INSIDE: UNTAMED MUSIC EP FEATURING DEAD MOON,
HELLSIDE STRANGLERS, THE EARACHES & OBLIVION SEEKERS
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NEW RELEASES:

MYTHIC
ANTHOLOGY CD
Heavy, Brutal, All Girl Doom Rock

JEFF DAHL
STREET FIGHTING REPTILE CD
Hot And Steamy Trash Rock

EDISON ROCKET TRAIN
YES, YES, YES! CD
Demented, Bluesy, Raunch And Roll

¥ NOT AS NEW CD & 7" RELEASES:
THE 110s * ADZ * ANTISEEN * THE BAD VIBES * BORN BAVARIAN
THE BULEMICS * THE CRICKENHAWKS * COCKNOOSE * CRETIN ©G
HAMMERLOCK * HELLSTOMPER * HOOKERS * LEAVING TRAINS
LIMECELL * NOTHING BUT PUKE * RANCID VAT * STUNTMEN

RELEASES SO NEW THEY'RE NOT READY FOR RELEASE YET
(AS IN LOOK FOR NEW STUFF IN 2003 BY):
THE 440S * ANTISEEN * CRETIN 66
THE COSMIC COMMANDER'S INTERGALACTIC ROCKESTRA
THE EARACHES * RAMMERLOCK * HELLSTOMPER * THE RESISTOLEROS
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#21 - Mark Dancey cover &
color feature, Motorhead,
Winston Smith, Nikki Sudden,
ANTISEEN Euro Tour Diary (pt.1),
att, music, smut, wrestling
plus King VelVeeda's Cheesy
Funtime Pages and the
Mid-Atlantic Mayhem EP w/
Candy Snatchers,

Stevie & the Secrets,

Adam West and the Twin Six...
$8 (US) $11 (WORLD)

#18 - Ausgang cover & color

il TEOSTER §TH T OVl e o O S
Dwarves, Lisa Petrucci,
Frankenstein Drag Queens
From Planet 13, art, music,
smut, wrestling plus ER and
the LA Kings of Rock EP with
Leaving Trains, Texas Terri &
the 8tiff Ones,

the Bell Rays, and

B-Movie Rats...

$8 (U8) $11 (WORLD)

#15 - Isabel Samaras cover
& color feature,

Johnny Legend,

The Hellacopters,

Katrina del Mar,

Gaza Strippers plus ER and
the New York Rocks EP with
The Dictators, Toilet Boys,
Jayne County and

The Master Plan...

$7 (U8) $10 (WORLD)

#11 - Judith Schaechter cover & color feature, Tesco
Vee, God Is My Co-Pilot, Al Goldstein, KAZ, plus ER's
“PORN IN THE USA" issue and the Legends of Philly
Punk EP w/ the Sic Kidz, RUIN, More Fiends, F.O.D...

$7 (US) $10 (WORLD)

#10 - Robert Williams cover and color feature, Glenn
Branca, The Nomads, Candy Snatchers, plus the debut
of our merge with Exploitation Retrospect and more...

EP with Electric Frankenstein Sgt. 6 Assault, The

Hellacopters, and the Stuntmen...
$7 (US) $10 (WORLD)

#20 - Sunny Buick cover &
color feature, The Cramps,
Mark Anthony Lacy,

Mamie Van Doren,
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Justice Howard, art, music, smut,
wrestling plus King VelVeeda's
Cheesy Funtime Pages and

the Night of Champions EP w/
Rancid Vat, Edison Rocket Train,
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Bump-N'-Uglies, Coyote Men &
The Goblins...
$8 (US) $11 (WORLD)

#19 - Joe Leonard cover & color
feature, Merle Haggard,
Mayfield Williams, Lazy Cowgirls,
Chas Ray Krider, art, music,
smut, wrestling plus the debut
of King VelVeeda's Cheesy
Funtime Pages and the South
Philly Streetfight EP w/ Limecell,
Serial Killers, the Bad Vibes &
the Cosmic Commander's
Intergalactic Rockestra...

$8 (US) $11 (WORLD)

#17 - Joe O'Neill cover & 1!;: b : e | 1:1,
color feature, Hammerlock, ¢ b
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Von Franco, Christine Karas,

the Hookers, art, music,
smut, wrestling plus ER and
the COS v.2 EP with
Frankenstein Drag Queens
From Planet 13, Alcoholics
Unanimous, Tunnel Rats and
Bootleg Bill...

$7 (US) $10 (WORLD)
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#16 - Wes Benscoter

cover & color feature,
Electric Frankenstein,

Missy Hyatt, Streetwalkin'
Cheetahs, Dr. Ducky Doolittle
plus ER and the C14 Hall Of
Fame EP with Hasil Adkins,
Andre Williams, Davie Allan
and The Arrows, and
Johnny Legend...

§7 (US) $10 (WORLD)

#14 - King VelVeeda cover & |
color feature, The Fabulous
Moolah, The Dictators,
Mick Collins, Turbonegro
plus ER and double 7" w/

o E 'jmrunmf‘m
Hﬂ"t fev. The Miwits and The Ovyus

the Humpers, Quadrajets,
Loudmouths, the 440s,
Puffball, Gluecifer,

the Nitwitz, & the Onyas...
$7 (US) $10 (WORLD)

#13 - Niagara cover & color
feature, Davie Allan,
Gluecifer, Brutal Truth,

Jeff Dahl, Thorazine, plus ER
and Confederacy of Scum
EP featuring LIVE tracks
from ANTISEEN, Hellstomper,
Rancid Vat, Cocknoose,

and Limecell...

§7 (US) $10 (WORLD)

#9 - Richard Kern cover and color feature, Jayne
County, Cannibal Corpse, Rob Younger, W.0.0. Europe
Tour diary, Tiffany Million.. EP with Six Finger
Satellite, MX-80, Gone and Stinking Lizaveta...
$6 (US) $8 (WORLD)

#8 - Fold-out cover by The Psychic Sparkplug, Cows,
Survival Research Labs (pt1), ANTIiSEEN, Kathy
Acker, Charles Gayle.. EP with Napalm Death, Unsane,
Neurosis and Limecell ...

$6 (US) $8 (WORLD)

#7 - Joe Coleman cover and feature, Napalm Death,
Pere Ubuy, Elliott Sharp, Darius James... and vinyl with
William Hooker/Lee Ranaldo/Zeena Parkins Trio,
Wayne Horvitz, Mike Keneally and W.0.0....
$6 (US) $8 (World)
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With every issue there is usually some screwed up thing that happens right \
around the time we go to deadline that makes the already difficult task of getting
the'mag to the printer on time even more challenging; it's called life, | think. This time
around the screwed up thing that happened was really, really screwed up. To make
a long story short, and spare you all most of the details of our personal life, it result-
ed in Larry's Dad being hospitalized for close to a month, having a bunch of surgery
and a long road to recovery, made longer by the fact that he's in his 80s. And you
know it had to happen two weeks before we were due to go to the printer.
Needless to say this forced us to briefly put the magazine on the back-burner. | sup-
pose | could use this space to thank everyone for their patience, support and sensi-
tivity but really, most people weren't very patient, supportive or sensitive towards
Larry or | at all, and still gave me a fucking hard time about the fact that publication
of the mag. would be delayed by a few weeks. However, rather than go any farther
with either of the above topics and completely fill this page with negativity | will be
doing no further editorializing today. Besides | can thank the people who were
patient, supportive and sensitive towards us outside of this forum, personally.
Cause there weren't that many of them! Ooops, sorry | slipped again.

Anywhoo, | know how much you all like consistency so | must fill this space with
something. What | have decided to fill it with is this list that was sent to me by one
of our wonderful writers, Falling James. | have not had the patience or clear mind to
come up with even a Top Ten list as we round the corner leading to the end of 2002
- let alone a Top 40 - but it's just as well, since we started Steel Cage | can’t really do
that anymore. | don't know if any of you are aware of this odd “punk ethic” quirk
but apparently it's not acceptible to say you think the records on your own label are
the best records released in the past year because it is no longer seen as an opinion,
it's seen as a blatant marketing ploy. (Why anyone would want to put out records
they didn't think were the best records they heard all year is also another topic for
another time) Nonetheless, if | did have a Top Ten - Falling James would probably be
on it and therefore | am happy to share my space with him. Enjoy the issue.

XOXO,

leslie

FALLING JAMES LATEST TOP 40 (psychic radio in my head)

1. Witnessing OutKast at Universal Amphitheater.

2. Worshipping the Detroit Cobras, last month at Spaceland and at the
Knitting Factory.

3. Public Enemy, Dilated Peoples, Blackalicious at House of Blues.
4. Cobra Verde, “Modified Frankenstein,” from an upcoming CD.
5. Adoring Neko Case's BLACKLISTED CD.

6. Entranced by The Dagons'’ “Las Sirenas” and the MAKE US OLD CD.
7.“My Own War” and “Love, Love, Lovely World” and pretty much everything on
ALL YOU CAN EAT, V. 2, a collection of punk classics by RF7.

8. Manu Chao, “Minha Galera,” from the new RADIO BEMBA live CD.

9. The Delphines, “l Idolize You” from their debut CD.

10. Arthur Lee, for getting out of prison, and such glorious shows lately.

11. The Dictators, “Who Will Save Rock & Roll?" (“l saw the Stooges, covered in
bruises...”)

12. The Celibate Rifles, A MID-STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS CD (including a sullen,
Aussie laconic version of the Stones’ “Child of the Moon.”)
13. Stungun, VENUS ENVY CD.
14. Gore Gore Girls, UP ALL NIGHT CD.
15. The Cynics, LIVING IS THE BEST REVENGE CD.

16. Seeing Devo live, outdoors at a restaurant opening in Beverly Hills, of all places.
17. Tom Hofer, CLEARINGHOUSE CD (Finally! The solo debut! 16 years in the making)
18. The second JUAN FANGIO CD (Sam Merrick, solo)

19. Anything by the Come Ons.

20. The new Orphans 7-inch.

21. Hearing Channel 3's “Manzanar” live at the Garage (“Manzanar concentration
camp wasn't in a country so far...”)

22. Seeing Wire at El Rey Theater.

23. And Mission of Burma at El Rey.

24. ADZ - American Steel CD. Tony Adolescent's OTHER great hard-rocking band.
This'n includes a crankin’ version of my fave Turbonegro song, “Good Head”
25. Busy Philipps on DAWSON's CREEK.

26. The Paybacks’ debut CD on Get Hip Records.

27. Still missing Chick Hearn.

28. The Urinals newest (unreleased) classic, “Skygrifter.”

29. Biblical Proof of UFOs, “You Would If You Loved Me."

30. Little Porkchop, “Bodega Flower.”

31. Wanda Jackson, “Tunnel of Love.”

32. Margaret Doll Rod, ENCHANTE (solo CD.)

33. The return of Annette Zilinskas to Blood on the Saddle.

34. The Hangmen, WE'VE GOT BLOOD ON THE TOES OF OUR BOOTS, live CD.
35. The Stones pulling of f “Can’t You Hear Me Knockin'” “Little Red Rooster;” “Love

Train,” “Loving Cup,” “Midnight Rambler” and so many other faves when they hit town.
They're still good and even ominous, and they don't have to be.

36. The new Mekons CD, OOOH! (Out of Our Heads), and Cowboy Sally Timms, who
passed through our no-horse town with the Spinanes’ Rebecca recently.

37. The Real McKenzies, LOCHD & LOADED CD.
38. Listing Ship, DANCE CLASS REVOLUTION CD.
39, | still believe that Sale & Pelletier deserved to come in second in Olympic pairs

k figure skating.

40. Any Alley Cats.
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Back in the mid-'80s, when Australia and
Sweden were coming into focus as the
places to turn for new and interesting under-
ground rock, a few bands seemed to bubble up to the sur-
face and gain substantial attention. What started as a flow
of consistently good 7"s by a number of virtually unknown
new (to America) bands in 1984 or ‘85 became a small scale
Aussie invasion by the beginning of ‘86. By that time it
seemed just about everyone | knew owned albums or 7"s
by bands like the Scientists, Hoodoo Gurus, Beasts of
Bourbon and the Celibate Rifles. The Rifles were the most
powerful of the “invasion” bands, employing a musical sensi-
bility that merged elements of the Stooges, Ramones and
Radio Birdman (who themselves were heavily Stooges
inspired) into a powerful post-punk attack. Along with a
revolving cast of bass players and drummers, the dueling
guitars of Kent Steedman and Dave Morris with the alter-
natingly acerbic and philosophical lyrics of singer Damien
Lovelock—delivered in his own immediately recognizable
style—have been the magic combination behind the Rifles
since the band'’s first release in 1982. By the time the band
made their US debut at CBGB in April 1986, they had two
albums domestically available (essentially repackaged high-
lights of their first three Australian LPs) and—to their sur-
prise—an eager audience waiting for them. They left those
audiences generally slackjawed as they tore through their
own songs and a wide range of covers at a week's worth
of shows on the East Coast. They returned to the US in
July of ‘86, playing up and down the East Coast and as far
west as Michigan, recording their landmark live LP, Kiss
Kiss, Bang Bang at CBGB. By the time the Rifles came back
to the US in March and October of ‘87, they'd developed a
hardcore following so devoted it wasn't uncommon for peo-
ple to drive 1500 miles to see them play. (I know a bunch of
people who did.) Up through 1996 the band continued to
record and tour Europe an the US (once more) and
Australia. The next couple years were relatively quiet ones
for the Rifles, who, aside from playing some shows, didn't
record again until 1999/2000. That album, A Mid-Stream of
Consciousness, contains some of the band’s most intense and
insightful moments. Although released in Australia some 18
months ago, it's the first new Rifles album in nearly a
decade to be available on an American label (this time on
Philly-based Real-O-Mind records). Damien’s deadpan drawl
has never sounded more biting and Kent and Dave's guitars
virtually erupt on some of their rawest and most powerful
tracks. The rhythm section du jour this time around (hope-
fully permanently) combines bassist Michael Couvret, who

celibaLe
Rifles

was in the band from ‘81-'82 and ‘84- ‘86, and
Paul Larsen who served from ‘87-'91. Before
we started the interview, Kent and | talked
about a gig they played in Philly in 1987, where there was a
party for the band after the show at a house | lived in.
Some of the band stayed there that night and—as | told
Kent—their bass player, Rudy, puked on our rug. (Possibly in
his sleep.) He remembered the night but not the puking.

