my books are my own obses-
sions. Each book is right where I am, you
know? When I wrote Try, I was obsessed
with Husker Dii and Slayer, and those two
bands indicated a really big split in me.
When I wrote Guide I was trying to figure
out what rave culture and electronic music
were and I wanted to fuck the guy in Blur.
Putting that stuff in the books is not only
a way to keep myself honest, but also a way
of maintaining sanity, because my work’s
so psychotic. So to connect it to Blur or
Silverchair or whatever shows that this
person is able to move through the culture

or something.

| wanted to ask you about that connection.
One interesting thing about your work, in
contrast to that of most fiction writers who
have focused on rock music, is that you con-
struct this weird blurring of fact and fiction
where you'll have Blur in a book but also the
fictional band Smear. Why do you need both?

That example comes from Guide, which is
about acid. I wanted there to be this con-
stant play in the book between what was
real and what wasn’t real. So the non-fic-

tion stuff, the digressions and all of that

seem real in contrast to the part that’s
obviously fiction and seems fake. But in
fact they're both fake. As far as playing with
the band names goes, that was partially a
legal decision pushed on me by my pub-
lisher, but I worked it into the book too.
It's like Blur’s entering my imagination so
they become simulacra. There are all these
parallels in the book, such as the one
between fairy tales and child pornography.
And so I wanted to do the same thing with
the band names. So there’s the real Blur
and the parallel Blur, the real Blur that was
avoice on the radio and the alternate Blur
that was available to be fucked with.

That idea of parallel words is also a big part
of your new novel Period. Reading it, | got
this sense of infinite regress, like when you
have two mirrors facing each other.

It's important that everything in Period
have its equal. By the end of the book,
everything in the book cancels everything
else out except for this kid who killed him-
self. The book was written for my friend
who committed suicide. Being the conclu-
sion of this cycle of five books, I really
wanted the book to disappear in the end.

One of the things that really trips people out
about your work is that you make yourself a
character. The most obvious example is in
Frisk, where we learn about “Dennis,” who
lived places that you had lived and writes the
kind of prose you write, but who also seems
like this horrible monster who kills for sport.
For readers who don't know you, this can be
really unsettling. And it certainly helps you to
blur the distinction between fact and fiction.
But there’s nobody in Period who seems like
you. The author figure Walker Crane clearly
isn’t a stand-in for Dennis Cooper. Why did
you decide to distance yourself from Period?

I've done that Dennis thing so many
times. I think I did it as far as I could do
it in Guide. And, like I said before, I
wanted everything in the book to cancel
itself out. I wanted the author to disappear
too. The beginning and end of Period
read like a Gothic novel. It isn’t my work.
It's consciously this kind of odd, slight
book. Also, almost everything I've written
has been based in Los Angeles or New
York or somewhere that’s very recogniz-

able. But Period is based completely in

this fictional idea of the South. I didn’t
want it to be me that was writing about
that. [ wanted it to be this guy Walker

Crane. [ wanted him to be a joke too.

Why did you decide to conclude your cycle of
novels with this “period?”

I've always thought of these five novels as
one work. I think they’re fine separately,
but I they do form a whole. I always knew
that George Miles, who is the main char-
acter in the first novel Closer, was going
to return in the last book, though I wasn’t
sure how it was going to end. But I found
out that George killed himself right before
I started working on Period. So that
determined the shape of the ending.

So that was an unfortunate case of fact and
fiction merging.

I wrote the books for him in a way. I lost
track of him. So I wrote these books about
him because he was this big influence on
me. And I sort of figured he was out there
reading them or something. It was very
weird. Then I found out inadvertently
that he had killed himself. And he killed
himself before I even wrote Closer. That
helped to determine the structure of
Period too, the fact that this guy had been
for dead a long time and was just this fig-
ment of my imagination. That's one of
the reasons why Period is so odd, because
I don’t even remember who he is in any-
more. So the George in the novel is just
this endless replication over and over and

over until there’s nothing left anymore.

| wanted to talk to you about fandom.
Throughout your work you deal a lot with
fans. Musicians like to present themselves in
a one-sided way. They don't really deal with
the diversity of fan responses to their work.
On the one hand, the way you depict fans
reveals them in all their embarrassing idio-
syncrasy. But on the other hand, by depicting
the obsessiveness of fans in the way that you
do, you show us a way of escaping from the
mass culture that's forced upon us.

Right. I'm very interested in fandom
because I'm such a huge fan dork myself!
[laughs] Alot of it’s just intuitive, you
know? Because I am this massive fan. I'm
just ridiculous about it. I mean, I inter-

viewed Steve Malkmus of Pavement and

when he said he really liked my books, I lost
my mind. It's ridiculous. This guy’s
younger than me, but it’s so exciting—it’s
like a kind of religion. Also, I'm always
dealing with sexual obsession, so one of the
things I like about fandom is that it isn’t
really like sexual obsession. I just think
everybody’s so sexually obsessed, like myself,
that it’s nice to be a fan. Music is so beauti-
ful. When you're a fan, it’s not like a
human relationship at all. And it’s nice to

be humbled by something so beautiful.

But, of course, one of the things that you do
with the sexual relationships in your book is
to reveal the fact that they are kind of inhu-
man. So there's this weird way in which,
even though sexual obsession and fandom
are opposites, they come around and meet
somewhere like one of those Moebius strips.

And they’re both pointedly ridiculous too.

You were talking about the beauty of music,
which reminds me of something else | wanted
to ask you. One of the connections between
your work and punk aesthetics is the way in
which they make beauty into a problem. There
is beauty, but to get to it you have to pass
through something that seems ugly to most
people. In other words, beauty is masked.

That’s something I really responded to in
punk. The aggression cancels out the
beauty in punk, which makes it more
beautiful in a way. There’s nothing more
beautiful than some hardcore band.
Watching them play is just the most beau-
tiful thing in the world. Mosh pits are so
beautiful, though I don’t think most peo-
ple see it that way. I don’t know. I think
about beauty in my work a lot. But beau-
ty’s so weird. I'm so enthralled by beauty,
but I also have this incredible hatred of
exploitation. So I'm really split on that
stuff. Being gay, I particularly hate the way
beauty is used in gay culture. I hate this
Bruce Weber/Abercrombie & Fitch shit. It
just drives me insane. And I hate the way
gay men talk about boys. But, at the same
time, I'm prone to being in awe of beauti-
ful guys. I'm schizo about it, like I am
about a lot of things. My work’s very
schizo in a way.

Charlie Bertsch is a writer and teacher living in Vallejo,
CA. You can reach him by e-mail at cbertsch@crl.com.
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rounded in the late ‘70s tradition of political punk embodied by
bands like Crass, the members of the AK Press Collective have been
publishing and distributing anarchist literature for over a decade.
This political literacy work disseminates both classic and current anarchist
literature, as well as other politically relevant fiction and non-fiction, and
spoken word CDs.

The collective also hosts get-togethers in San Francisco where burgers
and beer are free under the shade of big trees, and writers read from their
work. From Martin Sprouse’s Sabotage in the American Workplace to
Christian Parenti's Lockdown America, the AK Collective has consistently
disseminated the most engaging and relevant of contemporary leftist politi-
cal writing, while maintaining their anarchist collectivist ideals—not an easy
task in the increasingly corporate publishing world. It's a feat even more
impressive when you realize that AK operates collectively while maintaining
offices in two different countries on two different continents.

| had a chance to meet with collective members Craig Gilmore, Ramsey
Kanaan and Craig O'Hara in their San Francisco warehouse.

Interview by Megan Shaw

Can you start by giving a little history? |
understand AK Press started in England, then
moved here.

Ramsey Kanaan: We've been going in
Britain since 1990, at least that’s when we
registered with the state and became a legal
entity—though we’d been around for sev-
eral years before that. Then in 1994, I
managed to persuade my comrades in
Britain that we did so much business here
in America that it would make sense for us
to open up a publishing collective and

distribution center here.

How many people are in the San Francisco
collective?

RK: There are five of us.

Craig Gilmore: Ramsey’s the only import.

He’s the one they sent over.

And how did you other guys get involved?

CG: Ramsey and I were eating mashed
potatoes in New York and he told me they
were looking to expand the collective, and

I was looking for a job.

RK: When Craig joined, he became the
only person in either the Great Britain or
the American collectives who had any previ-
ous publishing experience. Prior to that, we
had basically made everything up as we went
along. Working that way, we had been able
to do things that perhaps a more traditional
group would not have thought of in terms

of getting literature out in public places.
Like what?

RK: We were one of the first groups to
make a concerted effort to sell in record
and comic book stores, and also we took
literature on the road, especially with
bands. Those efforts kind of worked the

book trade in nontraditional ways.

CG: As the established book trade crum-
bles around us, all the stupid things that
these guys did when they didn’t know any-

thing looked smarter and smarter. The
stupid things they did five years ago are

now genius acts.
Such as?

Craig O'Hara: Like establishing a mail
order base of customers. As independent
publishing crumbles and independent
bookstores go out of business and there
becomes more stuff that’s not available any-
where else, we've got a huge core of cus-

tomers that rely on us for mail order things.

So you're benefiting from independent book-
stores going out of business?

CO: No, no. Don’t be misled by that.
The bulk of our business is still selling to
stores. But if we didn’t have that core of
mailorder customers, which I think we
have more than any other book publisher
or distributor, we would definitely crum-
ble along with the stores. But we also do
direct sales at gigs and talk to people one-
on-one and let them see things that they

wouldn’t be able to see elsewhere.

RK: We've really suffered, as has all of
independent publishing, as a result of the
growth of the chains and Amazon.com.
Both in Britain and here, it's completely
decimated the book trade. The indepen-
dent bookstores and any independent book
publishers are kind of natural outlaws for a
variety of reasons. They are the natural
outlet for that non-mainstream literature,
and if they go, people can’t get that stuff
any more by and large. And secondly, it’s a
kind of symbiotic relationship. There’s
nowhere left for independent publishers to
sell their books—it’s a ripple effect. Given
that stores are where we still sell in quantity
our sales to bookstores are down by forty

percent in the past year.

And that's directly attributable to Amazon,
and the like?