—Larry

Now that the album'’s been released in the States, is there
any chance of touring here?

We'd like to do a tour, we've all talked about it. It's just that
the prospect of going to the States, playing shows for $300
a night and sleeping on people’'s couches isn't something
that really enlivens us with joy. There's some grants over
here you can get, and I've been looking at getting them.
Cause we'd like to; we'd like to come and play a week in the
East and a week on the West or something.

I've heard about those grants.

Yeah, they do exist. | got halfway through putting one
together at one stage, where we were probably gonna stop
off on the East Coast for a couple gigs, but something hap-
pened and one of us couldn’t go at that time. | think the
grants still exist, they're not easy to get but we'd all like to
tour; it just depends on the timing. Cause most of the boys
have got families and jobs and all that stuff.

Are you gonna be playing in Europe?

Nah. We haven't played there for ages either. Everyone's
saying, ‘Oh, I'd like to got to Europe.’ So the possibilities exist,
it's just from Australia, everything's financially...

You're halfway around the world from everywhere.

Yeah, half the time you can't afford to go to Perth, let alone
Europe. So, yes, we'd like to come but | don't see that there’s
anyone over there who could sponsor us. It's a case of wait
and see what happens. If Geoff sells a few thousand
records, then we'll go, ‘Hell yeah. Maybe it's worth coming
over and kicking it up.’ It's not that we don't necessarily
want to come, we like to play, it's just that life has to be a
certain way. | look after a lot of that stuff so I've gotta be
able to convince the guys that if we're going away for a
month, their mortgages are gonna be met and their kids are
gonna be looked after and all that shit. Playing shitty rock
and roll clubs at our level, there's no way | can do that.
Unfortunately. Cause all I'm interested in doing is playing.
Well that's pretty much what you do. You guys have been
able to keep the band together for what, 22 or 23 years
now?
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Yeah, about that.

Aside from what | guess
you could call the core of
the band—you, Dave and
Damien—there's been
eight other people
who've played either
bass or drums, and now
the new rhythm section
is comprised of parts of
two different older
rhythm sections.

E xactly, yeah.

How did Paul and
Michael end up coming
back into the band?
We've remained friends.
Mikey was doing his bits
and pieces, Paul started
raising his kids and that
kind of jive. And sort of
at the end of our last
tour of Australia—the
one for Mid-Stream over
here—Nik, our old drum-
mer, was getting sick of it. He's been playing in a few bands
and doing this and that, and the old falling in love thing;
decided he didn't want to play anymore. | think he was also
having some kind of elbow trouble, he needed a rest. Jim
was the same, he said he loved playing but didn't like all the
other stuff that went with it. So basically they were sort
of bowing out. Mikey'd always been around, we got him to
fill in for a show at Christmas once because Jim was on holi-
day. Every Boxing Day, or the day after Christmas, | don't
know if you have a name for it [in Americal.

No, it's just the day after Christmas.

We have a name for it here, it's a public holiday.

I think it's called Boxing Day in Canada too.

Don't know what it's about. | think it's cause everyone has a
hangover so they fucking beat the shit out of each other.
Perhaps not. So we started a few years ago, we just do one
of our albums, in order. Jim couldn't make it one year so we
got Mikey to fill in. Then Jim said he was thinking about
bowing out, and things did what they did with Nick. Paulie
was living in Sydney, Mikey was around, so we all had a cou-
ple of jams and it felt good. We felt, ‘Let's keep going.’ It's
probably the best lineup we've ever had.

Are there plans to record an album?

We're halfway through it now.

In Australia, were you guys on Hot all the way up to Mid-
Stream?

Up until, yeah.

Why'd you part company?

Um... | don't know.

Time for a change?

Yeah. There were some other reasons but |
won't go into them. It was what was nec-
essary. We'fe all still friends even though
there are disagreements on things:

That kinda brings up the rhythm section
thing again, what's the reason for so much
turnover?

One, it's hard work; cause it is a full-on
band, it's physically demanding. Two, |
guess, cause of the nature of things we're
only semi-professional. It's pretty hard
thing to be an artist in this country and
pay your rent. With very few exceptions.
Sometimes you get a run for a year or two
where it works. It's such a small country, in
a sense, it's a great land mass but there’s
not that many people. So it's really easy to
sort of saturate the market. Bands like us
can't play very much, we have an element
of popularity and notoriety but we're not a
mainstream seller. We get reasonable
crowds but if we play too often, we don't. |
guess because people only have so much
money to spend and there's so much com-
petition. From everything. Rock and roll
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seems to be coming
around again at the
moment. It goes through
waves and ebbs and
flows. | think the major
record companies have
got a lot to answer for,
for overpricing CDs over
here. Then there's also
some really bad sounding
PA systems in various
rooms. A lot of these
kids didn't grow up on
records, so they don't
understand a certain
sound frequency. If you
grew up listening to digi-
tal stuff, it's all sort of
hard and crisp; it gives
the illusion of clarity even
though it necessarily
isn't. They go along to a
gig and there's all this
power and energy and
bottom end that they're
not used to. It's loud and harsh if there's a bad PA and a bad
mix. It only takes one gig to make a young person go, ‘Fuck
that.’' It's also, perhaps, too many festivals. It's not that
they're bad things, it's that the music's almost secondary.

Is the day after Christmas show the Ferry Cruise?

No, the Ferry’'s usually the day after that. It's a little boat,
and we just cruise around Sydney harbor for about four
hours and play music on it. It's sorta like a double-decker
ferry, it holds about 150 people.

And you guys do that once a year?

Yeah, sometimes. Usually twice a year we go and do one of
those, it's good fun. Play covers, fuck around and have a
laugh.

There are bonus tracks at the end of the new album,
there's cover songs on On The Quiet, and | know from seeing
you guys live a bunch of times you like to play covers; is a
full-blown covers album ever gonna be made? And is there
one song you'd personally like to record that you haven't?
That's a good question. We started a covers album about
eight years ago and some bullshit came up, and we never
got to finish it. That had about 20 songs on it, but that sort
of got half finished and left alone. It may come up again, it's
possible; it may be something we'll get around to in the next
year or so. As for one specific cover, | don't know, we've
done so many. They sort of run their time. If we didn't
record ‘em at the time we were playing ‘em.. a couple of the
Television songs we used to do pretty well We resurrected
“Elevation” for a while, which was fun, but one of the oth-
ers we used to play, we tried to get up and it just wasn't
that time—we couldn't get it together.
There's a lot there, we try and learn some
new ones here and there; generally the
stupid ones. “Everyone’s A Winner,” that's
the one we haven't recorded that we prob-
ably should.

Is Where The Wild Things Are an EP?

Yep.

Is that available in the States?

I don't know. | found five or six copies of
that the other day. But it came out on
Festival Records, we were sort of on there
and so were the Hard-Ons at one point. It
was sort of a dual tour and we put out
that EP; it was on a CD and a double 7" but
I don't know that that'll ever get released
in the States unless someone wants to do
it

Aside from the collections and the live
albums how many studio albums have you
guys done? Ten?

| guess so. Yeah, ten’s probably about right.
I think most of them are available here
except for On The Quiet.

Munster put out On The Quiet on vinyl. Hot
still has all the catalog, anyone can get a
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mail-order; | just don't think they bother to distribute to .the
States anymore. People were either gypping them or going
broke. That's the digital thing.

Yeah, music’s a tough sell
It is. Especially now. It's one of those bummers. Most people

aren't money grubbers but it's just that whole thing, you've
either got a shitload or
you've got nothing.

Yeah. So how was playing
with the Dictators?

That was pretty good fun.
They're funny guys, it was
nice to meet ‘em. It was a
fairly ambitious tour on
the promoter’s behalf. But
it was good.

Did you play in fairly large
size rooms?

Yeah, they were sort of
larger than necessary. He
had them [the Dictators]
out here for two weeks,
he should have them out
here for one and consoli-
dated it all. But he learned
his lesson. It was good fun;
we had a good time meet-
ing ‘em, and a good time
playing with ‘em. They had to work hard.

Mid-Stream sounds more raw or live-in-studio; the whole
thing is more intense.

Yeah, it came along. | guess we always do the rhythm
tracks as live as we can. There were definitely a few diffi-
culties and dramas in making it, with studios and this and
that. We had a couple good studios and it was going a cer-
tain way, but then the guy who was engineering it didn't
show up for the mix.

What's that all about?

He's a strange character. Good engineer but | guess had
some people skills issues. He was a good bloke, | liked him.
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NEW RECORDS FROM

STRANGLED BASTARDS

He recorded it quite well but then we showed up at this stu-
dio I'd never worked in, because he said was best to use it
because he needed to use this particular stuff—which I'd
never worked, but he said he was starting to get a handle
on. So he showed up for a while, did a couple of things and
said, I'm going out for a couple of hours, I'll be back,’ and that
was it

Nice.

Yeah. Well | had a mate up
the hill, Rick O’ Neil, who
has a mastering facility,
and basically he came and
helped us out and we
mixed the record together.
So instead of the way it
might have turned out, it
turned out a little more the
way it sounds now.

Are you ever going to
record a complete live

1 album over there? | know
a third of Yizgarnoff was
recorded in Australia but
you've never recorded an
entire live LP there.

| don't know. We sort of did
a botchy recording of Blind
Ear live last year. That may
come out but that wouldn't be an official release, that
would be sort of like just through the website. | don't know,
it takes long enough to get it together to fucking make a
normal record.

But you guys are still forging ahead full-speed.

Yeah, it's non-stop. We're always hopeful, we keep chugging
away. The way things look at the moment, there might be a
bit of interest in rock and roll for a while so maybe people
will say, ‘Oh, that's right, there's these guys again.” We shall
see. We just keep doing our thing in the best way we can.
We scratch around at it, get together when we can, get
focused, play a few gigs.
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The Cynics are one of the most prominent bands in the garage
rock scene since the mid-’80s and have just released their seventh
studio album, Living Is The Best Revenge, on Get Hip (the label
started, and still run, by Cynics co-founder/guitarist Gregg
Kostelich). The album is the band’s first in years, and is already
gaining a lot of attention not only from critics but from a new
“heavy friend,” Steven Van Zandt, who has been giving the band
lots of airplay on his nationally syndicated radio show. The always
off-the-cuff Michael Kastelic (vocals) and the ever-acerbic Kostelich
never shy away from
speaking exactly
what’s on their
minds about the
band, their music,
and just about every-
thing else—and this
interview is no
exception.

—Larry

It’s been a long

time since The

Cynics have had a
new record out.
Michael Kastelic: We
had broken up for a
while. Our last show
before the split was New
Year’s Eve 1995-'96 here
in Pittsburgh. I was in
jail at the time because
I'd been arrested the
night before, December
30th, which was my
birthday. I'd gone over to a
friend’s house, who had a surprise party for me
which I was not expecting, got back in the car to
go back home, got pulled over and slapped with a
DUI charge and ended up having to do 90 days; 30 in
jail, 30 in a halfway house and 30 in rehab. But there
were a lot of reasons at that point, I just had to walk
away. It was getting to be a grind, it was the same thing
over and over without me enjoying it. I don’t mean that in a
selfish way, I felt I was ripping off the people who were coming
to see us, and I felt bad about that. Because if I wasn’t having
as much or more fun than they were, then I always felt just sort
of bad.

Had you not gotten busted would the New Year’s Eve show have
been the last planned show anyway?

Probably not. I got bailed out hours before the show, and it was a fun
show, but that was it. Afterwards I had to serve my time. I think it was
a good time, in retrospect it was actually kind of fortuitous because if we
had kept going all that time I don’t know if we really would have been
around right now to take advantage of this apparent resurgence in the
interest in garage music.

Let’s talk about that for a minute. When did you guys start getting
back together again, and had any of you noticed the “resurgence”
of garage atithat point?

No, not at all. It's been about three years since we've been back together,
kind of right before the surge started. It was when they started doing
those Las Vegas Grind things in, uh, Las Vegas... obviously! There were a
few attempts to try and get us back together for one of those and I think
Cavestomp in New York. Gregg and I talked about it but we never really
got it together enough to do it. He was busy with the business of course,
too. Finally he called me about doing one of the Las Vegas shows and I
said sure. We actually had a blast as soon as we started practicing togeth-
er again, we knew we missed it a lot more than we thought.

One thing I remember about seeing you guys play in Philly years
ago is that The Cynics always had a ravenous, loyal fan base;
every time you played it was packed. When word got out you were
back was the response like the old days or was it better?

I think it was even better because by the time we stopped I don’t think
the response was as strong as it was during our heyday, in the mid- or \
early-'90s. I think it was much better when we got back together because
each time it was for these special events. We did a tour of Spain,
Cavestomp and Las Vegas Grind, so every show was a high profile gig.
You guys have been popular in Spain almost from the time the
band started, right?

Yeah, around ‘88, ‘90. The second record we did, 12 Flights Up, we
licensed to Record Runner Records in Spain. I think that really helped
kick us off there. People there will take a chance on a record that’s on a
local label because it’s a lot cheaper—the records over there that are US
imports are up to $25 or $30—so there are a lot of people who bought that
second Cynics records over there who probably wouldn’t have if it had
been an import. After we started touring in-Europe, we found Spain was
the most responsive country to what we were doing, and they always have
been. They’ve stuck through all the trends: grunge, rap, dance, every-
thing; it doesn’t really
seem to faze their
garage scene. Whereas
in Germany, even in

Holland, the garage

scene took an awful

beating during the

‘90s because of the

grunge/Nirvana sound.

In Europe that really

slaughtered a lot of
the garageheads.
There are certain
bands who always
go to Spain, you
guys, The
Dictators...

Yeah, I was gonna
say us and the
Dictators are over there more
than we're in the States. But

that’s how loyal those people

are. When they find a band
and they love you, you treat
) ‘em right, you go over there
and do your best for ‘em.
And now there’s a whole new
generation of kids who are
coming to see us in Spain who
had heard our records but—and
this is gonna make us sound so
old—[laughing] weren't old
enough to see us when we were
around last time and now they can
get in.
It’s kinda interesting how you guys have
well over 20 singles, yet only seven studio
albums.
Yup. They're slow in coming. It’s usually the recording process that takes
the longest. When we finally decide to write songs we pretty much sit
down and knock them out. They're pretty much done anyway, with the
different parts that are in our heads, but when we sit down to do that it’s
not as big a headache as the actual recording. Which is what was so great
about this one, doing it with Tim (Kerr). It was almost effortless because I
think we finally found someone we can work with in the studio who com-
pletely understands what we’re doing—which is a hard thing to do in
Pittsburgh!
You guys have self-produced every other one except for Get Our
Way, right?
Yeah, Get Our Way, was produced by Eric Lindgren, and the rest were all
self-produced.
Why did you guys pick Tim, or had he expressed interest in work-
ing with you?
Out of that whole crew of producers, the two who are our favorites, on
hearing stuff they’ve done, are Jim Diamond (in Detroit) and Tim Kerr.
Gregg said those two were going to be our choices. Originally we were
going to go to Detroit but something happened. For some reason we had
to change the show and couldn’t do it, had to change the weekend. And
then we thought about it more and Gregg said, ‘Well, Michael, maybe you
should decide.” All I can say is everything Tim’s ever been in, everything
he’s put his hands on or produced or played on, I've just loved. So I
thought we really couldn’t lose with that. It was a more daunting trip to
drive all the way to Texas as opposed to driving to Detroit, but I think it

~was well worth it.

When did you do it and how long did it take to record?

We did it in May, and pretty much it was done in one day, all the tracks.
Then the next day we did the vocals, and they were pretty much all done
on either the first or second take. Sometimes he would keep the first take
and then sometimes he would come in and give a pep talk. Overall he
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was a really great guy to work with, he really put forth this amazing pos-
itive attitu(‘io. I don’t know if I've read other bands talking about the way
he produces but it's really something. He’s kinda like a coach I guess, in a
way, but he really brings out the best in you.

Th}at’s what a producer’s supposed to do. i )

Yeah. So it was nice having one for a change. We'll never do it again our-
selves, that’s for sure.

You’ve had a lot of problems in the studio before, huh?

Oh yeah. I did. They [the engineers] had no conception of what kind of
music we were doing, they just thought we were crazy. Which is kind of
the funny thing about the resurgence in garage now because for all these
years, since the ‘80s, people would say ‘What kind of music do you play?’
And you say garage-pop-punk or garage-punk, and you'd just get this
strange blank look, like ‘what the hell is that?” So I guess now people
supposedly know what it is, even though they think it’s [laughing] The
Hives or The Vines or something.

Have you ever played with the Nomads or done any touring in
Sweden?

We played in Sweden before but not with the Nomads, I'd love to play
with them.

Because that’s another place where garage rock—I’'m not sure
where or when the initial garage rock revival started...

Well, we've played in Lund and in Copenhagen, but I think it was always
bigger in Europe. The way it started for us was, Gregg and I were punks.
I had dyed black hair with white polka dots in it and Gregg actually had
a mohawk, a gun earring and a Fear t-shirt. We were in punk bands, and
when the ‘80s came along and punk became sort of a mall accessory called
new wave we just sort of gravitated to the ‘60s stuff that sounded like
punk. We'd always been Stones fans, and even Paul Revere and the
Raiders and The Animals we always liked, but that sort of renewed our
faith in music. When something we loved so much like punk became so
sickeningly ruined, a lot of ex-punkers went to country bands. [laughing]
We just had too much hate in us to do that yet, so we had to take the
other route.

I remember buying Nomads singles from the early ‘80s. Were you
guys aware of those singles and bands back then?

When we started Gregg was working in a record store and he was totally
into that. We were kind of along the end of that first wave. The Fuzztones
were already playing...

Yeah, actually they’re among the first.

They'’re the first I saw. I was 14 years old when I saw them at The Dive
in New York City. My dad was on a business trip and he took me with
him. I guess they didn’t card back in those days because I walked right
in! They were the first wave, with the Chesterfield Kings and The
Fleshtones. Then you had those LA bands, Green on Red and Rain Parade
and stuff. Where are they now I ask you? And their Beatle boots. That’s
why one of my favorite bands of that whole era is definitely the Lyres.
Because a lot of these bands spent their time trying to find Beatle boots
and mod paisley shirts while Jeff Connolly was digging through record
bins actually finding this grungy disgusting stuff and using that as his
inspiration, not Beatle boots.

I know you’ve been playing a bunch of weekend shows lately,
ostensibly as a warm-up for going to Spain in January, but once
you’re back are there any
plans to do a US tour of
some sort?

Yeah, and a full-scale European
one too. We're scheduled to go to
Greece, Italy, France, the
Netherlands, and maybe even
the Czech Republic. We're hoping
that’ll be in either late spring or
early fall 2003 and then between
that we’ll do as many things in
the States as we can.

Where does the new record
rank for you among your
favorite Cynics records? Or is
it your favorite now because
it’s new?

I think it’s my favorite one
because it’s the only one that
has totally positive energy
attached to it. When I look at
the other ones I think of all the
things I would have done differ-
ently and all the things that
made me miserable while trying
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to making it. With this one there’s nothing but good thoughts associated
with it.

Well, when you basically record in one day, you have a lot less
time to worry about the bad shit.

That’s for sure. But there’s nothing I would change on it, really.
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I didn’t realize the band had broken up for a while.

Gregg Kostelich: I kept it quiet because I didn’t know what the fuck was
gonna happen. I didn’t want to make it official and then have everybody
totally give up on us. I'd rather have kept the fire burning, but it didn’t
work; people kept on probing and asking. Then, there was four years of
that shit, until I said, ‘I can't take it anymore,” and I gave in and Michael
gave in and we got back together.

But the results have been pretty good, the new record’s great.

I'm satisfied with everything.

It was the first time you guys have left Pittsburgh to do a record,
and Tim’s only the second outside producer you’ve ever worked
with.

Eric Lindgren came here [to produce Get Our Wayl, and I think that
worked out really well but it was a little spacey and a little too reverby. I
actually listened to that a couple weeks ago, from outside the bubble, and
I did hear it; I could see that there was too much fuckin’ reverb. But the
energy, the fire, the moddish bullshit and the aggressiveness were really
there and the songs were good, I thought.

How long does it take for you to be able to view an album from an
outsdide perspective like that?

Well, with most of them I'm sick and tired [of it] by the time we go in,
then you get sick and tired of the engineer or the producer taking forever
to misunderstand what the fuck you're really trying to do. Almost every
review I've seen, up until this record, has said “the band is so much bet-
ter live... records don’t do them justice.” Well that’s the reason why. No
one understood what the hell we were trying to do.

Tim Kerr seems to have gotten a pretty good handle on it.

It was tough. Tim Kerr did a wonderful job.

Is one of the reasons why the band’s done so many more 7”s than
albums, because it’s just easier to deal with people for a shorter
length of time in the studio?

That has a lot to do with it. A lot of times we try different techniques
with the same people. We realize it’s mainly the place and the person
involved, they just didn’t understand what we were going for. That always
seemed to be a problem, and it would cause internal bullshit between
Michael and I. I totally understand Michael, but we were all fucking
learning too.

Although the next album will probably be a bit in the future,
would you consider working with Tim Kerr again?

I'm looking forward to doing another one with him, at least one more. We
talked about maybe doing a Byrds type of record, 12-string folk rock. Tim
wants to help out and play on it and everything. Cause he’s a folky guy,
he was before the Big Boys. He doesn’t leave too many stones unturned,
he’s very open-minded just like I
am. We do love music. He
caught me off guard, I wasn't in
a really good mental state after
driving straight out there and
not knowing if our drummer
was gonna make it because of
his fucking flight (because we
didn’t all go together). Tim said,
‘Look, leave the fucking garbage
in the hotel room,” blah, blah,
blah. It took a couple days of
lecturing and that’s why we
gave him credit as psychiatrist
and guidance counselor. [laugh-
ing] We gave him star billing,
his name’s the same size as ours
on the CD booklet. But he’s a
great guy and I'm glad I met
him. I regret not knowing him
earlier and not opening up the
communications up 15 years
ago. I just appreciate that he
was like the fifth Cynic there.
It’s important to have someone
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outside the bubble. He was a cheerleader; he would say, ‘Look, it just was- radio show?

n’t swinging. You're becoming a bunch of old guys playing the chops, Yeah. That'’s taken me by surprise. The fact he’s willing to do this is
tough shit.” He pissed us all off and I think the psychology worked, it got great, I'm all for it. I think he’s doing a wonderful thing. Hard Rock

us a little angrier. I don’t think I was Cafe’s getting behind it—in the last 20
angry enough, like sometimes I have years there’s been nobody, the major
been, I still feel like I held back to a labels have offered nothing; Brittney
certain degree on this record and to Spears, is that what we want?! So they
some degree I'm pissed about it. I will decided to at least support him and try
say this, I've listened to this record one and build this whole new underground.
or two hundred times already, over and Cause there’s 90-100 really good bands
over—and I can’t stop listening to it. I'm out there that have been working really
addicted. It seems like the more I listen hard. The last 20 fuckin’ years there’s
to it the more I wanna listen to it, and been a major gap in music. He’s trying
I've never had that happen with any to take it to another level. He’s only
fuckin’ record we've done. gonna be able to help so many bands
That should be encouraging then. individually but it could evolve into a
Yeah. So the whole thing, I have to say whole major positive force. He's really a
to Tim that I'm actually happy. I'm still fucking great guy, I think he'’s a real
upset that I didn’t do my best, but that’s down-to-earth, honest human being—and
always good because you want to do you don’t see that shit at that level. So
another one. All that may have been a T've gotta go with it. I'm worried about
ploy of Tim Kerr being Tim Kerr, I all the other negative things, and he's
don’t know; he’s never gonna tell, he aware of it. We talked about it a couple
may just smile at you. I think for the weeks ago and he said, ‘The shit hits
next one we have an idea. the fan all over the place. It’'s the same
Is there gonna start being less time principle on higher levels, you just have
between Cynics albums? to get through it, you have to keep you
I would hope so. I really would like to chin up, chest out...” He already thinks
do another one in six months. We we’ve been successful, and they way we
already have four or five sketches, but they’re more folky; Michael says he look at it is, we didn’t even get started. We're not ungrateful but it’s

has a couple. I know out of the four or five, there’s one that’s kinda pissed  tough. They're playing an arena, maiking a million dollars last night and

off like The Buzzcocks’ “There Is No Love In This World Anymore,” it’s I'm sitting there watching them with a 16 oz. beer in my hand. We can do
that kind of angry. So I don’t know where it’s gonna go once the whole what the fuck we wanna do anytime we want to. Is that success? I guess
band puts it together. It all happened in one or two mornings, so you've so. I meet a lot of people from all over the world and have made a really
gotta go with that magic; I may not have another fuckin’ tune for a year. good distribution network out of it. Will it get stripped from me someday
So you guys have been getting a lot of airplay on Little Steven’s by bad boys? Possibly.
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PART I: You KiLLED My LOVE - THE BALLAD OF GLYN STYLIR

Anyone lucky enough to have seen the late Doris Wishman's swan-
song, the psycho-stripper epic, Satan .Wa.s a Lady, already knows the
hypnotic powers of Glyn Styler. In said film, .he played snotty..small-
time hustler and strip joint crooner Eddie Baines, and for all it's merry
mayhem, the film's highlights were undoubtedly Styler's two show-

It's not depression, I'm not depressed, I'm angry. Disgusted with people.
And fascinated by them. | feel so different from most of the people
around me. I'm afraid of them. | can’t imagine living with the thoughts
most people are thinking (and vice-versa). | think my songs are exercis-
es in understanding human emotions, mine and everyone else's.

Assuming ‘Glyn Styler’ is a stage name, what are it's origins? Just a
random flash of brilliance, or something more sinister?

stopping solo numbers; towering odes to love and loss rife with jaw-
dropping histrionics, shameless hairpiece tricks, rubber lips and spittle.
From behind impenetrable black shades,

| just made it up. I'm glad you like it.

Glyn emoted like a desperate man with
one chance left for redemption, and it
looked like a toss-up over what would
break first, your heart or his guitar, as he
lashed out viciously at the strings of both.
It was one of the most magnificent per-
formances | had ever seen, and as |
watched his crocodile tear ballad “Come
Cry with Me” for the 10th time, remarking
on it's Frank Sinatra on Prozac brilliance, |
decided to find out just who this twisted
genius was.

Turns out that Glyn Styler is somewhat of
a legend in his hometown of New Orleans,
a beloved curmudgeon well-known and
admired for both his suave Bossa Nova
combo and his later night excursions into
dirty rock & roll. No regional obscurity, he's
collaborated with that most satanic of
noisy couples, Jim Thirwell and Lydia
Lunch, as well as Kinks bro Ray Davies, pop
icon Alex Chilton, and just about every
heavy hitter in the Big Easy. All of which
thrilled me to no end. | contacted Glyn,
writing one of the very few gushing let-
ters in Sleazegrinder history, figuring | had
stumbled upon the swamp devil Nash
Kato, an ultra-hip man about town with a
martini in one hand, and an adoring blonde
or two in the other. He straightened me
out immediately. “Sorry to disappoint you,
but I'm a lot less cool than you think | am,”
he wrote back. “I'm really just a bald, mid-
dle-aged mattress salesman.”