RK: It’s actually attributable to the fact
that we don'’t have nearly as many retail
customers anymore. Say we had 100 cus-
tomers who were each buying two books a
year. After a year we've only got 70 or 60
of those 100 left, because the stores we
used to sell through have gone out of busi-
ness. For example, we used to sell to four

different stores in Austin,Texas, a large

college town. And now you don’t have an

independent bookstore left in Austin.
Not one?

RK: All four are gone. And we also have
regularly distributed in Austin through
independent record stores, but we just
were told by friends there that now that
Virgin is opening up a store there, there
will be no independent record stores left
in Austin. So there’s a very real, tangible
effect of the chain stores. It’s similar in
Britain. When I first started doing this 15
years ago in Britain, there was something
called the Federation of Radical
Booksellers, which had 120 members—120
bookstores that were not just
independent, but identified themselves as
radical. Now that’s completely collapsed—I
think there’s about ten left. It's been a

wholesale massacre.

| knew the situation for independent publish-
ers was really, really bad, but | am still
shocked by what you're saying. | would have
thought that your readership would be differ-
entiated enough from the Amazon.com buy-
ers that Amazon wouldn't be in a position to
steal your business.

RK: They are, but the problem is distrib-
ution and propaganda—getting stuff out
there in the first place. If no one knows
that we exist, or knows that this kind of
literature exists, that’s the problem. With
the demise of independent bookstores,
that’s one less—or many fewer—chances
that someone will wander into such a
store. There’s an access provided by the
web, because people might wander on to
our web site. And then there are those
who might wander into an Avail show and

see us there.

CG: A lot of our audience is young. When
I was young, there were a lot of indepen-
dent stores, and you found a lot of things
just wandering around those stores. It's
not a question of whether a store is
stocked with what you’re looking for, it's
going into a store and finding something
you're not looking for—discovering new
literature because it’s on the shelf in the
store. If that opportunity doesn’t exist, the
Internet can'’t really replace that. Although

we do sell a lot of books over the Internet,
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there’s still the question of how people
can find or come in contact with anything
that doesn’t have an advertising budget
behind it to push itself into peoples’ faces.

RK: It’s like the cliché that’s said about
punk: By and large, most people discover
punk through discovering some other
kind of music, and then the discovery
trickles down. Perhaps you were first into

heavy metal, and you saw that the members

of Metallica wore Misfits t-shirts, so you
bought the Misfits and then you bought

Dead Kennedys. For most people these
kinds of options are not magically pre-
sented to them, they don’t fall into some-
one’s lap. So how do you as a publisher,
without a big advertising budget, make

people aware of what’s out there?

How are you reacting to this decimation and the
changes in the way publishing is distributed?

RK: We don’t have any massive plan as
such. I mean, our sales have actually
remained about the same. If our sales to
bookstores have dropped by 40 percent
that’s been made up in other ways.
Certainly the Internet, for better or for
worse, has increased sales. I think we've
made pretty good progress in tabling vari-

ous events, concerts, book fairs, and such.

CG: We have a plea in our catalog for
people to think about tabling wherever
they are. The problem is that doesn’t quite
count as a plan, because we've got to put

this plea out. We'd love to have a network
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of people across the country who table at
conferences and rallies, and book shows
and clubs—wherever they think crowds will
gather and we can sell books. Some of our
best “retailers”—though that’s not quite
the right word—are tablers, individuals
who don’t have a storefront, who sell off

tables and shelves.

RK: I think the other thing that’s kept us
afloat, for better or for worse, and it's one
of the most successful ways of disseminat-

ing radical ideas is on CD. One of the

ironies of capitalism is
that CDs are cheaper
to make than books,
and relatively speaking
you can sell them for

more money.

Can you describe the
organizational structure of your collective?
You're a prolific organization that is spread
over two countries. I'm curious how you
structure labor amongst yourselves.

CO: We all have to agree on what we pub-
lish each year. But we don’t have to have a
conference to decide whether or not we’'ll
distribute something every time someone
publishes a new book—we do that here,
one day a week. But although the Internet
and e-mail has greatly enhanced our abili-
ty to keep in touch, we still have to meet
once a year, either here or in Britain, to
make a schedule of titles to publish. Plus,
we discuss if we want to make any kind of
rules—for lack of a better term—that will
affect everyone, whether it’s pay or health
care. With that in mind, we do determine
our own destiny. If we all agree that we
want a raise, we get a raise. Everyone gets
paid the same, including the people in
Britain, which is a little tough to figure

out mathematically. But we're organized

strictly on a parity; we're supposed to do
the same amount of work and we’re sup-

posed to get paid the same.

Is your catalog the same here as in Britain?
How is it different?

RK: On day-to-day terms, and largely
economically, we are completely different
organizations. There are all kinds of
things that we can distribute over here and
they can't, and vice versa. Some things are
published by “major labels” in Britain,
but are independently published here, or

#Because one person argued vehe-
Emently and didn’t really convince
ranyone else, but the others felt
that if that one person felt the
book was that bad, or was going to
he that bad for AK, they were not
sping to support it any more.

they have an exclusive distributor in
Britain but not here. Similarly, in terms
of day-to-day operations, we don’t consult
with them on whether we should buy a new
computer, or whether we should risk giv-
ing credit to a new account. Although we
tell them what we're doing, we don't con-
sult with them necessarily. { In terms of
our organizational structure, there are a
couple of central tenets. One is that you
enter the organization with nothing and
you leave with nothing. What that means is
that we don't own the company, the com-
pany is a separate political project and it's
crucial to maintain the integrity of that
project. There actually are no owners. If
someone leaves for whatever reason, if
they were able to take assets with them,
that would absolutely destroy us.
Additionaly, we have a somewhat compli-
cated minority veto system that we use
when voting on books. But we're a small
enough organization, and we are all of
similar enough political opinions that it
rarely comes to a point when we have to

use that system.

And is the organization structured identically
in Britain?

RK: No, because legally we're a California
Corporation. So we have our own internal

rules that are different from the rules that

govern the workings of California
Corporations, in which, for instance, not
everybody is paid the same. In Britain it’s
somewhat different because a workers’
cooperative is an accepted legal entity, so
they're legally set up as such. But in
California we have to be set up differently,
and work in accordance with workers’
comp laws, et cetera. There are a variety of
reasons for that, but one is just to be
doing what we’re doing on the level that
we're doing it simply couldn’t be done
part time, or in spare time. But also as a
political project, usually when the state or
the powers that be become interested in
political projects, they're usually closed
down not for political reasons but because
they infringed on some technicality or
didn’t pay their taxes. So we're completely

official and above-board.

How do you decide what to publish and what
to distribute?

CG: As Craig was saying, our decisions
about what to publish are made by the
entire collective on both sides of the
Atlantic. Most publishing projects take
more than a year or two to develop. We
collect proposals over the course of a year,
we e-mail back and forth, then we have
this one face-to face meeting in which we
hash out what the state of each project is
and how we evaluate each one. Then we'll
set a publishing schedule for the year to 18
months following the meeting. Sometimes
things come up suddenly, though. For
example this week we got a proposal for a
book on the WTO meeting in Seattle. We
haven't really talked about that yet, but we
might judge it to be an important book to
do this year, but not important to do two
years from now, which would be the nor-
mal gestation period of a book. So if we're
going to consider that we have to e-mail

the UK, send them the proposal, maybe

there have been many great
books that have been published
by not only larger independent
presses, but by filthy corporate
bastards. Any author who is |
dead, there is a good chance
that their books were once pub- §
lished by a corporate press.

there’ll be some anxious e-mails back and
forth. Then we’d get part of the manu-
script and send that over to the UK.

CO: Keep in mind also that when we
decide what to publish or what to distrib-
ute, we don't all agree. There are several
books that some of us would not like to
see published, or things that we carry or
don’t carry that people are angry about,

but that’s part of human interaction.

You don't reach consensus on everything you
do?

CO: No.

CG: There are two levels of opposition.
There’s indifference, and there's down-
right opposition: “I oppose us having this
book in stock and I think it would be bad
if we had it.” That doesn’t come up very
often, but it does. As Ramsey was saying
earlier, we have a minority veto. That
means technically that among the five of
us, any two of us can stop a decision. But
there have also been a number of books,
not a lot, but five or ten since I've been in
the collective, that have been stopped by
one person. Because one person argued
vehemently and didn’t really convince
anyone else, but the others felt that if that
one person felt the book was that bad, or
was going to be that bad for AK, they were

not going to support it any more.

RK: We're all reasonably mature adults. But
in terms of what we publish and what we
distribute, broadly speaking we have two
criteria which are applied to anything we
do. One is that we think it has some politi-
cal merit and it’s going to fit in with our
political project. Secondly is that we think
we can sell it. It may be that there’s a book
we feel is of crucial importance, but maybe
we don’t think, for whatever reason, we can
sell any. Maybe it has a cover price of $80,

or maybe it’s a subject too obscure, like a

1000 page in-depth study on the anar-
chists’ approach to animal husbandry in the
Spanish collectives. I'm sure that would be a
pretty worthy and interesting book, but
chances are we probably couldn’t sell it—
especially in university hard cover. We've
often turned down books that fit within the
DIY ethic. For instance we once turned
down a book on how to build your own
mud hut. I'm sure that fits a DIY housing
ethic, but we didn’t think we could sell it. It
could also be that a valuable book is widely
available and so there’s no point in us
putting it out too. There may be all kinds
of books on how to fix your car, or how to
construct a machine gun, which are cer-
tainly DIY, or how to assassinate your worst
enemy, but those books are widely available,

so there’s no point in us carrying them.

CG: Unless we think we can sell a lot—
we sell a lot of books on how to have sex.
Despite the fact that everyone publishes
them, we sell enough that they help pay

the rent.

You distribute books from academic presses
and mainstream commercial presses, right?

RK: We carry all independent publishers.

You count academic presses as independent?