Undaunted by his admission, | pressed on
for an interview. Mundane reality or not,
Styler's music is a thing of black magic and
raw, blistering emotion, and | was commit-
ted to uncovering it. He agreed, with one
exception. “l hate using the phone,” he told
me. “So you'll have to just e-mail the ques-
tions.” | did. Here then, is a digitally
enhanced glimpse into the black velvet
world of America’s swankiest mattress
salesman.

Do you really sell mattresses, or are you
just developing a legend? If you do, do you
get a long with your co-workers? Do they
think you're a weird guy or are they
impressed with your musical career?

Yes, | really am a mattress salesman. In
fact, | was the top salesman at my compa-
ny this year. | get along fine with my co-

SLEAZEGRIND

How did you end up in Satan Was a Lady?
Did they come looking for you, or did you
audition?

The producer of SWAL, Beau Gillespie,
played “You Killed My Love"” for Doris and
she immediately wanted to include it in her
movie. Beau sent me some of Doris’ better
movies and | loved them. | agreed to pro-
vide a couple of songs for the soundtrack
and the next thing | knew, | was in Miami
Beach co-starring in my first film. | would
never audition for anything. | don't see
myself as an actor.

Was it strange being directed by a woman
in her 70s? Did you feel that she was too
old to be making movies, or did it seem per-
fectly normal?

Let me tell you something, that old lady
has more raging intensity than you and me
put together! Not only is she playing with a
full deck, she's a fucking shark and she's
beating you! She's inspirational. She never
gives up. She behaves like a monster, but
she's really so sweet and tender. | wish she
was my mother. (Note: Doris passed away
a month after this interview was conduct-
ed.)

Did you improvise at all? How close was
your character to your actual personality?

You could say the whole film was impro-
vised. Seconds before each scene was shot
Doris would take the actors aside and
throw completely different lines from the
script at us and yell “Action”! It was very
disconcerting, poor Honey was in tears half
the time, but | came to realize that this is
how (and why) she directs. She luxuriates
in controlling us. The character of Ed
Baines in SWAL is nothing like me.

It was a seriously convincing performance,
you really seemed to have some disdain for
Honey. Did you actively dislike her? Or
maybe I'm reading it wrong, and you actual-
ly had a little extra-curricular activity going
on? Or neither?

Honey is a Hollywood type actress. | felt
sorry for her. She was concerned that
SWAL would be a black mark on her career.
She was appalled by the “lack of profes-
sionalism” on the set. | was a shoulder to

workers. I've learned how to keep the icon-

oclastic behavior onstage, for the most part. They love the fact that |
transform into someone else at night. My boss' daughter-in-law does

cry on, nothing more.

Have you, like your character, ever blown a lot of money on dice or
other bets? You seem like the kind of cat that would enjoy the race-
track, now and then.

some backing vocals on my new record. It's worked out really well.

Has your song-writing style been a progressive arc, or have you
always written crooner ballads? | mean, did you start out like Nick

Co Ve ninolslor) phnkkies Band2lar wera vou alwaye Hbathies Sorry to disappoint you, but I'm not a gambler. New Orleans is full of

casinos, but | hate them.

You guessed it. | started out as a Lou
Reed impersonator. My first band (Blue
Army) did nothing but Velvet
Underground songs—before the VU
gained mass acceptance in the ‘80s. That
didn't go over too well here in the deep
South. For a while | had a Kinks cover
band with Alex Chilton. (I've also played
drums with Tav Falco's Panther Burns,
Green On Red, and Lydia Lunch.) GS occa-
sionally does loud rock shows. You
haven't seen much of what | do.

Was that your first acting role? If not,
what were some others? Are you
planning on any other roles? Do you
enjoy performing better than acting?

I'm a theatrical singer so there's a lot of
“acting” going on when I'm singing.
When I'm performing a song | get
caught up in the melody, the phrasing,
the emotion of the lyric and | forget
my own reality. | haven't learned how
to do this comfortably in front of a
camera. But I'd be willing to try anoth-
er role someday. Making movies is a
blast. Doris says she wants me to be in
her next picture, but who knows if or

What would you say is the primary
emotional inspiration for your songs?
Depression? Revenge?
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when that will ever hap-
pen...

How was it recording
with Lydia Lunch? Was
she intimidating at all?
Any other collaboration
planned? | think
Styler/Thirwell would be
righteous.

Styler/Thirlwell almost
did happen. We're friends
and mutual fans. We had
so much fun recording
Lydia's Shotgun Wedding
album in Memphis. We
were loaded the whole
time on this strange formalin-based beverage called Cisco that made
us crazy. JG is brilliant. Recording “The Desperate Ones” was very
relaxed and intimate. Part of my deal with Atavistic/Truck Stop was
for Lydia and me to do a collaboration. They got one. Lydia's one of my
dearest friends; not intimidating at all. She gave me cooking lessons.
She always looks beautiful. She vacuums the house in stiletto heels.
She is not afraid of anyone or anything, but she's nothing to be afraid
of Cunless she's ovulating...)

Are you from New Orleans? Do you plan on staying? Is the atmos-
phere conducive to your songwriting? Something tells me Glyn and
cold weather don't mix well.

| was born in New Orleans, and I'll stay here until | can afford to leave.
It's very cheap to live down here, but I'm not appreciated. I'd much
rather be in New York. | think I'd like cold weather. This heat is very
oppressive.

Do you listen to any current music, or do you strictly listen to older
music? Do you feel like a man out of time?

| like a few new bands - not too many. | like The Divine Comedy,
Stereolab, The High Llamas, AIR, Tindersticks.. they're OK.. Ute
Lemper's good. | avoid the radio. | suppose | really am a “man out of
time"—and it's a horrible thing to be. My spirit (for lack of a better
word) has been beaten down with all of the corruption, stupidity and
mediocrity around us. Art is my only escape, and | have to go into the
past to feel truly happy. Sad, isn't it? Still 'm grateful that | have
somew here to go. Some people don't. My father didn't like music.

Hip me, if you will, to some of your musical inspirations...

| love the great histrionic torch singers: Frank Sinatra, Scott Walker,
David Bowie, lggy Pop, Dionne Warwick, Barbra Streisand, Bryan
Ferry, Tony Bennett, Judy Garland, Van Morrison, Mick Jagger, Jim
Morrison, Patti Smith, Marianne Faithfull. The great pop composers:
Antonio Carlos Jobim, Bacharach/David, Ennio Morricone, Jimmy
Webb, Brian Wilson, Michel Legrand,
Lennon/McCartney. Provocative songwriters: Lou
Reed, Ray Davies, Randy Newman, Bob Dylan, Laura
Nyro, Joni Mitchell, Carole King, Elvis Costello, Scott
Walker.

How about the hair? If it was just a wig that you
wore in SWAL, did you want to adopt it in real-life?
Because it was very boss.

Glyn Styler always wears the hairpiece. It's part of
the transformation from mattress salesman to pop
singer.

Do you know if your records have sold well? Is there
any placé&where you are actively famous?

According to Truck Stop (Styler's label), | still owe
them money for a small number of CDs | ordered for
personal use ages ago, so | guess | haven't sold too
many records. | have no agent or manager to look
after these things. The only money | make off the
two CDs I've released comes from BMI royalties. | get
fan mail from all over the world which means somebody’s buying the
records. | have lots of fans in New York, Boston, LA and London. But
I'm far from celebrity status. And at this point, | don't even want it.
Which means it's coming soon.

What kind of fan-base do you have? | mean, who makes up the audi-

ence at a Styler show? Does being Glyn Styler help out with getting
the ladies?

| get all kinds. Perforated young kids delighted by the sight of a
“lounge singer” cursing out an audience, old hipsters cooing at the elod
quence of my choice of material, guitar players watching every finge?
position on the fretboard, party dolls who have no idea what kind of
pervert | am and want to find out. | love being mysterious. They can't
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imagine that | get yelled
at by old ladies all day
long in a bedding store.

What is the Glyn Styler
social scene like? Are
there many hangers-on,
trying to soak up the
snarly hipster vibe? Do
you have a favorite
hang out, like some
smoky lounge some-
where, or do | have it all
wrong, and you actually
prefer to stay home
and avoid people?

I have a close circle of
friends. | do most of my entertaining at home. | don't have a lot of
hangers-on... they don't dare. People say that I'm not very approach-
able, which | have mixed feelings about.

What's the best part of living the Glyn Styler persona? How about the
worst part?

The best part is that I'm not stuck with just being a suburbanite sales-
man. Through GS I'm able to act out my fear and frustration without
being locked up. The worst part is that | have to come back down to
reality and sell mattresses in the morning. But without that pressure
release valve, | wouldn't survive.

Finally, what are your upcoming projects?

| just finished recording a collection of bossa nova-style tunes called
Lowering Heaven - my first full length album using a live band. It shows
a softer, romantic side of GS, however there are a few murder/abduc-
tion tunes as well. | don't know what label will release it yet. Recently
Ray Davies (of the Kinks) contacted me about doing an album togeth-
er, so things are looking up. I'm still waiting to hear from Doris about
her next film...

OK, so Doris isn't going to call, but Glyn is carrying on nonetheless. Find
out what happens next at his website: http://community-
2webtv.net/GLYNSTYLER/GLYNSTYLERISALIVE/

PART 2: MY GUN 15 GRoOVY - DEEP INSIDE THE STRANGE WORLD OF
RoCK SAVAGE

Of all the part-time, backyard film directors I've come across, all the
no-budget visionaries and kitchen sink moguls, Baltimore's own Rock
Savage stands out as the grooviest. His films, usually a series of
shorts compiled into themed compilations, are bursts of goofball vio-
lence, archaic hipster slang, and the break-neck pace of cliffhanger
serials. Featuring loopy dubbed dialogue, cartoonish characters, and an
always memorable appearance from Rock himself, they
are unforgettable slices of kitsch, over-wrought psycho
drama, snarky laughs, spliced-in burlesque loop nudity,
Mexican wrestlers, clumsy gunplay, and dimestore gore.
Savage began his sinematic odyssey back in 1980, and
he hasn't stopped yet. With almost a dozen epics of sex,
violence, and rampant beatnik aphorisms under his
bejeweled, gold plated belt, it's about time that Rock's
retro-pulp Super 8 world of hardboiled heroes, turban
wearing arch fiends, and jive-talking, beer bellied mon-
sters got it's due.

I HAVE ALWAYS BEEN HERE BEFORE

Rock was born under a different name, a Christian
name, if you will, but | don't know what it is and | didn"t
ask him, either. He's been Rock Savage for so long now,
that it hardly matters who he was before. Still, like any
other superhero, he's got a back story that explains the
legend'’s origins.

How did you become Rock Savage?

Back when | thought of the concept of making films, | figured that
you needed a name for people to remember easily. | wanted some-
thing dynamic, and I'm a big fan of the old ‘30s pulps like The Shadow,
The Spider, and Doc Savage. So | came up with the name Rock Savage,
because it's very pulpy. | started using it in college, and it's worked
pretty well, because people do remember the name.

Are you Rock Savage to everybody?

My mother hates it, but otherwise, I'm Rock most of the time.

Tell me how it all started.

College was where | got interested in filmmaking. They started a film
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club, because there was television production but no film prodcu-
tion; it was a community college. So what happened was, there
was this gentleman that started this film production club. He had
a lot of great ideas, but he had no pizzazz. Keep in mind that my
heroes were HG Lewis and David Friedman, who were very flam-
boyant guys who knew how to exploit a movie. This was back
when exploitation didn't have a negative connotation, back when
it was just advertisement slang. If you watch old episodes of
Bewitched, you'll find that Larry always tells Darren, ‘Well, what's
the exploitation angle?’ It wasn't a bad thing. You weren't exploit-
ing some person, you were just exploiting your product. That's
what Hershell and David did. Anyway, when this guy Russel
started the film club, there were only about five
of us there, which was pathetic, and | said, ‘Russ,
we're never going to make any movies this way.’
And, you know, you had to have two officers for
a club so | said, ‘Why don't make me your vice
president?"”

Rock took to his newly appointed role with
gusto, forming a tight-knit group of fledgling film-
makers, dubbing them the Savage Film Group,
Rock's still working with them, decades later.
“The nucleus of the group is the same as it was in
college. It's the three remaining members of the
film club, except for the guy who started it—
who, ironically, became a born-again Christian.”
Early efforts of the fledgling film club were
thwarted by the school's faculty, who had less
than thrilling ideas about how to spend the club’'s
paltry budget. “There was this big fat guy there,
he was a real jerk,” Rock remembers. “He said, ‘A
budget? Make-up? Effects? Why don't you guys
just film the theater club’s productions?’ | said,
‘Well, there's a difference between theater and
film, that's why it's a theater club!™ Ultimately,
the faculty relented, and Rock's club ended up with $5,000 dollars
to shoot their first Super 8 film, which, as he points out, was a lot
of money for 1980. “We got the film real cheap, at this little place
that was in the middle of nowhere. | couldn't even tell you where
it was now. Anyway, we bought $500 worth of film, which gave
us plenty of room for trial and error—which we figured there
would be a lot of.” But before they could even start their mag-
num opus, Russell, their fearless leader, took off for Spain, leaving
Rock in charge. Which was just fine with Rock. While the club
waited for the budget to be approved so that they could pick up
their film stock, the industrious Mr. Savage bought film on his
own and the club shot two shorts before the budget money even
came in. “We made a real short pseudo-documentary called
Perversions. You couldn't make a film like this on a college cam-
pus now, you'd be thrown off-campus.” Asked about this first
film's content, and he tells me, quite obviously, “Well, it's about
perverts on campus. Now that | think about it, Russell was still
there when we did that. It was the last thing he worked on
before going to Spain. A lot of people joked that that's the reason
that he went to Spain”, Rock jokes. “We went around asking peo-
ple, ‘Do you know that there are people on
campus that are perverts?™ The joke was,
they were asking people this question as
they were performing indecent acts, guys
pissing on the Coke machine, that kind of
thing. “Yeah, it was filled with bizarre
humor. Not only did we shoot the film
there, we showed it there, as well. Now I'm
thinking, ‘Well, that took some nerve!" That
pioneering effort, by the way, is available
on the Beneath the Psycho-Sexual World of
Rock Savage tape. See it for a glimpse at
the 18 year old Rock in his angry young
man days.

Where does all the beatnik slang come
from?

Well, it comes from reading too much
Mickey Spillane and too many pulp novels; and watching too many
‘60s TV shows and spy films.

Do you use it in your everyday conversations?

Oh yeah, | use the same lingo in my day to day life. | say ‘Do you
_dl_g what I'm saying?' and | say groovy a lot as well, but certainly
it's no worse than some of the same slang they're using now.

I dig your creative use of stock footage for nudity.

Well, most of the nudity, as you know, comes from stock footage
that | got from these loops that are ancient, they're like, from the\
'§Os. I have actual female nudity in my movie Mondo Pagan, where
I'm interviewing these Pagan chicks, and they're naked. | mean,
they've got body paint on, but it's still nudity. We didn't have to
pay anybody, because they volunteered to do it, so that was cool.
You have to pPay an actress to take off her clothes, you can't get
by that, so that was amazing. | love naked chicks. | don't really
need a reason. In the next Mod Mutilator film, there was going to
be a topless girl in it. | have an actress; she's not getting paid for it,
but she’s very attractive. She said that if she didn't have a

boyfriend, she would do it [get naked]. But she did say that she
would wear a real skimpy bra. So | said, ‘OK, that's good enough,
we'll go with that!" Sometimes people say, ‘What's with the gratu-
itous nudity?' and | just say, ‘Well, why not?' And anyway, if a plot
starts moving too slow, there's nothing like a bunch of naked girls
to liven things up.

VIOLENCE IS MY BUSINESS

“We never stopped really,” Rock says about his 20-plus years in
film making. “It's trial and error. We started out with really horri-
bly low budgets, and we worked our way up from there. We've
scammed a lot of stuff for free, and basically, I've
saved every prop we ever bought. If it's good, |
mean,” he laughs. “If it's rancid, | have to throw it
out, but basically, we keep them all and use them
again when we need to.”

That's also a really tough medium to work in,
Super 8.

OK, | need to correct you on that. Violence is Our
Business, that's our latest release, our last Super
8 movie is on there, lllegal Possession. The other
films are shot on Hi-8 video, but we used a tech-
nique called Filmlook, which is used to make the
video look more like it was shot on film. There's
two reasons | started shooting on video. Looping
the sound was becoming an ordeal, and after 20
years, you're ready to beat your head against the
wall. The other thing is, the cost of film is rising.
Some of these film labs are just becoming abu-
sive.

Rock tells a few tales of woe about Super 8 film
labs that kept his work caught up in processing
for months at a time and gave him less than stellar transfers to
work with. Although he was skeptical of working on video after
toiling in the film arena for so long, Rock is pleased with the
results.

A lot of people are asking me, ‘Do you still shoot on Super 8, or did
you switch to 16 mm with that one?’ so | thought, ‘This is good.’
It's the best of both worlds, really. It's cheaper, it speeds up pro-
duction, and | can immediately look into the camera to see if any-
thing needs to be re-shot. Back in the ‘80s, | remember having to
go back on location for one film to re-shoot, because the film
looked so bad. | don't know whether it was old film or what, but |
had to get every one together to reshoot the scenes. So those
days are gone, and I'm kind of glad, because it's an ordeal, and
when you get to this point, you don't want to deal with it any-
more. | mean, I've always said that I'll keep making films until | can
no longer walk, but as long as | can get the look | want, we'll use
the new technology.

Do you get to screen your films in public?

We used to screen our films at this place
that was a throwback to the beatnik era
in DC called DC Space. That had live bands
there, and they actually had poetry read-
ings there too, and they had film screen-
ings. There was this film group called | Am
Evye, and every first Monday of the month,
they would show films at this club. So |
called them up, and | sent them a copy of
Mummy-a-Gore-Gore, and they said ‘Great,
come on over.' | think the description of the
film caused them to have more people
there than they usually did, because all
they would show were people who
brought in films spontaneously. This was
the first time that they had a film title
scheduled, so it went really well.

Do you present them as Rock Savage, or as yourself?

Well, | am me, basically. What you see is what you get. Of course,
when I'm in Rock Savage mode, if you want to call it that, and I'm
on a panel or something like that, I'll be more aggressive and arro-
gant. | mean, you have to be, to a certain extent, because there's
always a smart-ass in the crowd, but usually the panels go pretty
well, and I'm just me, you know

How about film festivals?

| submitted Max Blood to the Chicago Film Festival years ago, and
paid my 40 bucks. | always tell filmmakers, you know, don't send
your films to anyplace that charges money, because I'm beginning
to think it's a scam. You're basically paying them to watch your
movie, and they can still decide not to show it. The Chicago
Underground Film Festival was bragging, ‘Oh, we're underground,
we don't want any arty-fartsy stuff’, and | was like, cool. Their
philosophy sounded right up my alley, but then they said no. When
| asked them why, they wouldn't give me a straight answer.
Recently a friend of mine, who's a horror filmmaker, had his film
rejected by the Chicago Underground Film Festival but got

continued on page 111
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This is the part where I usually
tell a little story about how the
artist whose work is on this
issue’s cover got on this
issue’s cover; so here we go.
As I say in the interview,
the whole thing stems
from a phone call I had
with Cosmo (AKA The
Cosmic Commander of
Wrestling) after issue #20
came out. If you know him,
you know that sometimes you
don’t so much have a conversa-
tion with Cosmo as he has one
with you. And generally, he talks
fast and jumps from topic to
topic really quickly. This par—
ticular phone conversation
started off being about the
magazine in general, then
drifted into a part about
Sunny Buick’s art and the fact
that she’s a painter and a tat—
tooist and eventually led up
to (feel free to insert your
own Cosmo impersonation
here) “"Why don’t you put
someone local on there, like
Steve T.” I broke in long
enough to ask “"Steve’s a
painter?” He replied
“Yeeeeeaaaahhh! Anyway,
listen - are we gonna practice
tonight? Oh, and dig this
right...” Later I asked Larry, who
has known Steve for over fifteen
years, if he knew Steve was a
painter. He said no. We both
agreed that was odd (the part that
Steve had a “"secret career” as
painter on the side of being a pop-
ular Philly tattooist) and that we
should investigate further. A phone
call or two was placed & a few weeks
later, we met up with Steve who
showed us a batch of really cool tat—
too flash inspired paintings... and you
know what happened next. While
we're here I'd also like to say that
Steve was the singer for two great
Philly punk bands, Rotgut and Rear
Admiral, that we here at carbon 14
(meaning Larry & myself basically)
adore. I just wanted to bring that up
because I
meant to
talk about
it in the
interview
and we
didn’t.
—Leslie

Steve (R)
with Ed “Big
Daddy”Roth
and daugh-
ter Larissa

STEVE 1dibtiRi

LG: Did you start painting before or after you started doing
tattoos?

After. It's all totally tattoo related. It's a technique, a watercolor spit-
shading technique that's pretty much used to paint flash. That's how
the old guys painted flash. I never had any art school training or
anything like that.

LG: Did you always draw when you were younger?

Yeah, pretty much. I didn't really focus on it as much until I was
striving to learn how to tattoo.

LG: When did you start?

I've been tattooing for eight years. I started apprenticing about 10
years ago.

LK: Were you learning during the Rotgut era?

That's when I was pretty much starting to get my foot in the door. It
was a much more involved process then, a lot harder to get in than it
now.

LK: I remember back in the late '80s there were only three or
four shops in the whole city—at least that anyone really knew
of—and then all of a sudden-

Even more in the last five years. Cause all that shit wasn't available
like it is now. Now you can open a magazine or a book and get your
hands on equipment. Philly was still kinda time-locked, even into the
'80s the state of it—as far as it being real secretive and everything—
was pretty much like it was in the '70s and '60s. Those guys weren't
teaching. If you came in and told them you wanted to learn how to
tattoo, they'd throw your ass right out of the shop.

LG: So you got tattooed before you started?

Oh yeah. I had to have one.

LG: What was the first tattoo you got?

It was a dragon on my arm. It's covered up now, actually. It's a good
design, it just wasn't executed as it should have been.

LG: Did you desgign it?

No, it was a piece of flash by this guy Mike Malone, he goes by Rollo
in the business; he's pretty famous for his flash. I knew I wanted a
dragon and picked it out off the wall.

LG: How old were you then?

18.

LG: How long was it between that and when you thought, ‘Hey,
I would like to start learning how to do that'?

It was awhile, because I didn't really have the confidence. I started
getting tattooed at Eddie's, which was a little bit more of a profes-
sional operation than where I had gotten my first one. I just had a lot
of respect for those guy and didn't think I could do it or pull it off.
Plus, I'd also been in there getting tattooed plenty of times when peo-
ple came in to ask about learning and that kind of thing.

LG: So you saw ahead of time.

Yeah, I knew not to open up my mouth. It
took me a while, a long time, before I
really thought I'd be able to do it. A good
seven years or so.

LG: Did you not plan to do anything
artistic, you know - drawing or paint-
ing—-wise, at all until that point?
I wasn't doing much of anything
with anything.

LK: You were in a band, you ..
lived in West Philly.

Exactly. That's what was going
on with me.

LK: [to Lesliel You've gotta
understand that in West
Philly in the '80s, I don’t
think I knew anyone who ~
had a regular job.
Everyone just hung out;
there was massive unemploy-
ment, or you were a bus-
boy, worked at Kinko’s or
a video store, or sold
drugs or did drug studies.
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He's right. I did tons of drug studies. I had some nine-to-fivers but
they were real shitty jobs. The drug studies, once I found out about
that shit: the money was, like, too good. I remember doing one“where
you had to stay in for five days straight and when you were done
they gave you $800; it was like hitting the lottery.
LG: So you finally decided to ask how to learn, or how did that
go down?
[ started working in a tattoo shop on South Street. The tattooist I
worked for left; I had been getting a lot of work from him at that
point, so when he left that's when I kinda knew I would have a win-
dow of opportunity to get in there. Even that took a year of hanging
around and doing shit work, helping open up the shops or whatever.
That was just to be considered. From then it was another couple years
before I really got my start. But it was good, I had a pretty formal
apprenticeship. Most people, even the ones who've learned in the
past 10 years or so, really didn't learn like that.
LG: Explain that to me, cause I'm not sure what you mean by
that.
Just a real structured way of learning. They show you the basics from
the ground up. I spent a year or two of my apprenticeship just learn-
ing about making needles and about machines before I even touched
anybody. I had to learn all that stuff first. The guy who taught me
was a real stickler about keeping up quality, which was good. So he
was real tentative about letting me start and he really broke my balls,
nothing was ever good enough. At the time I was like, "What the
fuck?' but looking back on it now, it was a good way to learn. [to
Larryl You were talking about how there were literally a third of the
shops..
LK: If that.
...s0 the amount of business was incredible, which was good; it was
kinda baptism by fire. The first six months I tattooed, all I was
allowed to do was little Japanese symbols, or names, and it had to be
on an arm or a leg. That was it. But it was good.
LG: I guess on South Street there was a lot of demand for that?
There was plenty of it. And this is before all the kinda ghetto shops
opened up; there was nothing like that around. I tattooed a few of my
friends, but as far as a regular walk-in customer, that was it. It was
crazy busy. The first six weeks I tried to count how many tattoos I did,
and it was over 300—in a month and a half.
LG: Wow. Do you hate South Street?
[ never hung out there, ever. I always hated it. It was good to work
there because it was always busy. Plus I was in the tattoo shop, I was-
n't hanging out on South Street. But yeah, Saturday night, getting out
of the shop at one o'clock in the morning; it was crazy down there. I
hate to sound like I'm reminiscing like some old-timer or something
because this isn't that long ago, but the tattoo scene's changed a lot
since then. My friend Don and I used to work down there and it was
super busy. You could have tattooed there 24 hours a day if you want-
ed to. There were people lined up outside waiting for you when you
got there and people banging on the door at three in the morning
still trying to get in.
LG: When were you allowed to tattoo other body parts?
What happened was, we had another shop on Arch Street where I
used to work too. After I started working a little bit more,
- that's where I ended up spending more of
my time. So I'd be in the shop by myself,
running it anyway, and it just got to the
point where I wasn't gonna tell some guy,
‘come back later," when I was sitting there.
LG: And that ended up being OK.
- Yeah. I knew my limitations, I still
" wasn't taking on anything I shouldn'’t
have.
* LK: You did Iverson’s neck,
‘right?
No, I did his arm. He got that [tat-
too on his neckl] the same night.
It was pretty funny. I didn't do
E his neck because I had an
. appointment; I kicked him \
out of my chair.
* LG: Was he a good tip-—
per?
He tipped me $50, plus he
. brought like 15 of his boys in
to get tattooed with him. He
" came the first time when
they were in the playoffs—I don't really




watch
sports so I
didn't even
know who he
was. He tried
to cut in line
and we were like,
‘No, it's first
come, first served.’
One of the other guys
in the shop figured out
who he was, but he came back later. He
didn't get tattooed that day, because they
were still playing; I think he had a game the
next day. But he got like a half dozen of his
boys tattooed that night. Then they lost the
next day, so they were out of the playoffs,
and that's when he came in and got tat-
tooed. He had a grim reaper on his forearm,
I did a big black panther over it. It looks
good, but it's a black panther covering up a
grim reaper, so... it looks better than what
was there.