RK: They're not owned by media con-
glomerates. But there have been many
great books that have been published by
not only larger independent presses, but
by filthy corporate bastards. Any author
who is dead, there is a good chance that
their books were once published by a cor-
porate press. Or for example, Howard
Zinn's People’s History of the United
States was published by Rupert Murdoch,
so we made the decision not to carry that
valuable book. With one exception, we

don’t carry anything published by a cor-

porate publishing conglomerate. But that




doesn’t mean they don’t publish good
books—quite the opposite. And that was
even more the case in the '60s and '70s.
Plenty of books that were quite radical
were published by Penguin and Random
House. { Of course, there are shifting
levels of political worthiness versus salabil-
ity, but there’s nothing in this warehouse
that we carry just to sell. There are a lot of
books that we could sell a lot of that we
think are rubbish. Everything in the cata-
log has some social or literary use, but it
has been a debate in the past within AK
whether or not we should carry “major
label” books. Again, to give more contem-
porary examples, Live from Death Row by
Mumia Abu-Jamal was published by a
filthy corporate conglomerate, and so is
Leonard Peltieris book. We have chosen
not to carry those books, though we did
end up picking up Live from Death Row

as a remainder.
That's your exception?

RK: No, the exception was a publisher
called Henry Holt and we made the deci-
sion to carry them largely because they
carry Dee Brown, author of Bury My
Heart at Wounded Knee, Mike Davis,
author of City of Quartz and Black femi-
nist bell hooks.

How does it work when you distribute books
at shows? Do you have partnerships with
venues or with bands or with promoters?

CO: Never the venue or the promoter.
Sometimes the bands are friendly. Usually
we know one of the persons associated
with the band in some way. Either we have
friends who are in the band or who are

roadies and either they will be able to do it
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or we will be able to move on in and do a
table in the back. Sometimes the bands
have no idea we're there. Hopefully the
promoters have no idea we're there, oth-
erwise they can make life hard if they're

not down with what we’re doing.
Even in punk clubs?

CO: Well it depends. There's a big differ-
ence between a punk show at Gilman
Street and a punk show at Slim’s. The
same bands play them, but Gilman Street
of course is very supportive of what we do,

whereas Slim’s is not.

RK: We've been very lucky in that we've
had friends who are associated with certain
bands who can crew with them and take

our literature on the road.
Which bands?

CO: Well for instance Richard the Roadie
is this fellow who tours with a lot of bands
as a driver and a roadie and he tables at
every stop of every tour of whatever band
he’s with. Recently he's done Citizen Fish
and Avail. And there’s a woman named
Karoline Collins as well who does several
bands. She roadies and sells merchandise
and she sells AK stuff wherever she goes.
Again this is not always entirely with the
bands’ support, but they let them do their
thing. And there are a lot of smaller bands
who take stuff along as well. A guy named
Robert Collins, the husband of Karoline,
has been in a couple of bands and has

helped us out.

RK: Or if it’s not that we have friends
involved, then we’ll have friends of
friends. Recently we've tabled at Rage
Against the Machine shows, which is prob-

¢
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ably the biggest corporate thing we've ever
done. It’s the only time we've ever tabled at
an arena. And in that case the singer of the
band somewhat knows us and is supportive
of what we do. He also has a couple of
friends who are in our circle who are very
supportive of what we do. So it’s kind of
through the back door. That’s not some-
thing we can do with whoever promotes the
shows or the management of a coliseum.
There are a lot of bands who are quite
happy for us to table, and some of them
are pretty popular, like NOFX. Whenever
they play locally we table their shows
because I'm old friends with Fat Mike.

Plenty of bands think that what we’re
doing is cool. They may not buy anything
or have any idea of the content of what
we're distributing, but they’re supportive

; : A
insofar as we're an underground project.

CG: Tabling is also the best way to sell
things because you get to talk to the people

and take the measure of things.

RK: It’s great to have communication with
g
people on a one-to-one level. That's the

best way to make an impact with people.

CG: It also is a good way for us to find out
what’s going on the street. A lot of people
in book publishing barely talk to people in
bookstores, and never talk to the people
who actually buy the books and read them.
If you're out at a table, you're talking to
real consumers. When you've tabled a
book, if you've packed it, taken it to a
show, brought it back, put it back on the
shelf, packed it again, unpacked it again,
pretty soon you know that book stinks.
You might love the book, but if you can’t
sell it, you have to give it up.
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. ‘a..cqui Balderaz remembers Brian
Deneke as the friend she talked to
every day.

* She remembers when he was
arrested at an eicessively noisy
show and people were contribut-
ing twenties to help bail him out
of jail. She remembers how he
used to discipline his dog Stout
with time-outs, warning people
not to pet him when he was sent to
sit in a corner. She remembers

her friends making fun of him

when starstruck middle-school

kids would ask him to wear their

béﬁ?ﬁ'ﬁ‘trts:—{e—give them that

special aura of authenticity

She doesn’t remember the moment when he was killed.

She remembers fighting to pull apart a circle of people kick-
ing at Brian, who was “cur]ed up in a ball” at their feet, she says.
Then there’s a blank, and uddenly she’s standing in a completely
different spot. She heard her friend Kristi scream, looked up, saw
a car and saw Brian’s face.

“It looked like he was hugging the car,” she says.

An instant later, all of her friends were hysterical. Jason
Deneke was racing to his brother’s side. People she didn’t know
were running to help. She was calm, she says. She knelt down,
worried that Brian might have a broken neck. She started rubbing
his leg, in case he was cold. An ambulance showed up and para-
medics moved everyone back. They surrounded Brian but just
stood there, looking, she says.

“I said "Why are you not doing anything? Is he OK?’ and
pulled one of them back to me,” she says.

“The fireman said, ‘No.” And I just fell to the ground.”

On December 6, 1997, John King, then a self-described
“gutterpunk,” smashed out the window of a Cadillac driven by
Tascosa High junior varsity football player Dustin Camp. Camp
had tried to run him over after an altercation late that Saturday
night, says King. He thought it was just one more close call in
Amarillo, Texas—where being a punk could mean being a target.

King and his friends were used to being spit on, yelled at,
chased, and sometimes beaten. Previously, Brian Deneke had
been taken to the emergency room after attacks by pickup trucks
fall of assailants.

“If you look different in this town, you don’t hardly have to
leave your house to get fucked with,” says King. "It’ll definitely
come to you.”

Just a week after their previous run-in, on Friday, December
12, King and eight friends—all kids involved in the Amarillo punk
scene—found themselves facing Dustin Camp, his Cadillac and a
deserted shopping mall parking lot full of local high school students.

The punks said they hadn’t come to fight, that they went to

eat at the International House of Pancakes across the street because
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in the middle of the night in the Amarillo, Texas, there’s nothing
else to do. Camp and his fellow students testified they hadn’t come
there to fight either. But within minutes, the police were called to
break up a pitched battle between the two groups.

By the time they arrived, Brian Deneke was dead and Dustin
Camp was speeding home. The police found blood on his Cadillac
and Dustin Camp was charged with murdering Brian Deneke.

First Camp said his car skidded on some ice, and that he
didn’t mean to do it. But when he took the stand in a courtroom
ayear and a half later, he said he was trying to save a friend from
being beaten to death by Brian Deneke.

“[Brian Deneke] was a violent individual and it took violence
on Dustin Camp’s part to put an end to further violence and to save
an innocent life,” said Warren Clark, Camp’s attorney, at the trial.
“You could even argue that he was destined to die the way he did.”

After 13 days of testimony, the jury found Dustin Camp
guilty—of manslaughter, not murder—and sentenced him to 10
years probation on September I, 1999.

Clark told the Amarillo Globe-News that he felt the jury had
done the right thing.

“We hung our heads,” says Dave Trew, a friend of both
Deneke brothers. “Legally, they had murdered us.”

“[We] went to the IHOP every night, because there ain’t shit
else to do in this town,” John King says. “[We’d] just drink coffee
all night and hang out.”

It was Saturday, December 6th. Several tables down from
King and his friend Chris Oles sat Dustin Camp, his date Phyllis
Raef and a group of Tascosa High students, decked out in formal
dress after an evening out at the Crystal Ball dance. Oles walked
past them on the way to the restroom, six feet of spikes, mascara
and lovingly handpainted leather. He felt them watching him, he
says.

“I had never seen them before in my life that I knew of —I
thought they were going to ask me a question,” he says.

They did, Oles says: “What the fuck are you looking at, faggot?”

That week at IHOP had been particularly trying, Oles said
later. Every night so far, someone had bounced an insult in his
direction. By Saturday night, he was tired of it.

“If it was just you and me,” he told someone he later learned
was a Tascosa junior named Justin Devore, "and you didn’t have
all your friends with you, you wouldn’t say that.”

Dustin Camp declined to participate in an interview for this
article for legal reasons. At trial, Camp and his friends told a dif-
ferent story, with Phyllis Raef testifying that Chris Oles had pro-
voked them and flashed a knife.

Oles denies having a knife, and says that as he slid back into the
booth with King, the Tascosa kids flipped them off and kept cursing
at them. Oles blew kisses and winked back, then got up to take a
phone call at the front. Camp and his friends stood and followed.

King met them as they gathered before Oles and the yelling
started. Camp poked King in the chest, King says and King shoved
him back. In response, Potter County Deputy Sheriff Jerry

Jackson—charged with keeping an eye on IHOP’s rowdier clientele—

hustled Camp’s party out the door. "We'll be waiting across the
street,” they shouted, Oles and King remember. “We're going to
kick your ass!”

Inside, Oles called a friend, Kendra Pettitt, and told her,
“You better come get us, we're gonna get jumped.” Someone got
Jason and Brian Deneke from a nearby Denny’s. Kendra Pettitt,
Jessica Jackson and Brady Clark met them outside IHOP.

Parked across the street in the deserted Western Plaza Mall
parking lot were at least two cars: Dustin Camp’s and Tascosa stu-
dent Bryan Kelley’s. King and Brian ran across the street to con-
front them, King says, followed by their friends. Camp testified
that there were “six or seven” people surrounding his car. Deputy
Jackson, across the street, called police when he saw “14 or 15”
punks and a group of people approaching them from parked
pickup trucks.

Brian went up to Kelley’s truck, told him to leave because
“he wasn’t part of this,” says King. Kelley promptly left. Then
King and Brian approached Camp, who was sitting in his suit in
his mother’s Cadillac—he had borrowed the car for his date that
night, Camp testified later. Camp locked the doors and wouldn’t
look at him, King says.

“Do you have a problem?” King demanded. “Why don’t you
get out of your car if you have a fucking problem?”

After a second of silence, Camp started his car and aimed it
at the punks.