LG: Have you tattooed any other famous
people? Or infamous.

I had no idea how famous Iverson was until
I saw that big mural of him on Delaware
Avenue. [A sneaker ad that was painted on
one entire wall of a five story building.—
eds.] I tattooed Mark McGrath from Sugar

Yeah. I said, "Why don"
you get a portrait of
yourself? I'll take a pic-
ture of you right now,
come back tomorrow
and I'll do it." So that's
what we did. It was
pretty funny actually.
He was drinking out of
this Super Big Gulp cug
with who knows what
in it. He had some
fractured ribs or some-
thing so he might have
been taking pills too or
whatever.

LG: So that’s not
schtick; he really
was all sloppy and
drunk.

Yep. And he's bitching,
‘this is killing me...'
and I'm thinking 'How
the fuck can you even
feel it?' He was a nice
guy too, he called me
up like a week after I
did the tattoo and
asked for my last
name, and I'm like,

Ray. Actually I've got some Candies ads he's in where you can see
them. I tattooed the DJ from the band first, then the next time they
came around McGrath came in. He was a nice guy. I tattooed the
Sandman too.

LK: He's got my all-time favorite wrestling tattoo, that por—
trait of himself under his arm.

I did that.

LG: [laughter] No way! Seriously, Steve - Larry talks about
that tattoo all the time; that's so funny.

He came in with one of his T-shirts at first, which had kind of a
crappy drawing on it, and that's what he wanted. His whole deal

was, 'After I win a match, I want to be able to lift up my arm and... "

LG: He explained his whole thing to you? [laughterl
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‘"Why?' And he says, 'Cause I'm gonna send you something.' So he
mailed me a check for $100 as a tip, which I thought was pretty cool.
LG: You don’t have a tattoo name, you just use your own name.
Yeah. I was working in a shop for a while and there was another
Steve, so I was Steve T. and it stuck. I'd rather just use my full name,
but enough people know me by Steve T.

LG: Nobody ever said to you, ‘You've gotta pick a tattoo name.’
No, some people are into that; that's not my thing.

LK: Well it's like a punk rock name. Some people don’'t want to
use their real names when they're in a band.

We used fake names in the band all the time, but that was more for
comedic relief. There was a lot more to be ashamed of there.

LG: [laughter] That's not true. So you started tattooing, is that




LG: I noticed.
Don’t you have
to be to a certain
extent?

A little bit; just in
the shop. I didn't
start selling the paint-
ings until a year or
two ago as well.

LG: How did that come
around; did you just start
doing the paintings for your own enjoyment?
I was just doing them to—I was working with Adam
Shields at Kadillac, he influenced me. I saw what he
was doing and picked it up.

LK: Now you're selling all your stuff out. I
remember when you came back from
Germany you told us you sold all the paint-
ings you'd brought with you. Was that the
first time you'd tried selling them?

That wasn't the first time I tried selling, but it was
definitely one of the best responses I got. I had
eight things with me—which I was hoping to sell
because I didn't feel like packing that shit back up
again—but I did two different conventions over
there and sold them all at the first one. That's usu-
ally where I sell most of the stuff, tattoo conven-
tions. That's how I got started doing it too. There
were some tattoo conventions going on in Philly at
the time, and there was usually some type of art
show to correspond with that.

LG: Have you ever done any other exhibiting?

when you started doing the
paintings separately.

Well, part of my apprentice-
ship was I had to do a certain
amount of sheets of flash.
When I first started doing
them, I did them in colored
pencil, which is what a lot of
people were doing then. I real-
ly got into painting more 11
the last five years or so. Cause
I just like the way that looks,
as far as flash goes.

1LG: So when you draw
flash, is that for the shop?
I try to sell it. A lot of times 161
trade it for a set somebody else
has. A lot of the stuff I do,
there's not really sellers on
there. Nine times out of ten, in
the tattoo shop, there's maybe
a dozen sheets everybody's
picking stuff off of. So you like
to have stuff around that you
just like to look at anyway.
People pick it because it's
what's available to them too.
LG: So you started selling
the flagh before the paint-
ings?

The stuff I did in apprentice-
ship I wasn't really selling,

that more of a training. Actually, two years ago was the first time I Yeah, it's still related to tattoo shops though. I just had a couple

put together a set and tried to sell it. things in a show down in North Carolina.

LG: That's fairly recently. LG: So you don’t paint anything else. No still lifes or land-

I mean, I did it before, but that was just to have up at the shop and to scapes or anything.

practice. I was trying to make my sheets a little unique too. Where No. This is what I do. I like these kind of images, that's what I was
somebody might want to buy it just because they like the look of it. always into when I was a kid. [ was way into the Ed Roth stuff and
LG: We certainly had no idea you were painting. The idea for Rat Fink from the get-go. Even when I was super young, when I used
this whole interview came to light because Cosmo called us to skateboard constantly, I was into all the old skateboard graphics,
one day and said, 'You should put Steve T. in the magazine, the Dogtown stuff. Which is still that real emblematic, this is what it
Steve’'s a painter.” And I'm like, ‘Steve’s a painter?’ is... I dig that.

I'm not big on the self-promotion. LK: How much of your time do you spend painting?
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That's pretty much what I do at the shop between tattoos
or if not—there's a lot to do at the shop; making needles,
doing drawings for tattoos or whatever, but when I've got
downtime that's pretty much what I do.

LK: Have you done anything on a larger scale?

Yeah, I've done a couple. The reaper one is probably 18 X
24: the two reaper ones are probably both that size. A lot
of times I'm doing stuff specifically to sell at a tattoo con-
vention, and I've gotta pack it with me, so that's why I like
to keep them 8 x 10 or 11 x 14.

LG: That makes a lot of sense. Maybe in the future
you’ll do larger stuff.

Definitely.
1LG: It seems like that style of artwork has become

more respected as art recently, where before it was,
‘No, tattoos are not art; tattoos are tattoos, art is art.’
I don't know.

LG: You're not concerned with that shit.

No. I just like what I like. It sorta bums me out sometimes
that everybody has tattoos now. It used to be more of a dif-
ferent thing. You were more of an outsider. Now they're
just something that people have.

LG: Right. Brittany Spears has a wee little butterfly
tattoo on her butt because she thought it would be
cool and edgy.

Yeah. Especially when I was a kid, too; if you saw some-
body with a shitload of tattoos, you were like, "Whoa!"

LK: It’s better than people having horn implants in
their forehead.

I hate that shit. I think it's retarded.

Steve Tiberi can be contacted at Olde City Tattoo: 215-627-6271
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The late autumn breeze car-
ried the bonfire smoke up the
hill to where they lay in the back
of the truck. It poked its head in
through the holes in the camper top and tickled their bare flesh as it froze the
sweat they'd been working up for the past hour. Every now and then they could
catch a glimpse of that big ol” man Moon as he drifted among the clouds in the
midnight sky, grinning down at them like he knew what they’d been up to.
Them damned ol’ bumpy pickup beds ain’t meant for sleeping or any other
kind of nighttime recreation but they'd thrown some cardboard down, covered
it with an old blanket and made do in grand fashion. The half-drunk longhair
sucked the last splug of Old Granddad out of the bottle while the red headed
hell-vixen concentrated on rollin’ up a big ol hogleg. He thought her skin
looked a strange translucent blue there in the deceptive shadows of the night.
“Modest” didn’t seem to be in her vocabulary and she seemed to take great
delight in sitting there naked as the day she was born. He was busy thanking
God that they’d walked on up the ridge away from the loudness of the party
and “borrowed” the back of somebody’s parked pickup truck for an hour or
two.

“Look at all these fine red hairs,” she said as she tossed the baggie
to him.

She dropped her eyes down to her lap, then back up to him and
grinned like a shit-eating possum. “I was talking about the grass, you know”
she said and tossed a mischievous wink his way.

He laughed and sat there thinking something stupid like if he could
get this gal to hang around for a little while they could throw some clothes in
the back of the Camaro, take off together and not do anything but fuck, get
high, listen to Skynyrd and fuck some more. You know, the kind of backwoods
wet dreams completely devoid of reality, yet urgently inspired and tattooed
into the brain by hot, sticky, Saturday night bouts of clandestine rutting. Just
bad redneck fantasies that begin to sound suspiciously like retarded Steve
Miller Band lyrics once you’re able analyze ‘em a bit closer, usually sometime
after your object of desire has flipped you the bird and hot hoofed it on over to
some other asshole’s bed.

He’d been in L-O-V-E since he'd seen her a few weeks earlier at a
party some of the guys he’d graduated with were having to celebrate nothing
in particular. He walked up to the bath tub/beer storage unit just in time to
catch this red-headed brick shithouse pulling a bottle out and uncapping the
fucker with her teeth. She spit the bottle cap in the floor, turned the son-of-a-
bitch up, downed it in one smooth motion and left his heart laying there on the
dirty bathroom floor. Now here it was, two weeks later, and they were bare-
assed in the moonlight after this lusty, busty, and foul-mouthed Georgia wild-
flower had taken him down roads he had no clue existed. The Lord does work
in mysterious ways.

She lit up the reefer and the smell mixed nicely with that after-sex
scent that seems to kinda hang in the air just enough to keep one’s hormones
running full-tilg boogie. She crawled back over beside him and took a long hit
and held it in. After she let loose of the smoke, she placed the joint between
his lips and moved her hand down past his Mason-Dixon line.

“I reckon with all this special treatment you’ve been getting, I better
be getting something good for my birthday next week,” she said as she slid her
leg across his.

“Your birthday’s next week?”” he muttered, by this time only half-
way paying attention to her words.

“Yup. I’ll'be 14...”

Jailbait. Oh the connotations that word brings to mind. That widely,
dabbled-in pastime that nobody talks about, "
outside of Aerosmith and
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TALES FROM THE TRAILER

by Alan “the Goddam” King

Motorhead songs. We’ve all met them girls that are 35 and compressed into a
body half that age... a lot of ‘em even younger than that. Backwoods lolitas,
you might say. You know, the ones that always turn up in places they ain’t got
no business; juke joints, honky-tonks, most any place with free-flowing alco-
hol. The 16-year olds who look 22 (and know it) yet ain’t interested in a fella
unless he’s at least in the 20-year old ball park; just old enough to get into
some serious trouble and bring a little excitement to the table in the process.
Girls, who at a still tender age, realize the power of pussy and the stupidity of
men once they’ve had a little of that stuff rubbed on ‘em in the right way. I'm
talking about the girls that know what they’re doing and revel in it; they’ve
usually got cheap tequila kisses and a wild-streak two and a half miles wide.
They always seem to be older than what they are and would rather be dipped
in a vat of fresh pig shit than offer up any evidence to the contrary. Hell, some
of ‘em just down right lie about it... until they feel the time is right to let one
know otherwise...

The following is a true story. Only the names have been changed to
protect the guilty and the ignorant.

He’d been seeing her for over a month now; met her at a high
school football game. In a pissant town like the one he’d grown up in, that’s all
there was to do on Friday nights - get high and go watch the local boys get the
shit kicked out of ‘em by whatever team was passing through that night. He’d
even got the shit kicked out of his own damn self a time or two out there on
that very gridiron back about five years ago, before graduation had dumped
his ass out into the everyday world.

At halftime he’d headed back out to the parking lot to meet up with
his buddy Dwight; maybe they’d roll one up and sit out the second half in a
pleasant stupor or maybe they'd pool their money and make the 40-minute
drive out to the Red Rooster where a dozen sub-pretty girls, and a few flat-out
ugly ones, took it all off for anybody with a dollar bill in hand.

“Hey cowboy,” somebody says from the darkness.

He turns to the right and scans the row of cars. He sees the red eye
of a burning cigarette and as he walks toward the butt’s glow he starts to make
out a female form perched not unlike a bird of prey on the back of an old
Dodge Charger. He can’t help but notice the high-cut shorts and the low cut
top and everything that they’re losing the battle to contain within ‘em.

“You here with that dim-wit Dwight?” she drawls, her words like
molasses.

“Yep. Why you ask?”

“He’s done hauled ass outta here with my girlfriend. He told me to
keep an eye out for a fucker with a bad panther tattoo on his forearm and a
beat-up cowboy hat. I reckon that’d be you. He said they’d be back by 11 if
you wanted to wait.”

“Ain’t never see you around before. You didn’t go to the high
school. New in town?”

“Yeah, something like that,” she said with a smile.

The conversation continued well into the late third quarter. One
thing led to another and the next thing he knew they were roarin’ down some
old two lane blacktop with an open bottle and the windows down. Maybe
“Flirtin’ With Disaster” was on the radio. God knows it shoulda been.

The night of the football game was the first of dozens of trysts
between the two. He’d go pick her up when he got off work and off they’d go.
She’d meet him at the mailbox down by the end of the gravel driveway. They'd
spend a few hours rollin’ around in the hay and then he’d drop her off.
Sometimes on the weekend they’d take in
an early movie, if she could spare
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the time, but mostly they'd just fuck.

He was as hooked as any man ever
has been but he still couldn’t figure this girl
out. She was moody as all get out. They'd
give it hell all afternoon and then she’d look
up at the clock and start yankin® on her
clothes and hollerin’ for him to get her ass
home. She had shit to do. This, that and the

other, always a commotion; leaving him at
home to lick his wounds like a hurt puppy.
He'd inevitably get around to thinking she had
another man—after all, he didn’t know that
much about her. She was a downright
mystery when you stopped long enough to
think about. Then she’d call him up about
10:30 and start apologizing. Telling him
how much she loved him and how
great the afternoon had been; how
good he was and what a big dick
he had and wouldn’t he like to
put such a fine tool to use
Thursday afternoon, on and
on and on. By the time
he’d get off the phone,
he’d be ready to slap a
ring on her finger and
tote her off forever.

One after-
noon as they’re rolling
around on the bed, rootin’
and pawin’ and gruntin’, he reaches
over to the rickety bedside table to
grab the box of rubbers but she
intercepts his band before it can
reach its target.

“Huh-uh,” she moans
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between kisses.

“You don’t think we need to?” he asks.

“Huh-uh. PLEASE let’s just do it, NOW!” she says again as she
grinds her bare pelvis against his and grabs his ass with her clawing hands.

When the crucial moment arrives he tells her he’s about to and
makes the move to pull out. She locks her legs around him and pulls him in
tight, looking him directly in the eye and shaking her head slowly side to side
as he rides out the climax inside her.

“Goddamn! That was incredible,” he gasped.

“Yeah it was. And I hope you knocked me up good with that one.
That’ll teach that damn old hag a thing or two. You knock me up and she won’t
have a goddamn choice. She’ll have to let you marry me. Then I can finally
get the hell outta her house and not have her telling me what to do all the
fuckin’ time.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,”
the hell are you talking about?”

“Me and you. We have a baby and Mama’s gotta let me marry you
and move out the house. I’'m sick of her telling me what I can and can’t do.
That woman’s a real grade-A bitch.”

“What do you mean ‘telling you what you can and can’t do’? Tell
her to fuck off.” He says it with a tone of voice that is full of blind hope,
‘cause it’s slowly dawning on him what’s coming next. It’s just like rolling out
of one of them Wild Turkey blackouts and piecing together the all bad shit you
did on last night’s bender.

“Hell, I'm only 15,” she says as she looks at him with big doe eyes
and a hokey I’'m-just-an-innocent-little-ol’-thang look plastered all over her
face.

he stammered, trying to take it all in. “What

My uncle was well into his 20s when he married a 16-year old. At
least he made it legal, I guess. I can remember her loafing around their old
shotgun shack in her low-cut fake leather pants and a ratty, ancient KISS t-
shirt; barefooted and braless, smoking cheap cigarettes by the carton full. I
was just a squirt back then but even I could pick up on the vibes she sent out.
She was bad Georgia trailer trash with a raging case of hot pants. She had that
lethal combination of an angel’s smile and the devil’s eyes and I’m sure she
went on to wreck many other men after she shag-assed on my uncle a few
years into their holy union.

Some guys are ignorant, some pretend to be. Some get so caught up
in one of these jailbait affairs and fall so fucking hard that when the truth
comes out they just don’t give a damn any more. Some just don’t give a damn
to begin with. Let’s pull out the big names: Jerry Lee Lewis; Elvis Presley;
Gregg Allman. Jerry Lee damn near ended his career by marrying a 13-year
old (yeah, yeah, she was his cousin, too—whatever) but ol’ Elvis was getting’
the sweet squeezins offa an under-aged ‘Cilla and everybody still canonized
that ‘bait chasing Memphis SOB. Hunka hunka burnin’ love indeed. Gregg
Allman and Savannah, anyone? There’s a relationship that I’'m sure was so
twisted, even I don’t wanna delve into them waters.

I ain’t trying to glorify any of this, mind you. All I’'m saying is: men
are dumb and that jailbait is conniving. So fellas, next time you’re out and you
got some sweet-lookin’ thing comin’ onto you like you was the second coming
of manhood in all its righteous glory and you start putting the cart before the
horse and getting all tore up inside... ask for some goddamn ID. You’ve been
warned.

This month’s playlist: Antiseen/Limecell 7, Antiseen/Hookers 77, Cocknoose
— Badmen, Butchers reissue CD, lots of Led Zep bootlegs, Johnny Cash —
Live At Madison Square Garden CD, Brothers Of Conquest CD, Rolling
Stones — Abkco CD reissues, Bruce Springsteen — The Rising CD (yeah, I
know, why don’t you go call the “cool” police on me).

That’s all “til next time.

Alan “The Goddam”™
PO BOX 9042

East Ridge, TN 37412
TheGDKing@aol.com
www.hellstomper.8m.com

King
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¥ 3 - :j:.;)) Here is a Forgotten Truth Of
. " Professional Wrestling: the most
o important thing is The Work. In the
> . gl carny-based parlance of wrestling,
- - L =8 L “the work” is the aspect of the craft
- - N o ;
> . ~ g that is artifice; that is to say, the
= § ; part that is an illusion, a con, a fal-
- - " sity, that the audience believes is
- - real but is actually manipulated for

their maximum enjoyment AND
cash extraction. It’s application can range from the small (a “worked”
punch) to the big (the art of getting a crowd emotionally involved in a
match through story-telling and psychology by “working” them) to the
really big (the booking of matches, cards and events to maintain viewer
loyalty) to the huge (fudging Nielsen ratings and PPV buy-rates to “work
the sponsors”). Don't forget that in the surprisingly subtle lingo of
‘rassling, the same word can have several different shades of meaning, if
not separate definitions altogether. We wouldn’t want the boys to have to
remember too much now, would we? The Work in all it’s forms is what
separates the “worker” (wrestler, referee, promoter, one who works and
gets paid) from the “mark” (who may believe, but always pays). It’s not
necessarily an adversarial relationship; it’s quite symbiotic. You see, the
marks are entertained by the skill of the workers and hand over the cash,
but in addition the workers must present a product that allows the view-
ers to willingly suspend their disbelief and thus become emotionally
involved. (A one-time work for the short take would be a con, no?)
Obviously, only the most pedantic of consumers in any medium want
“realistic” entertainment, but the internal rules of the wrestling language
must be adhered to by the performers. The audience will then learn them
and willingly become involved in the show (hopefully). I see a successful
promotion using believability (again, within a wrestling context), innova-
tion, and tradition to create worthwhile engaging shows. In other words,
you can shock them but you can’t disappoint them (as per R. Barthes).
You can leave them wanting more, but you can’t leave a sour taste. This
is a fine, fine line—this is the world of the wrestling booker, and it has
destroyed men.

That opening sentence was inspired by my pal CeeDee, who
knows his stuff. The Work is what is missing from today’s product. Sure,
the moves have gotten bigger, the post-production is award show worthy,
and the entrances fancier, but the marks don’t, um, mark out for it.
They've been gpoiled and spoon fed. The promoters have had to do every
new thing larger (as opposed to making it seem larger each time) and
have painted themselves into a corner. They have even revealed many of
the secrets and broken kay fabe—which is, in this context, the whole cul-
ture of The Work—by letting you see behind the locker room door, so to
speak, all to try to get you to watch (and buy). The roles have been
reversed. Instead of the worker calling the shots, the marks are in charge.
From the panicked look on a green wrestler’s face at an indy show as he
hears a “Booo-ooor-ring!” chant from some rube, to the hot-shot booking
that comes after a cable ratings dip, it's the same stanky flopsweat. No
one knows their place anymore. The fans leave because the promoters
don’t know which way to go, and vice versa.

b So, sure, kay fabe is dead. Everyone knows that wrestling is
fixed. Hey chucklehead, everyone has always known. That doesn’t mean
that you have to talk about it. To say that wrestling isn’t “real” is like

Sflﬂ'ing that a play isn’t a real story, or that soccer isn’t a real sport, or
t

true in some sense but that’s not, nor ever was, the point. However, when

you as a fan used to buy that ringside seat or tune in that UHF station,
l].lm‘u was a contract: if you guys pretend that it’s real, I will, too. If the
workers can present an appealing enough product, the marks will gladly

1at the last Star Wars franchise wasn’t scientifically accurate—it may be '

Dy the Reverend Axl Future
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I'M OLD AND BROKEN SO DON'T
EXPECT ME TO CHEER YOU UP;

GO WATCH SOME OLD MID-SOUTH
| OR MSG TAPES OR SOMETHING...

give up that suspension of disbelief—a win/win situation. No 20-minute
insider speeches opening the show, no having to read the Internet to know
what’s going on, no cheap heat from sub-softcore porn, no shoot or worked
shoot angles, no wink wink nudge nudge “we’re all above this now aren’t
we?” escapes into irony, camp or blasé coolness from the wrestlers and pro-
moters. Thusly, they received the loyalty, adulation, appreciation and even
respect of the crowd. The masses can’t be pandered or condescended to (or
rather, not more than they like to be), nor ripped off or looked down upon,
but a separation between performer and consumer must be maintained.
“Show me the magic, Cassavetes,” Prospero said. He didn’t want it
explained to him. SEE how to take a bump! WATCH the mighty wrestlers
reveal their human side! LEARN of the backstage politics! GET BORED
as the magic is removed...

To blame the fans, or the business itself, or outsiders, is besides
the point. Technology and the world have advanced relentlessly, and who’s
to say how the old forms should evolve? Deal with it. As I have posited
before, I see many of the major changes (which I interpret as negative, but
that’s just me) within the pro wrestling industry due to the breakdown of
the master/apprentice relationship and the culture around it. Not that long
ago, if you wanted to become a wrestler, you had to do some legwork to
meet one. If he/they accepted you, you were in for YEARS of no/low pay,
beatings, long drives, drone work setting up the ring—and chances are
you'd quit before you were even smartened up. Training was designed to
drive out the weak or uncommitted, and to keep the inner circle closed, a
la the Marines or the Masons. You paid your dues, and stared up at the
lights every night until others thought that you were mentally and physi-
cally ready. You were broken down and remade in the image of those that
went before you. By then, you were ready. You knew your craft well
enough to start making it your own, if you wanted. You knew all aspects
of the business—not just ringwork but traveling, contracts, etiquette, con-
tacts, history...

The downside to this unwritten but institutionalized initiation
set-up, as with many master and apprentice relationships, was that
although it turned out skilled workers, it also did not have creativity or
innovation as a high priority. The analogy I always give is tattooing. Not
that long ago, tattooing, as an outsider art, was also hard to break into. If
someone recognized your persistence, you could expect to clean the shop
for a year before you were handed a disassembled tattoo gun to put back
together. You tattooed your legs before you got to do the coloring (but not
the outline) on some stock pieces upon drunken customers. Eventually,
maybe through tenure or the retirement of those above you, you got your
station. This harsh system, propagated by the reactionary culture of ex-
servicemen and bikers, provided an “artistic” outlet within those groups
and often created craftsmen of the highest caliber, and those with an
innate ability for the material (and business end) went far. However, it
stifled free expression and innovation in both the client and tattooist.
From the rebellion of the ‘60s, the DIY aesthetic of the ‘70s, and the new
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values and communication technol-
ogy of the ‘80s, emerged a new
beast, and the kids started inking
the way they wanted, on each
other. Old iconography, rules and
styles were replaced with modern
vérsions (or not at all) by these
pioneers and quickly became the
New Standards. Much of these
became trite and conformist in a
surprisingly short order them-
selves. (Celtic armbands, oy...) The
King is dead, long live the King.
Anchors become unicorns become
dragons become tribal become
stars. Certainly traditional
imagery can lose it’s power
through repetition and familiarity,
but older designs possess a resonance as well as a practical aspect that the
new often lacks. The popular return to classic “Sailor Jerry” style of pic-
tures and placement can be part of a post post-modern backlash, but those
designs work; they last, they have impact and you can tell what the heck
they are from more than ten feet away. It's been proven over the years.

) The freeing up of tattooing from the old shops made it a viable
form of expression for the intellectual and creative underground. In this
fashion it trickled down (up?) to the rest of society, and folks started mak-
ing money off of it—not necessarily the artists. However, as the popularity
died somewhat, the new economic model, borne of the
boom, could not sustain itself, and a retreat back to
street shops matched the re-evaluation of flash. It’s a
beautiful and empowering thing to see self-trained
tattooists working on their adventurous pals, but it’s
sad to see people wielding a mail order tattoo gun
who have never practiced on an orange (and it
shows), and 20-year-olds totally covered in, uh, tat-
toos that a 20-year-old would get. The old checks and
balances that prevented all but the most dedicated or
foolhardy from getting tattooed on the face or hands
are gone. It used to be that if someone was marked
s0 visibly you knew they were a tattooer themselves.
No more; I often see youths with neck tattoos who
are barely able to legally buy beer. With great free-
dom comes great responsibility, a famous Jew once
said, but throw youth and (the possibility of) money
into that equation and it’s a potential train wreck.

Wrestling? Oh yeah. It’s a beautiful and
empowering thing to see self-trained wrestlers per-
forming amazing moves to a young crowd, but it’s sad
to see near-crippled 31-year-old workers and unedu-
cated fly-by-night fans. The old guys may have been
slow, but they got the crowd into it AND wrestled
into their 60s. The fans of yesteryear were not dis-
tracted by Extreme Windsurfing or video games and
appreciated their wrestlers. No doubt that these mod-

Wrestling, which is supposed to
be larger than life, is reduced to
merely life-sized. Wrestlers are no
longer superhuman, so that elimi-
nates the wild men from Parts
Unknown, babyfaces getting that
extra burst of gumption from the
cheers of the fans, managers
throwing fire, masked men stay-
ing that way, moves that cripple
your opponent until the next
show and the rest of that
Olympian goodness. That’s not
insulting my intelligence—that’s
feeding my soul! I don’t want a
(worked) shoot interview with
Edge on how he broke into the
business; I wanna see Jimmy
Garvin and Precious working on the Von Erich farm again. Less cursing
and catch phrases and more bounties and foreign devils. You can have
your bra & panties matches, I want some double-tough ladies who only
occasionally (but effectively) resort to hair pulling. What’s Bischoff going
to say in 20 minutes that The Midnight Rider couldn’t say in one, and
with more style too? I don’t want to hear from a commissioner unless they
are handing down the decision of the NWA Board of Directors. I don’t care
who owns the company, just gimme a Brass Knucks Title. A cage match
without blood is like non-alcoholic beer: why bother? Obviously, I am not
your average fan, let alone a suitable target demo-
graphic, but I do know my stuff.