“He was driving through guys, trying to run them over,” says
Oles. On the phone with police, Deputy Jackson saw a Cadillac
heading for a cluster of punks. Camp later testified that the punks
were “latched on” to his car and trying to block his escape. He
denied trying to
run anyone over
that night.

As Camp sped

and participated in several clubs, she says. But her crowning
achievement was situating herself into the school’s elite—a crowd
that “half the kids in school want to be and the other half despise.”

Tascosa’s elite were kids from rich families in Amarillo’s
Wolflin neighborhood, active in football, basketball and baseball
and student council. All cound be distinguished by their trade-
mark white baseball caps.

“They all have at least three hats like that. They run them
over with their trucks to make it look like they've had them for a
while,” Smith says. “They do a lot of stupid things like that.”

Smith was a freshman when she met Dustin Camp.

“He wasn’t a guy you called up to find out what’s going on
that weekend, he was just a guy who always showed up,” Smith says.

Camp hadn’t attended private school like Smith, whose dad is
a doctor and whose mother is a psychologist. Instead, he'd attend -
ed Wolflin Elementary. His parents own and work at Stanton
Automotive. He drove a 1983 Cadillac while his dad drove a 1982
Ford Ranger. Still, Camp managed to become part of the in-
crowd, overcoming what Smith called “the most judgment I ever
faced” to befriend the old money, new car Wolflin kids.

Dustin Camp was “well-liked by a lot of people,” one of his
friends later told the Amarillo Globe-News. Teachers described
him as a student “ [you] look forward to having.” He made consis-
tent As and Bs and was never late to class his junior year, accord-
ing to school records. He played JV football, practicing hard and
training diligently, said coaches.

“He’s funny, fun to be around,” long-time friend and
Tascosa sophomore Ashley McAvoy told the Globe-News.

Heather Smith remembers Camp’s sense of humor—"Heé's
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The glass cracked
and Camp’s car,
said the punks,
hopped the curb onto Western Avenue and headed for nearby
Interstate 4.0.

“We figured we'd never see them again,” says King. “That was it.”

“Those guys have a real big issue with pride,” says Heather
Smith, then a sophomore at Tascosa High. “That’s why all their
cars are so big.”

After 12 years of private school, Smith entered Tascosa High
determined to carve out a place for herself in high school society.

She made the varsity basketball team, was elected to student council

one of those guys that could try to laugh his way out of anything,”
she says—as well as his aggressive side. When she was 13, her best
friend lived across from the Camps, and Smith sometimes spent
afternoons with him. Once, during a squirt gun fight, Camp tied
a neighbor kid to a tree and spent an hour and a half pouring
water on him, she says.
“We were out there forever and [the neighbor] was shivering

and screaming and Dustin was just having a great time,” she says.

He’s always been real competitive and had extreme ways of prov-

ing it, so there’s no doubting he’s the best or he won.”
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The week after John King smashed Dustin Camp's wind-
shield, rumors started among Tascosa High students that there
was going to be a fight at the IHOP on Friday, December 12.

“I don’t know what the first word was, but by the time I heard
it, it was 4.0 times out of proportion,” says Smith. “It starts
'thgre's gonna be a fight’ and it turns into World War Three.”

At the trial, Camp himself was vague about what was sup-

alumni there who knew Wynn, Thompson said. Around 10:00
p-m., both Camp and Thompson’s testimony agree that the
group, now larger, then decided to move again.

“The guys were saying, "Well, it's about time,'” Elise
Thompson said later in court. "Let’s go meet up at [HOP.”

Camp testified that about a dozen people left for IHOP. But
Thompson testified she had arrived with Camp and 10 or 12 peo-
ple from Escobar’s party and met more at Wynn's. She believed
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posed to ktppen. “I had heard that Friday there was going to be a
fight up there. I did not know who it was going to be between,” he
testified. “Well, I knew one group was going to be the punks. I
didn’t know who the other group was going to be.”

“Yet everyone of those people who have testified, yourself
included, who did not know about this and did not know why it
was going to happen had no intention of fighting?” Prosecutor
Pat Murphy asked Camp. “Every one of you show up on time and
everyone of you ended up across that street involved, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” Camp replied.

At about 8:00 p.m. that Friday night, Camp and Tascosa
junior and varsity football team tight end Rob Mansfield went
to Oscar Escobar’s house in Camp’s Cadillac, Camp testified.
He said they weren’t drinking, though police later found an 18
pack of Bud Light with only a few beers left and a half empty
bottle of Crown Royal in his trunk. Camp said they were left
over from the week before.

There, Camp and Mansfield met up with Elise Thompson.
Thompson was a junior at Tascosa who would later graduate as vale-
dictorian in 1999. She’d attended the same private school as
Heather Smith, who called her “just one of the sweetest people. I've
never heard a lie or a mean thing come out of her mouth.” She did
not respond to a request for an interview, but testified at trial later.
Rob Mansfield was one of her best friends.

At Escobar’s, Camp and his friends drank some beers and
played pool while the girls talked. Then the party moved to
Tascosa alumnus Nathan Wynn's house, Thompson testified,
where there was barely enough room to sit down. Besides all the

Tascosa kids who had been at Escobar’s, there was a group of
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-:W.)-;nn's went to IHOP.
Thompson caught a ride with Camp, sitting in the back seat of his

Cadillac, and on arrival, saw that “the parking lot was so full we

nearly everybod;' who had b't;.;,n at

ended up in the parking lot next door.” .
“It was all people that I knew,” Thompson testified. She did-
n't see anyone who looked like a punk.

Chris Oles didn’t want to go to IHOP that night, even
though that’s where he went almost every night after finishing his
job selling gravesites by phone for the Memorial Park Cemetery—
ITHOP was a "home away from home,” he says—and even though
the rumors of a fight were no different than the rumors they
heard almost every week, he was nervous. Earlier in the week Oles
told the IHOP manager he’d heard there might be trouble on
Friday night.

“I had a bad feeling,” he says. “The whole way up, I was like,
‘Let’s stay home.” We had a right to go up if we wanted, [but] I
was almost pleading with them. It was kind of weird. ”

John King wasn’t worried.

“We always heard shit,” he says. "It was like a once a week
thing. We didn’t think anything of it.” But “just in case” he told
his friends to meet him there. In the trunk of his car he had a
metal baseball bat and at his side he had the baton he says he
“always carried, in case I got jumped.”

Brian had the chain and lock he kept with after being
attacked several times, friends say.

When they left for IHOP, some of the other punks had
chains and combat boots—"basic clothing stuff,” says Jacqui

Balderaz—but were otherwise unarmed, she says.

Y

“We weren’t there looking for a fight,” says Brian’s brother
Jason Deneke.

The punks had been hanging out drinking—some said only a
few beers, some said all day—when Oles got home from work.
Brian was a “little drunk,” says Balderaz, “but he could handle it.”
Brian’s blood alcohol content would later test out at .19, nearly
twice the legal limit.

But Oles was sober when he, Brian and Jason Deneke,
Balderaz and Julie Hollifield left for IHOP in Hollifield’s car.
When they turned onto Western, they had to keep driving,
because the IHOP parking lot was full, with cars spilled over into
adjacent streets, they said. This was at three hours before the
usual 2:00 a.m. post-bar rush and none of the punks had ever
seen the IHOP so crowded.

“Right when we walked up to the front door, there was a mob
of kids screaming and yelling at us and telling us they were going to
kick our ass,” Oles says. He spotted his friend J.T. Clifton stand-
ing outside and, with Hollifield on one arm and Balderaz on the
other, he stepped inside to see if any other friends were there.

Meanwhile, John King pulled up outside, with Jennifer Hix
and Kristi Kachaniuk. As soon as he shut off his car, a truck
pulled up and blocked him in, he says, and a crowd surrounded
the car, telling him to “get the fuck out.”

“I got out of my car and whipped out my baton and the peo-
ple backed off some,” he says.

Oles found no familiar faces in the IHOP. He was on his way
back outside when the manager, who was yelling at the crowd in the
parking lot to go home, stopped him. He pointed across Western into
the Plaza parking lot and said, “Your friends are getting jumped.”

“It looked like about 20 people fighting, and I thought,
‘Maybe our friends showed up,’” he says. “But then I thought,
‘We don’t have that many friends.” And I looked and realized they
were all beating on one person — Brian.”

The Deneke brothers had been separated from Oles and the
girls soon after arriving at IHOP, and now Brian was curled up in
a ball on the asphalt at the feet of six or seven guys, his brother
says. Oles met King at his car and King handed him the baseball
bat. Oles, nervous, held it against his leg so it wouldn’t be as
obvious, he says.

Elise Thompson had gone inside IHOP to meet some of her
friends and when she came out, she testified she saw two punks,
one tall and wearing a brightly colored leather jacket and one
shorter, with short hair, waving bats and batons and screaming.
She couldn’t remember what the tall one said, but the short one,
she testified, said, “I think we can take them.” Mansfield called to
her and said they were leaving, so she hurried back to Camp’s car.

King and Oles were running across Western as a red Chevy
Blazer roared past, clipping King’s leg. King smashed out the
back window with his baton and hit several other cars as they
passed, then ran with Balderaz and Kachaniuk to Brian. “He was
getting beat up by a shitload of guys,” King says. “We were beating
people, just trying to get them off.”

King's baton connected heavily with Tascosa junior Justin

Devore’s head, King says, splitting his scalp and knocking him

into semiconsciousness. Brian stood up and shook himself off.
“He said 'T'm OK,’” King says. "He didn’t look too beat up.
So we all started to back away and find a way to get the fuck out.”

Camp’s Cadillac was moving across Western towards the Plaza
with Elise Thompson in the back seat and Rob Mansfield up
front. Thompson saw kids running toward the Western Plaza lot.

Camp was silent, “concentrating,” he later said in court, as
he threaded his Cadillac through clots of people fighting.
Thompson testified that she saw people being beaten by “a circle”
of punks. On the pavement was Tascosa junior and basketball
player Andrew McCulloch.

“Oh my god, look what they're doing to Andrew,”
Thompson remembered Camp saying, panicked—McCulloch was
one of Camp’s "close friends,” she testified.

“He seemed to snap,” Thompson testified. Mansfield tried
to get out of the car, but Camp wouldn’t let him, Thompson said.
Instead, he swerved towards Chris Oles, who Thompson said was
on the edge of the group attacking McCulloch.

Oles says he had been loping alone towards Brian’s attackers,
bat still against his leg, when Camp’s car came up behind him.

“I didn’t see the car and I wasn’t near anyone and he got me,”
he says. “It all happened really fast. | remember being on the
hood—I was on the car and off the car.” Oles rolled off and hit the
ground on his back hard enough to bounce the metal bat out of his
hands. Dazed for a moment, he struggled to his feet, grabbed for
the bat and was hit in the leg by a beer bottle. Police later found
beer bottles and cans of Bud Light scattered across the parking lot.

“I thought, ‘Now I'm gonna get killed,’” he says. “There were
so many kids. I was trying to get towards a light pole or something
because I thought the car was going to come back.” Someone
threw a pool cue at him and he grabbed it off the ground and ran
for a streetlight. Then he looked over and saw Brian.

Oles says Brian was “nowhere near” anyone else. John King
says he saw Oles get hit and then saw a car line up on Brian,
whom he also says was alone.

Inside Camp’s Cadillac, the view wasn’t quite the same.

Thompson said Camp wasn’t responding as Mansfield kept
repeating, “Stop, let’s go, let’s get out of here.”

After hitting Oles, Camp testified he had reversed and head-
ed back to Western, but swung the Cadillac around to make sure
McCulloch was on his feet. That’s when he spotted Brian Deneke.

In court, Camp said he saw Brian hitting Justin Devore with
a club. Thompson agreed, testifying that Brian appeared to be
attacking someone she couldn’t recognize with a club or stick.

But Chris Oles saw Brian running from the car, he says. He
saw Brian turn and strike the car with the chain he always carried.

“It looked like it really pissed off [the driver] when Brian hit
the car [with the chain]. It seemed like he stepped on the gas,”
Oles says. "It looked like a monster, like this metal monster com-
ing after him.”

Thompson testified that Camp never swerved away or tried to

slow down. She saw Brian turn and met his eyes just as the

Cadillac caught him.
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“[Brian] was looking at us, when the car impacted him. His
body came up on the hood and rolled underneath the car,” she
testified. “I felt two bumps and I prayed it was the median that we
were going over. And then I looked back, since I was in the back
seat, and I saw him lying there. There was a pool of blood and he
just looked very befuddled and then I saw a girl run to him. And
that’s all I saw.” '

Brian slid up and off the hood and under the front of the
car as Oles watched.

“My first thought was find the first person I don’t know and
take their head off,” he says, but then he let the bat and the pool
cue drop from his hands and ran to Brian.

“I knew he was dead, automatically,” he says. “No one could
live through that.”

Jennifer Hix and Jason Deneke were already there and as
Jason cradled his brother in his arms, the crowd of high school
kids cheered.

“It was the sickest thing, and you probably don'’t read about
it,” Oles says, “but they cheered.”

Inside the car, there was silence. Mansfield stopped yelling,

Camp

'tl--o

o etal monster
after Brian, says Oles.

s car Jooked.like 2;

“It was like a movie,” she says. “Everyone all pushed back in a
corner, crying and screaming but I couldn’t hear. I just saw their
mouths open.”

The police threw two of the high school kids in the back seat with
Balderaz, figuring that the Abercrombie and Fitch shirt she happened
to be wearing marked her as one of their crowd, she thinks.

As the car pulled out of the Western Plaza lot on the way to
the police station, Balderaz saw Brian’s body, lying by a snowdrift
and still uncovered by a blanket, and started crying even harder.
One kid knew her from school and tried to put his arm around
her, she says.

She reared up and hit him across the face.

Heather Smith says she had been at a rave with friends and
saw the sirens as soon as she turned on to Western. Her friend

Johna Auhoy, a fellow Tascosa student, was standing in the Plaza

parking lot.
“I'm so sorry, Heather I'm so sorry,” he said, starting to sob.
“Johna, what’d you all dor’ she cried, and Auhoy ran away

o : vy ¥ o) without answering.

2 Then she heard an

officer describing a

light-colored
Cadillac—a car she

o s

Y1 Y e recognized.
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(()J-"“IVY) “’It’s fucking
Dustin,’ I thought,
and I started to cry,”
T ,m'?'""'Smith says.

Camp had left
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shocked dumb, Thompson said. Then, according't i
testimony, Camp spoke. '

“I'm a ninja in my Caddy,” he muttered softly. “I bet he
liked that one.”

The first 911 call came in at I1:13 p.m.—an employee from
ITHOP called the Amarillo Police Department and reported a
“major fight” at the Western Plaza, with about “10 or 15” people.

Less than two minutes later, a caller on a cell phone said
they’d just seen a “beige colored Cadillac” with three people
inside involved in a hit and run. They gave police a license
plate number.

Another caller said she’d seen around 40 kids fighting in
Western Plaza and that one of them had almost been run over.

By 11:16 p.m., IHOP was back on the line: “We need an
ambulance,” the caller said. “Somebody has been hit by a car.”
One IHOP employee later told the Globe-News that “five or six”
punks came running in, screaming, “They killed him!”

After Jacqui Balderaz collapsed, she was locked inside a
police car and watched the parking lot through glass windows so

thick that no outside sound could make it in.

Thompson's

the Plaza and was

; headed east on I-4.0,
dnvmg in silence. At the next exit, Thompson testified that she
leaned forward into the front seat and asked, “What if he's dead?”

No one answered.

On the way home, they met Bryan Kelley in his truck, and
Camp and Kelley talked for a moment more before splitting up.
Camp stopped to let Thompson and Mansfield out at Thompson’s
house and spoke. She repeated the conversation in court.

“You all don’t have to go down with me. It wasn’t you alls’
fault,” he said. “You weren’t in the car.”

“We were in Bryan’s truck,” Mansfield said.

“No, we were here,” Thompson said.

“[Elise], you don’t know how serious this is,” Mansfield
answered—he was “terrified,” Thompson testified.

“I said, ‘No, we were here, and right after that Dustin started
crying,” she told the court.

As Mansfield climbed out of the Cadillac, Camp was in tears,
banging his head into the steering wheel. “It’s going to be OK,”
Mansfield told him. He put his arm around Camp before he left.

An hour or two later, at about 1:00 a.m., Justin Devore
called from the hospital, where he had received eight stitches and
three internal staples after John King had hit him with his baton,
and told them Brian Deneke was dead.

T

“We used to make fun of [Brian] for being a punk rock
icon,” Jessica Jackson says. “All the little kids looked up to him—
he probably thought it was cool, but he was embarrassed at the
same time.”

When he was a little kid himself, Brian Deneke wore a Boy
Scout scarf—not a mohawk. But when he started skateboarding
and hanging out at Amarillo’s independent music venue, the
Retina, the transformation began. “Punk rock came out of all
that,” remembers his brother Jason.

“We were worried about what Brian and Jason were getting
into,” says his father Mike Deneke. "It was kind of foreign and we
had the normal reactions that most parents did.”

They knew some of Brian and Jason's friends had “problems,”
he says, but came to understand why their son was dying his hair and
selling records and T-shirts to other kids at no profit to himself.

“For Brian, it was a statement against the mainstream, about
being so strong and not conforming,” Mike Deneke says. “He
wasn't part of that preppy jock mentality.”

By the time he was 17, Brian dropped out of Amarillo High,
earning a G.E.D. the same year, and moving into an apartment
over the Egg, the successor to the Retina. He washed dishes and
put the proceeds towards bolstering Amarillo’s scene by booking
shows with his brother. ‘

“He was the major reason some of the better bands came to
‘town—he’d write and beg them to come, tell them they could stay

* at his house,” says Chris Antle, a senior at Amarillo High. “He

. ‘used his'own money to pay for the booking.”

East Coast with a black puppy Brian had been given by some gangster
kids who used to come to shows. They left Amarillo for Richmond,
New York and beyond. When they came back, the puppy had grown
into his name—Stout. Brian used to take him to shows, Jackson
remembers, and Stout would chase Brian around the circle pit.

“[Brian] would try and get people to dance,” she says. “He’d
say, 'Look, my dog’s more hardcore than you!"”

Stanley Marsh III, best known as the local wealthy eccentric
responsible for a neo-Stonehenge made of cars along Interstate
40, took a liking to Brian and, after he turned 18, gave him a
job—once paying him to attach jingle bells to his Mohawk and
scurry around a downtown bank.

Brian and a crew of other artists painted bizarre road signs
for Marsh and helped install them around town, some featuring
punk rockers with blue-green spikes—not too different from
Brian himself. Brian also conducted tours of the Marsh estate in
full punk regalia, leading elementary school children around
while wearing his Filth shirt.

“[The children’s] favorite was always Brian. They would write
letters thanking [us] for letting them come visit and every one
mentioned Brian,” says Jackie Anderson, Marsh’s project manag-
er and Brian’s supervisor. “He was one of the sweetest people I've
ever known and the best employee I ever had. He truly cared for
fellow human beings as much as anyone I ever met.”

At work, they even called him “Sunshine,” because he
brightened up everyone’s day, Anderson says. But back home in
Amarillo, he had a different nickname: “Fist Magnet.”
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T-shxrts to other kids at no profit to himsalf.|

Some shows went better than others—one night, the police
showed up to shut down a.concert and poetry reading and Brian
went out into the street yelling at them, eventually getting arrest-
ed—but more and more kids started showing up.

“The scene was so tight when Brian was around,” says
Jackson “There were so many kids, and they all used to hang

" At the I-40 punk house, the living room would be packed
to capaaty when The Simpsons came on, with “little heads all

over the floor,” she remembers.

Brian and girlfriend Jennifer Hix hitchhiked up the

One year,

Mike and Betty Deneke knew some of the;
son§ fngnds._‘had problems,” Mlke Deneke ,
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; Bdty- and Miks Denchs
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“He had become a symbol of tma—ﬂd a ‘obvious,
target,” his father says. “You don’t get a nickname like that if ,
you're not jumped frequently.” '

Chris Antle remembers Brian being jumped by a truckful of
guys in broad daylight while out walking and says he started carry-
ing the chain with a lock on the end for protection.

“[Brian] wasn’t afraid,” he says, “but he wasn’t stupid.”

Jackie Anderson says Brian would come into work bruised
and battered on occasion. “I'd ask him what happened and he’d

say 'I was just walking down Paramount [Avenue] and five preps
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got out of a car and beat me up.’”

“If you wear leather or had your hair spiked or were flying
the flag, you looked over your shoulder when you walked to the
beer store,” says Dave Trew. “If they caught you alone, they’'d beat
you—and it'd never be one of them, it'd be four or five. I'm
amazed someone hasn't died before this.”

“Here it’s just really bad,” explains Jason Deneke. "Any big
city I've been to, there are no problems and no one gives you a
second look.”

It’s not a problem unique to Amarillo, but something small
town punks across the country have had to deal with, says Oles.

“It happens all over the place. People are afraid of punks in
little towns,” he says. “It may be the Bible Belt, but people still
judge each other before they know them.”Dave Trew says that
“back before punk rock, [it was] anything that was different.” As a
high school freshman in the 1980s, he remembers when the foot-

ball team broke into his friends’ house with bats and “terrorized”

Word had gone out that there was to be no retaliation against
the Camps from any of the other groups on Amarillo’s fringe that
were on good terms with the punks—intense personal emotions
aside, the punks were afraid any counterattack would boomerang
back on them tenfold. Extra police officers were posted at local
high schools and kept cruising by Casa de Punk, but harassment
of the punks continued into the week anyway.

Oles was walking Stout when a truck full of kids ran up
alongside him and started yelling at him to fight, he says.
Someone else threw a car stereo out their window at Julie
Hollifield as they drove by her, says King. Kara Luette, a punk
girl with band stickers on the back of her car and her year old
child in her back seat, was run off the road, Oles says.

“It got worse after Brian died,” Jacqui Balderaz says. “We
were scared to go anywhere by ourselves. They wouldn’t even leave
us alone to grieve.”

At a memorial show for Brian held the day of his midmorn-
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“[It was) absolutely fucking appalling,” he says.

his fa;;lx §

John\King says he was routinely harassed and spit on in high
school. Jesdica Jackson remembers the truck that kept circling the
block, yellin\g out, "Hey, faggot!"—"I'm a girl!” she yelled back.
Dave Trew says he was chased by a pickup truck full of “apes”
across medians and the wrong way down one way streets.

“We aren’t people who look for trouble and I don’t want to
sound like I'm whining, but never once have I seen a group of
punk rock kids jump someone wearing a white baseball cap,” Trew
says. “They're not going to go out and hate someone because
they’re different than they are.”

The morning after Brian was killed, Dustin Camp was
arrested. He spent a few hours in a cell at the Amarillo Police
Department but was released that afternoon, after his $100,000
bail was paid.

That same Saturday morning, someone broke out the win-
dows at "Casa De Punk,” a well-known punk house on Tyler
Street where Brian’s friends had retreated, everyone together,

drinking from several kegs of donated beer.

76 PUNK PLANET

“If you wear leather or had your hair spiked,
-|or were flying the ﬂag you looked over your

|says DaveiR”Trew
they’d heat you—and it'd never he one of %
them, it'd be four or five. 'm amazed some- | 4
one hasn’t died before this.” \

et ————— e 1+ —

_,w

| shoulder when you walked to the heer store, 5

i ,\_-_- . Lo

lf they caught you alone; .

SRAT 78 Sl

e~ e e e

ing funeral—Balderaz had to sneak out of a final to attend—Oles
says, “all that tension and aggression just came out,” when his
band Cabinet Crisis went on.

“It was the best show we ever played,” he says. “All the
aggression and tension just came out. People pulled me off stage
into this huge mob—they were going crazy.”

“People were moshing and crying and singing along,” says
Balderaz. “All these punk kids with no other place to fit in.”

“This is not a case of diversity or tolerance or judging people
by the way they dress. This case is about a gang of young men who
choose a lifestyle ... designed to intimidate those around them, to
challenge authority and to provoke reaction from others,” said
Camp’s attorney Warren Clark in his opening statement. “We
submit that when you talk of tolerance, these punks—this gang—
are the most intolerant of all.”

It was August 24, 1999, the first day of Dustin Camp’s trial.
Local opinion was volatile enough that courtroom security was as

tight as it would have been for a capital murder case. Camp’s

family and friends watched from one side of the aisle, Deneke’s

from the other. Spectators had to pass through metal detectors
and the punks were split up when they went on smoke breaks,
Jessica Jackson says.

“I could have told you the night this happened that this
would be a high profile case,” says Rebecca King, District
Attorney for Amarillo’s Potter County. “There are 25 of us in
this office and a true half were put to use. There was no specialist
we didn’t pull.”

The state’s case against Dustin Camp hinged on proving that
Camp deliberately hit Brian Deneke with his Cadillac with the
intent to cause “serious bodily injury.” Besides the punks who
were there that night and several independent witnesses who
watched the fight from across the street, the state would call Elise
Thompson and Rob Mansfield to the stand.

“We believe that the evidence will convince you beyond a rea-
sonable doubt that this was not an accident, that this was not justi-
fied, and that [Camp] intentionally and knowingly murdered
Brian Deneke,” prosecutor John Coyle told the jury in his open-
ing statement.

Warren Clark had a different story for the jury.

Dustin Camp, Clark said, killed Brian “out of loyalty” to his
friends Justin Devore and Andrew McCulloch and, if back in that
same situation, he would do it again.

“If this is not self-defense of a best friend than the law has
no meaning,” he said. “It is important ... to understand how these
young men [punks] think and behave and conduct themselves. You
scratch the surface of all this talk of diversity and tolerance and
looking different and you will still find pure naked aggression. The
lesson of this case is [that] aggression has consequences.”

David Trew was in the courtroom that day and says right
then, he knew how the trial would end.

“We had to sit there and listen to Warren Clark insult us. I
couldn’t believe people bought it,” he says. “They didn’t put
Dustin on trial, they put Brian on trial.”

Clark asked how many tattoos Brian had, how many pierc-
ings, says Jessica Jackson. He asked the doctor who had performed
Brian’s autopsy whether his .19 blood alcohol level would have
made him “even more” aggressive. He said the punks came
“dressed for combat,” with “clubs, pool cues, sticks, bats and
chains.” The jury saw Brian’s chain and his combat boots with
two-inch heels and his camouflage fatigues. When his Filth shirt
reading “Destroy Everything” was held up, there was an audible
gasp, Jackson says.

Clark called three witnesses to testify to Brian’s character. One
was a Boy Scout troop leader who, when arguing with Brian over his
skateboard in middle school, said he’d never seen eyes as cold and
dark as Brian Deneke’s. The other two were police officers who had
arrested Brian, one when he was 16 and one the following year.

The first incident occurred at the show police were called to
on a noise complaint. Officer Jeff Stevenson arrested Brian for
disorderly conduct and interfering with a public servant after
weathering repeated obscene insults and watching Brian try to

“get other people involved,” he testified. The second arrest came

on a charge of criminal mischief after Brian threw a rock through
a car window shortly before dropping out of high school, said
Cpl. Richard Weathers.

To attest to Dustin Camp’s character, Warren Clark called
his Presbyterian pastor and his junior varsity football coach.

The state, says District Attorney King, couldn’t wage an
offense based on image.

“Defense attorneys don’t have to prove anything,” she says.
“[For us] to say those sorts of things is a waste of time. We have to
present what we can prove he did.”

So Pat Murphy, who had over thirty years of trial experience,
and John Coyle, who King calls a “fine young attorney,” set out
to prove what Dustin Camp did.

On the night of the 6th, when Camp, Oles and King had
exchanged insults, Camp denied trying to run over the punks,
against testimony to the contrary by two law enforcement officers,
the IHOP night manager, as well as King and the punks.

The night of the 12th, Camp—echoing earlier iestimony from
other Tascosa kids—said that the rendezvous at IHOP was only to
watch a fight, not to participate. He was driving across Western
when he saw his close friend Andrew McCulloch being attacked by
a group of heavily armed punks, and deliberately hit Chris Oles to
keep him from away from McCulloch. Camp then said he reversed
and circled around to see if McCulloch had recovered.

“I went back to check to see if Andrew had made it back up
by that time,” he testified. “[And] I looked to my left and saw
Brian Deneke chasing my friend Justin Devore with a bat in his
hand.” Camp testified that Brian had caught up to Devore and
was hitting him repeatedly, but the blows “weren’t connecting
like, real heavily.”

But John King testified, at peril of later prosecution, that he had
already cracked Devore’s skull open thirty seconds earlier in a differ-
ent section of the parking lot. At the hospital, prosecutor Murphy
said, Devore was treated only for his head wound and reported no
additional injuries. Devore was unable to identify his assailant.

Elise Thompson, in the back seat of Camp’s Cadillac, knew
Devore but was unable to recognize the person she saw fighting
with Brian Deneke.

Across the street, Vassar Cates, who knew both Justin Devore
and some of the punk kids, said he saw Devore down on the other
side of the lot, and said Brian was running from Camp’s
Cadillac, alone.

“He looked over his shoulder at the car. He changed direction
and the car changed direction and followed him,” he testified.

In an oral confession taped the day after Camp killed Brian
Deneke, Camp said “There was ice over there and when I hit my
brake, my car just kept going. He like slipped on the ice or some-
thing and the car ... went over him.” But Thompson testified
Camp had never attempted to slow down and in court Camp
admitted that his original statement was “probably not the case.”
Camp told police in 1997 that he was alone in his car, until they
advised him they had taken Thompson and Rob Mansfield’s state-
ment the night before.
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When Thompson testified about Camp’s “I'm a ninja in my
caddy—I bet he liked that one,” remark, Brittany Todd was sitting
on the Camp side of the courtroom, too late to get a seat across
the aisle.

“You could have already heard a pin drop,” she says. "It
shook everyone.”

Camp sat examining his fingernails while Thompson testi-
fied, Todd says. He later denied the statement.

“I've never used that phrase in my life,” he told prosecutor
Murphy.

Dr. Marc Krouse performed an autopsy on Brian three days
after he was killed. While Warren Clark asked Dr. Krouse about
Brian’s tattoos and his blood alcohol level, Murphy asked how
Brian died. According to Dr. Krouse, Brian had been crushed by
a motor vehicle and that the first point of impact was on the back
of his right calf—confirming accounts that Brian had his back to
the Cadillac.

Murphy questioned whether Camp could have managed to
strike Brian from behind while avoiding hitting Justin Devore,
who would have been on the asphalt in front of Brian trying to
fend off an attack.

“You felt compelled to drive through that young man to save
Justin?” Murphy asked.

“Yes,” Camp said.

“And you managed to do that without running over Justin?”
he asked.
“Yes,”

Camp answered.

And when Warren Clark started talking, they all started nodding.”

Dustin Camp had opted to have the jury—five women and
seven men with outgoing Amarillo Chamber of Commerce
President Bud Joyner as foreman—determine his sentence as well
as his guilt or innocence. He had been indicted on a murder
charge but the jury had the option of finding him guilty of the
lesser charge of manslaughter.

In his closing statement, Prosecutor Coyle laid out the facts
of their case. He said Camp never tried to slow down, that Brian
was armed only with a chain and that Justin Devore was on the
other side of the parking lot when Brian was hit.

Prosecutor Murphy concentrated on Camp’s ninja comment.

“His words are not the words of anyone who is in fear for
himself or anyone else,” Murphy said. “His words are the words
of someone who is angry and has accomplished what he wanted to
do, which was get even.”

Then Warren Clark made his closing argument.

“Somewhere in the infinite processes that make a boy into a
man, something happened to Brian Deneke,” he said. “What
Dustin Camp faced out there was a mean drunk with a weapon.”

After a four hour deliberation, the jury found Camp guilty
of manslaughter. A murder conviction could have put Camp in
jail for anywhere from five to 99 years, but manslaughter carries a
maximum sentence of only 20 years. Because Camp had never
been convicted of a felony, he was eligible for probation. The

jury would deliver his sentence the next day, after final arguments

on punishment.
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“You would do it again?” Murphy céntmued i

“After all of the pain and the agony that my friends and fam-
ily have been through over this, and the Deneke family and all
them, I probably—I would have got out of my car,” Camp said. “I
would have gone and run and helped him, you know? If I had got
beat down with a bat, it would have been better than going
through all of this.”

Jessica Jackson was watching the five women, seven man jury
before they delivered their sentence.

“There was a Hispanic lady in the front row who was crying
through the whole thing and two black ladies who were crying,” she
says. “But the back row was older white, well-to-do looking men.
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he mlght get probatxon " Jason Deneke says. “Because he was a
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Camp took the stand the day before his punishment was to
be decided.

“Do you have anything you want to say to the Deneke family,
Dustin®?” Clark asked him.

“I'm sorry to the Deneke family for their loss,” Camp said.
“It’s a tragic deal that shouldn’t have happened.”

Prosecutor Murphy asked the jury to consider Camp’s state
of mind and to consider the message they would send to the com-

munity through their sentence.
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“in the face. It

" . they convicted him

and then slapped his hand.”

“I don’t think he mentioned Brian Deneke’s name,”
Murphy said. “I just want you to think, ‘Is Dustin Camp con-
cerned about what’s happening to him now? Does he really
accept responsibility for what he did or does he still think that he
was justified?"”

Clark asked the jury to consider a different message.

“If this really is a time for this community to come together
.. and to heal these wounds and to start anew, then Dustin Camp
must be given the opportunity to atone,” he said. “And you don’t
atone in a prison cell.”

Three hours later, the jury delivered Camp’s punishment:

10 years probation and a $10,000 fine, the maximum fine for
manslaughter.

“It was like
thunder struck,”
says Dave Trew.

“[For] every friend

room, it was like

someon
kicked them in the
gut. We couldn’t

believe it—we knew: Jeff B‘aCkhurn.
it was a possibility

but it was like a slap

wouldn’t have been

as bad if they just

let him go. Instead, ——

The Deneke family and supporters met with a disappointed
Murphy, Coyle and Rebecca King minutes later in a courthouse
conference room, where the prosecutors tried to explain the verdict.

“We did the best job we could on legal terms,” King says. “If
you look at the criminal history of the person and it’s the first
show of violence, you're probably not going to get a good sen-
tence. I can’t tell you why it was manslaughter and not murder,
when [Camp] said what he said. The Lord can see you can’t sec-
ond guess a jury very well.”

Chris Oles asked the question that was on everybody’s mind, says
Trew. "He raised his hand and said, 'If this was the other way around
and Brian had killed Dustin, would he have gotten probation?’”

Murphy was silent for a moment, Trew says, then he swatted Oles
on the shoulder with a handful of papers, “half-heartedly” chuckled
and said, “Chris, I hate you.” Then, he addressed everyone.

“If this had been the other way around, one of you guys
would have been in jail,” the punks remember him saying. “And
we're sorry but that’s the way the world works.”

Jessica Jackson and Jennifer Hix were at a stoplight minutes
later when Jackson noticed a woman in the car next to them waving.
The woman rolled down her window and asked, “Were you at the
trial? What did he get?”

When Jackson told her the sentence, the woman started crying.

“This was a hate crime and needed

to be tried as such,” says attomey
“Dustin didn’t

know Brian. What animated him
was who he thought Brian was.”

“This was a hate crime and needed to be tried as such,” says
attorney Jeff Blackburn. “Dustin didn’t know Brian. What ani-
mated him was who he thought Brian was.”

Blackburn is the Deneke family lawyer and “what people
” he says—he headed an Amarillo

chapter of Students for a Democratic Society at 13. He had been

would describe as a radical,

following the case and received a call from the Camps on
Monday, December 14, he says, but referred the family to Clark,
rejecting the case on principle. When Mike Deneke called him
five days later, he called right back.

“This situation was greater than the sum of its parts,” he says.
“What needed to happen was not only legal—lt was socml and pohtlcal

i

b o b o

By Christmas Eve of 1997, Blackburn, along with his legal :
assistant Mary McIntyre and the Deneke family, had filed the i
statement of purpose for the Brian Deneke Memorial
Committee. Besides fostering tolerance and discouraging vio-
lence, the Committee aimed to “actually support the victims of
this crime” and “see that justice is done through the legal system.”

Three months and five days into Dustin Camp’s probation,
Blackburn filed a civil suit against Camp and his family on behalf
of the Deneke family and Chris Oles.

“The verdict reaffirmed everyone’s commitment. Until then,
“[Now] we’ll

finally get a chance to talk. We want to present an accurate picture

the civil suit had just been an option,” McIntyre says.

of who Brian was and we want to grill [Camp and his friends].”

Warren Clark defends the scenario that he constructed—that
Brian Deneke and his friends were aggressors determined to
“commit aggravated assault” and “attempted murder.”

“I made my case with hostile witnesses—people like Chris
Oles, Jason Deneke and John King,” he says. “Brian Deneke
needs to bear responsibility for what happened. The idea that he
was an innocent tourist who was viciously jumped by 100 white
hats is a fantasy.”

District Attorney King, while emphasizing that Camp still
deserved the blame for Brian Deneke’s death, characterized the

fight as “voluntary mutual combat.”
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“Either side could have caused it to stop by backing off,” she
says. "If this was a hate crime, where did the hate start and where
did it stop?”

But Blackburn says that Camp and his friends perjured
themselves at the trial—"The story they told was nonsense,” he
says. In the civil suit, he plans to present evidence that the fight at
Western Plaza was deliberately organized to ambush and not kill
but “really mess up some kids that night, as an act of revenge for
whatever slight had been delivered.”

“This [was] a punk lynching,” he says.

When The New York Times reporters came to town, they
took Chris Oles out to photograph him in an authentic Amarillo
environment. While the photographer was setting up his shot,
Oles says, a pickup truck driving by slowed and someone shouted,
“You fucking losers!” The incident never made it into the arti-
cle—part of the story that’s not making headlines.

Oles and other punks say the media tends to present the
fight at IHOP as a sort of West Side Story or Qutsiders scenario,

“Everyone

e

thing, Brian’s death_ would dlsappear The
only place you'd, ever"’fmd it would he the
Amarillo Pubhc l.lbrary |f you looked through
he old newspapers,” says Dave Trew.

nation she was “so proud” of her son Dustin for “taking care of
his friends.”

“I was like, ‘fuck the media,”’
a “thug” and described as “clobber[ing] a jock as hard as he could.”
“The New

York Times guy didn’t even talk to me—he was a lot more inter-

* says King, after being likened to
“They weren’t telling the whole story,” he says.

ested in talking to people that weren't there and didn’t know
Brian. I walked out.”

Mary Mclntyre says she started working to publicize what hap-
pened to Brian because the local media was ignoring the real issues.

“The whole issue [locally] is what this does to the image of
Amarillo,” she says. “The first step is getting past the denial. They
don’t express concern that people are harassed, and it continues.”

“We're fighting a mentality that exists here. Everyone has
friends and family here and we have gotten so much support and
positive reaction from people that haven’t bought into that men-
tality,” Dave Trew says. “We're not fighting Amarillo.”

Mike Deneke says he is fighting in part to preserve an accu-
rate image of his son. i

“We have not tried to whitewash anything as far as Brian

a rumble between two groups of what the Amarillo Globe-News [goes],”Mike Defieke says. “He had a pretty high alcohol contex’lt'.. }
! ca]led ‘white suburban kids” turned tragic. %}( beer and dressed out of the mainstream,. but. we

knew if they didn’t say some-

(\«""

“What's not making it in is the history of violence that led up
to this,” says Dave Trew.

Though Camps’ probation garnered banner headlines in the
Globe-News and was recognized as one of the top local stories of
the year, no one expected the calls from out-of-town reporters
that followed, Trew says.

“We figured they'd do a bit somewhere and stick it in the back
of a magazine,” he says. “But everyone knew if they didn’t say some-
thing, Brian’s death would disappear. The only place you'd ever
find it would be the Amarillo Public Library if you looked through
the old newspapers. We didn’t have any idea that when we told our
story to world that it would actually get around the world.”

A weekly Dallas paper and Texas Monthly magazine fought to
be the first the break the story outside of Amarillo. Over
Thanksgiving, features ran in The New York Times, Dateline
NBC and National Public Radio, where Debbie Camp told the
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don’t try and cover up and say he was something he wasn’t. We ‘
don’t want a saint-like image and we don't want the image of the
trial [of a] violent thug, which he wasn’t either.”

But some of the punks are getting tired of the way they show
up on camera.

“The media doesn’t know how to portray punk rockers—they
know nothing about the movement,” Jessica Jackson, who has
multiple piercings, says. “The first thing [the 20/20 reporter]
asked me was, ‘Did that hurt?’”

John King and Chris Oles say they’re now much more
selective about which reporters they'll talk to and even Mike
Deneke says sometimes, “it feels like it’s enough.”

“But long range, long term, if it's going to have a positive
effect, you have to use the media to help people understand and
see what happened and why,” he says.

“As punks, we all fight [prejudice] every day and in a sad

s

and sick way, [the media] is just a different tool to use,” Jason
Deneke says. “I watched Brian fight this fight and in a way, he’s
still fighting it, even though he’s not on earth. We're getting
the message out about what happened so it doesn’t happen to
anyone else.”

“I wish people wouldn’t have had to hear it from 20/20—1
wish there would have been some way to get this out to the punk

“I think if they’d have known,

there would have been more people coming in and offering sup-

. ”
commumty sooner, says Trew.

port for the trial, support for the memorial shows.”

Instead, news of Brian’s death and the Camp trial barely
trickled into the national punk consciousness. Flipside wrote a
page-long piece in 1997 and a few lonely classified ads popped up
later appeared afterwards, along with a plea on the Internet to
come rally on the Potter County courthouse steps.

Jacqui Balderaz remembers e-mailing punks across the
country two years ago and getting back ""We’re sorry but we can’t
do anything about it’ messages,” she says.

“There was a lot of pessimism that this would never break,”
says Trew. “We'd been stepped on so long we didn’t think that
anyone would listen.”

That night in January after 20/20 ran its piece, "A Town
Without Pity,” Jason Deneke, John King, Jessica Jackson,
Jennifer Hix, Trew and friends burst into Blackburn’s law office,
the de facto headquarters of the Memorial Committee, grinning
and hugging each other. They'd been watching as messages of
support deluged the 20/20 web site.

“At first there were only a few, but then they just kept com-
ing,” says King. “Punk rockers are pissed off, [but then] all these
people are writing in that aren’t involved in any scene and don'’t
have any idea what punk is. Everyone has wanted to help.”

“My wife and I were just slackjawed that this happened and
we hadn’t heard about it,” says Brian Cors, who makes and sells
punk rock buttons and lives in Ann Arbor, Michigan. “I wanted
to take action about it in the quickest sense possible.”

By the next day, Cors had helped the Memorial Committee
set up an Internet web ring and arranged to start producing flyers
and buttons for the Committee. When the Committee’s web site—
www.briandeneke.org—went online two days later, it fielded about
1,000 visitors daily.

“I've got a lot of connections now that I didn’t think I would
have and a lot of support from different places,” says Jason
Deneke. “It’s definitely weird, but it’s also very good—it helps get
the word out.”

John King has started booking bands for the Unity Through
Diversity summer festival, held every July in honor of Brian. The
past two events, organized by Mary Mclntyre, were free shows in
Sam Houston Park, with an eclectic array of performers that saw
punks and parents alike picnicking on the grass.

This summer’s festival, scheduled for July 30, could expand
to three separate stages and feature nationally prominent bands.
Labels like Taang and Slap-A-Ham have also contacted King

offering to organize and distribute benefit compilations.

“I've been involved in the punk scene since the early '80s and

this is the worst incident of violence and discrimination against the

punk community that I've ever heard of,” says Slap-A-Ham’s
Chris Dodge. While “nothing is official,” he says, proceeds from a
possible compilation could go to cover costs of the civil suit.

John King wants the festival this summer to send a message |
and “show everyone what the punk movement is about,” he says—
not the naked aggression and intimidation that Warren Clark
claimed, but nonviolent unity and solidarity.

“I'm into getting something changed and making a differ- \

ence,” he says.
“All violence will do is let it happen again,” says Chris Oles. “I'd “‘
much rather people have creative ways to fight with their minds.” |

It's been two years since he killed Brian Deneke. Dustin
Camp is sending a message of his own, one that his parents might
not know about. It’s on his answering machine.

“If you'd like to purchase hot salty nuts, please press one,”
he says. “If you'd like to leave a comment on my hot salty nuts,
please leave a message.”

Dustin Camp no longer drives his Cadillac. He has a new
truck. For five months, he’s had to hold a steady job, work off
800 hours of community service and take court-mandated anger
management classes. He has to be at home between 10:00 p.m. -
and 6:00 a.m.

Camp’s parents installed motion detector lights in their
backyard that are so bright they keep the neighbors up, says
Brittany Todd, who happens to live behind them. They get a lot
of death threats, his mother said recently, and someone set a fire
in their front yard last summer.

The Cadillac, at last report, still sat in the driveway.

John King now works at a local restaurant waiting tables.

One day Justin Devore came in with his family, and King, who
two years ago had bashed open his skull, served him dinner. He
told Jessica Jackson that Devore was nothing but courteous—King
figures he didn’t recognize him.

Jessica Jackson takes care of Brian's dog Stout and brings him
to the memorial shows in the park every summer. She and
Jennifer Hix were eating out one night when Dustin Camp and
his family walked in the door.

“It’s really frustrating,” Jackson says. “[But] you can’t do
anything.”

Jacqui Balderaz worries that the Brian Deneke she used to
talk to every day is being turned into someone else.

She sees how the story is gathering momentum: Montel
Williams wants to fly everyone to New York, MTV Films called the
Memorial Committee and the school picture she says Brian hated
is on every punk web site and zine cover in the country.

“I don’t want people to lose sight of everything—I want them
to remember how Brian was,” she says. “He really meant some-

thing to us. I want the story to be told right.”

To contact the Brian Deneke Memorial Committee, please write POB 2531 Amarillo,
TX 79105; call 806-371-8333; or visit their web site at: www.briandeneke.org


http://www.briandeneke.org

] _:Sh chart on the wall identifies
he legal drugs the women might have in their possession
and what they are. Another poster above Shelter Director
Amy Muhlbach’s desk proclaims “Those with mental illness
enrich our lives.” Underneath is a list of famous thinkers who
have had mental illnesses, ranging from Sylvia Plath to Abraham
Lincoln to Ernest Hemingway. A smaller signs reads "I believe in
miracles” in a child’s scrawl.

Muhlbuch spends her hours in the 31-bed dormitory-
style living quarters. In one of the rooms, brightly colored
quilts cover ten beds.

“The women each get their own cabinet,” Muhlbuch
explains, gesturing to ten white cabinets, one next to each bed,
which look as if they’re straight from Ikea. “We don’t allow locks
on the cabinets, but you can see in some cases there are
makeshift ones.” T-shirts tied in complicated knots on the han-

dles of some of the doors are laced with an urgency that speaks
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N Street Village:
__putting a face on homeless w

volumes about the threat to personal property coming from not
having a fixed residence.

In her office, Muhlbach pulls out a copy of the protocol for
entering the shelter. Among these are specific rules about phone
calls, personal hygiene, and substance abuse. The women must
sign the guidelines upon entry to indicate that they agree to
abide by the shelter’s terms. There is no set time limit for
women admitted into the shelter, but she says they usually stay
for about four months.

This long-term care and rehabilitation is what the passage
of the DC Initiative on homelessness in May, 1994 meant to
accomplish through providing greater funding and programs for
transitional housing and cutting back on those shelters that were
just for emergencies. Unfortunately, some of the very govern-
ment programs meant to curb homelessness do not provide
women with the wide array of services N Street does to ensure

sustainable rehabilitation.

by Katherine Ott
illustration by Dustin Mert

-

The golden and purple pansies planted by the residents of
the N Street Village are the first things you notice on the walk up
14th Street in northwest Washington. It is easy to tell when you
are almost at the complex—when the bustling crowds of suburban-
dwelling professionals on their way to lunch from jobs on
Thomas Circle become interspersed with several women toting all
of their belongings with them in carts. It's another example of
DC’s ironic and disturbing brand of culture clash, heightened in
areas such as Thomas Circle where the gap between the very well
off and the poor is glaringly pronounced—and often ignored.

Enter the services of the Village—a huge complex providing a
variety of services to homeless women and women still seeking
assistance in getting back on their feet. Most of the women who
receive N Street’s services enter the complex through Bethany
Women's Day Center.

On a crisp October afternoon, four women play cards over
the lunch provided by the center, while another sits by herself in a
shower cap and curlers, looking on as the card players challenge
one another. A combination of smiles and sneers decorate the
faces of the women, fixated on a decent game of bridge. As Jeannie
Brennan, Program Director of Bethnay wanders by the women,
one of them calls out, “You need to check on my medicine.”

“I see the women here as being a very tight-knit community,
like sisters in many respects. But with that sort of connection

comes the same sort of rivalries as those among sisters, especially

when they think someone is getting special attention from one of

our staff,” Brennan says. She has worked at Bethany for the
seven years. ' :

The day center grew out of the Luther Place Night Shelte
which is also part of the N Street complex, Brennan explains.
“The idea was to have a place where the women from the shelt
could go during the day,” she says, relating the risks of spending
those daylight hours displaced when the shelter is closed.

DC government still has a long way to go in addressing the
issue of homelessness, and those most likely to bear the brunt of
the shortcomings seem to be women. Statistics from the annual
report of the Community Partnership for the Prevention of
Homelessness maintain that the DG Initiative has been largely
successful—their data indicates that in 1996, 4.3 percent of all
homeless persons went unserved each night, whereas today that
number is estimated at 19 percent. However, in the midst of all
the statistics of the decline in homelessness that the Partnership
cites, the usage of emergency shelter by women has risen by 2.5
percent—a disturbing fact when compared with the enormous
decrease in emergency shelter usage and availability at large.

The N Street staff has their work cut out for them, as their
services are needed more than ever, funding is increasingly
harder to find.

“We made a conscious decision not to solicit government
funding because we could lose a program or have to deal with
the restrictions the government places on their programs,”
Brennan explains.

N Street operates outside governmental parameters for this

reason, operating on grants from private foundations and contri-
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