At any rate, wrestling is in a state of flux
right now, but isn’t it always? Some folks say the
business is cyclical and it’s due for an upswing. Some
people say it will change radically, and others talk
about it dying altogether. Resurgence of the territo-
ries and/or elimination from TV altogether, the spec-
ulation goes on. We've never been here before, so
shut up and enjoy the ride. Me, I'll support the local
feds as I see fit, maybe watch WWE when I'm not
working and perhaps even get another tag title run
in Milwaukee (The Saint & The Sinner, once more—
”l never tag with this man before, but we gonna do
it again.” - Andre The Giant). 'm a goddamn lifer,
so get out of my way.

Everything hurts but the mind still works,
you whippersnappers.
—RAF

PS. - CLAW HOLD! #3 is still in the testing phases,
but to tide over our dozens of readers (we love you
all), us all here at CH!HQ have hunkered down in
the glow of the cathode rays and produced CLAW
HOLD! #2.5, a special multimedia Video Review
Issue. This fancy-pants interim publication features a

ern young Turks of the mat were greatly responsible
(along with cable TV) for bringing in an audience that could identify with
them and creating wrestling’s last popularity craze. However, the new
model could not sustain itself. The local federations, which were the train-
ing grounds fo the green wrestlers (by the veterans who were reduced to
that level), as well as all but one “major league” promotion were driven
out of the marketplace. The situation after the implosion, as the cycle
came around naturally, was worse than before because it was impossible
to go back to the way it was. The need to fill hours of weekly TV, much
of it live, has caused seat-of-the-pants booking and the need for bigger per-
ceived thrills and actual dangers. The rapid climb has destroyed the old
ways. 5

In the case of wrestling,
I will expand upon one point. As
with many other aspects of mod-
ern culture, we reject our heroes
and humble them out of spite.
The modern “idol” (of the tempo-
rary kind) is someone a lot like
us, somebody we can relate to.
Allah forbid anybody is “better”
than us, in our celebration of
equality and “realism” - nay, aver-
ageness and mediocrity, a morass
of Jerry Springer, Jackass, Behind
The Music and Real Life.
Celel)r'ities must represent us, or
failing that, be more flawed.
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two-hour high quality compilation video cassette for
your viewing pleasure, packaged in an attractive water-resistant casing,
and an accompanying commentary book. Astound your friends by quoting
our pithy and biting comments to each match and take credit for our wis-
dom, or be generous and host your own sexy TV party and read aloud to
the delight of all. You can even view n’ read solo! The bouts shown within
are some of the favorites of the editors (as well as some other tasty
morsels), and include the Good, the Bad, and the Ugly of the Mighty
World of the Squared Circle. This latest edition truly “cranks the psy-
chotronic knob to eleven” (Qvimby’s miniMagalog #2) and is even more
“frighteningly enthusiastic” (Shock Cinema #17)! Whatever. It's $15
postage paid in the US, concealed
cash, money order (made out to R.
Malce) or Pay Pal
(clawhold@ripco.com) please. Taste
the vintage good stuff, and if you
have not been experienced, inquire
about acquiring CLAW HOLD!s #1
& #2. They all make great holiday
presents, so dive in, my children.

RAF Ent.

1658 N. Milwaukee Ave, #277
Chicago, IL 60647
clawhold@ripco.com

25



"Photography is the outlet I
use for my artistic
expression. It is a means
for me to express my
appreciation for the beauty
of woman in a timeless
portrait.

In my imagery I try to

i bring outa woman’s inner
Every so often we get an e-mail from an

artist inviting us to go and look at their
site. I look at all of them but sometimes
later, when it comes time to ask the
inevitable question “Who’s getting the color
pages in this issue?” I often can never
remember any of the artwork I looked at
on the web in between issues. This did not
happen after I took Danielle up on her
electronic offer to visit her site and check
out her stuff—obviously, because as you the
astute reader has already noticed, she has
one of the color sigs in this issue. Her pin-

sensuality as well as outer
beauty. I want to reflect her
true character.”
-Danielle

photo of Danielle (at left) by Octavio Arizala
(www.winkytiki.com)
Hair, Make-up & Wardrobe by Bernie Dexter.

up photography (a genre C14 clear-
ly enjoys) is great but what stood
out the most to me was the “spe-
cial edition photo sets”; basically
series of photos inspired by
movies, like the guaranteed-to-
make-Glenn-Danzig-horny Crimson
Ghost- inspired “The Atomic
Maniac” or the Russ Meyer-esque
“Danger Girls” (a nod to Faster
Pussycat, Kill, Kill! featuring
Mistress Persephone and Amrah
Fatale.) They probably stood out
prominently in my mind because I
also have an interest in old movies
and I love dime novel covers
(another way she cleverly meshes
her knack for photography and
graphic design) and draw from
that imagery a lot
myself in my own
design; but on the
other hand, I've
also been married
for seven years to
a man who’s
favorite movie of
all time is Faster
Pussycat, Kill, Kill!
so maybe Larry
has trained me to
remember seeing
anything related
to it so I can tell
him about them
later. Nonetheless,
this is what led
up to this feature.
A few months
after I first visit-
ed Danielle’s site
this interview was
conducted via
email; interested
parties can learn
more about her
and view more of
her artwork just
like I did by look-
ing her up on-line
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at www.whiterabbitstudios.com
—Leslie

I read on your site that you decid-
ed to take up photography in 1998.
Without making any assumptions
about your age, let’s say that you
were at least of voting age in 1998 -
what prompted you to start making
art at that point in your life?

Actually, I've always been artistic in
one way or another. But it was in 1998
that I discovered I had a talent behind
the camera. At the time, my husband
had just hooked me up with Photoshop.
Using myself as the subject, I began to
play around with creating digital illus-
trations.
Eventually, I decid-
ed I wanted to start
taking it more seri-
ously so I decided
to look for models.
I began asking my
friends to come
over and pose for
me while I experi-
mented and
improved my skills.
After several photo
shoots, people start-
ed telling me they
really liked the
way my photos
were turning out,
even before I
turned them into
digital art. So
that’s when I decid-
ed to pursue
straight photogra-
phy as well.

Were you
involved in other
creative mediums
prior to that?




I was. When I was a lot
younger, I was very good at
sketching. Mostly animals
though. I've never really
been any good at drawing
people.

Did you start with the
specific intention to focus
on photographing women?

Yes. Women are the most
intriguing subjects to me. As
a child, I can remember
sneaking into my father’s

Playboy collection and being
fascinated by how beautiful
the women were who graced
the pages. I've never really
thought about photographing
any other subject.

What first sparks an idea
for one of your shoots? A
location? A model?

All of the above. I'm inspired by a
lot of different things... like maybe
a movie I just watched or an outfit
I saw in a magazine. Little things
throughout day to day life often
inspire shoot ideas.

Is there anything specific you
look for in a model?

1 really just enjoy working with
cool people. Personality goes a long
way with me. To be honest, a model
can look like a goddess, but if
there’s no personality behind the
pretty face, I probably won't work
with her again if at all. And I also
really like women who are as excit-
ed about working with me as I am
with them.

The one thing I noticed about the
women who model for you, aside from
the fact that they’re all so beautiful, is
that they each have kind of a “retro”
and “modern” look at the same time; and
50 do many of your photographs. There
are certain ones that have a completely
vintage look but then the model has tat-
toos, which is more typically modern.
(Not that there weren’t any women with
tattoos in the ‘50s but certainly when
you look back at pin-up photos from
that era, it’s not something you would
normally see.) What do you like about
that juxtaposition?

I like the reaction it causes. Juxtaposing
something retro with modern seems to throw
people off a little and make them look again.
Ilike to take the viewer back into the past

without letting them forget what decade
we're in.

I'm a huge Bunny Yeager fan. Are there
certain pin-up photographers or models
from the past you're particularly fond of?

There are quite a few and Bunny Yeager is
one of them. She seemed to find the beauty
in her models and project that so effortlessly
onto film. There’s also Bernard of Hollywood
and George Hurrell, as well as some pin-up

N

artists who paint such as Gil
Elvgren. As for models, I am
forever in awe of the glam-
orous styles of old
Hollywood. Movies stars like
Veronica Lake and Marilyn
Monroe reflected a class of
beauty unto itself.

Do you search out vintage
photos for inspiration?

I have a few books here and
there, but my favorite source
of inspiration with respect to
retro comes from old girlie
magazines like Titter,
Beauty Parade, Eyeful, etc.

You’re also a graphic
designer - I'm a graphic
designer too and based on
that I feel qualified to say
you are really good! Did
you start working with
graphic design around the same
time you started taking pic-
tures?

Awww, thank you! In the begin-
ning I was focusing on more “digi-
tal paintings” — illustrative images
using computer enhancements. So
the graphic design seemed to come
naturally and I began to get
inspired by old pulp covers. This
gave me yet another way to com-
bine both my computer and photo-
graph skills.

Not that anyone else besides me
will really want to know this
but I know I would ask if this
were a phone interview, do you
use a Mac? (And do you love
Photoshop?)

I've always worked with a PC, and yes, I
love Photoshop.

Are you also a big film fan? The movie
inspired photo sets that you have on the
site are fantastic, and they’re very spot
on with their look and feel - so I was
wondering if that’s a merging of two of
your interests.

Absolutely. I've spent many a weekend
locked away in my apartment watching the
Turner Classic Movie channel. I especially
love black and white films and the lighting
on the old movie sets. It's so much fun to
pay tribute to these classics by creating my
own interpretation and add to them a play-
ful, modernized twist.

I also really like the book covers you

do, those old pulp novels feature some
amazing art, is there anything specific
that attracts you to that period?

The women, of course! Those covers just
ooze sex without it being directly “in your
face” so to speak. They leave something to
the imagination and I find that to be very
visually stimulating and inspirational.

How do you put together one of those
shoots? Like Danger Girls; the Faster
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THE DAY IVY RED
RODE INTO TOWN =

STORY AND SCREENLAY BY
DANIELLE BEDICS

WHITE RABBIT STUBIO
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Pussycat, Kill, Kill! inspired one, for example? Obviously there’s a in town. I
lot that goes into it well before any pictures are actually taken. was already
scheduled to
Sometimes there is a lot of preparation but other times there isn’t: shoot another model, Amrah Fatale, that weekend, but as luck would
The Danger Girls shoot just sort of fell together by itself: My friend have it, the two knew each other: We decided to do something with the

Persephone, one of the models in that particular shoot, is a Tura Satana  two of them together. Amrah and I had already planned on using her
fan. At the time I was living in San Francisco, and she was going to be muscle car in the shoot, and it just so happened I knew of the perfect
location to fit the look and feel of what we were going for. Together, we |
collaborated to create what I've since labeled “Danger Girls”, T love it

f when things fall together so easily. Other shoots, like “The Crimson
I8

Ghost” required more planning, schedule co-ordination and costume LA
preparation: I consider myself lucky to have so many friends who have 1
allowed me access to their cars, costume creations, etc.
- " What is involved in creating a piece like Madam Domina or
Paper Doll? 4

Patience!' A digital illustration can take anywhere from 8 hours to 8
days or more. It is a combination of combining a photographic image of’
a model with PhotoShop technique: I also use a variety of textures that
I've photographed here and there such as a cracked sidewalk,; buildings,
tree roots, you name it. .

Your husband, Chad Michael Ward, is also a visual artist and |
photographer; I know you’ve modeled for him, as well as other
photographers, have the two of you collaborated on any. other
projeets?

25°¢
White
Paboif




= U3

Presenied by 1 03-2002

White Rabbit Studio

Mostly he just uses me in'his artwork. Our styles are very different but friends. Sinece I became a photographer, I've really learned a lot by
we both enjoy each other’s work. Chad and I are very supportive of each watching experienced women model for me. I don’t think it’s necessarily
other, If T have a photo shoot he is always willing to act as my assistant difficult to ¢change roles; however, I am most comfortable being the one
and vice versa. I don’t think T could be with someone who didn’t under- behind the camera rather than in front of it.
stand the need for creativity. It iis a strong part of the bond we share. Wh. e =

it

As a photographer do you find it difficult to switch to being a ra‘bbit

subject?

I don't really consider myself much of 'a model, but I do enjoy posing for
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“ASK THE IMPORTANT QUESTION”

ANTiSEEN Tour Diary: Furope 2002

[In part 1 we followed the Boys From Brutalsville on their Spring
‘02 Rock & Roll Adventure which took them all the way from
the Raliegh/Durham Airport to Munich, Germany with many
points, and points of interest, in between. We re-join our heroes
as they venture yet farther into unchartered territories...|

CAST: Jeffrey K. Clayton - Vocals, Whiskey, Blood
Mighty Joe Young - Guitar, Pot, Carrier of the Constitution
Sir Barry Hannibal - Drums, Drinker of Tea, English Nobleman
Big Doug Canipe - Bass, Drunkard, First Time Visitor to Europe
Stefan Walz - Road Manager, Driver, Superior German
Jeff Skipski - Smiling Merch Seller, Photographer, Negative
Force

MARCH i8th, SAARBRUKEN, GERMANY

This joint was called the Hellmut. It was damned small; a hallway, a bar,
a pool table, that's about it. Doug and Barry looked in amazement, but
Joe and | said “Wait until tomorrow, The Pits makes this place look like
a stadium!”’ We closed down the pool table for the night to have a place
to sell merchandise. The club had a lit up display of the McFarland KISS
figures that had us all laughing pretty hard. The opening band went on.
I don't remember their name but they were pretty good. The lead singer
was about our age and had apparently been knocking around about as
long. By the time their set was done the place was so packed you could-
n’t move. Our strategy for that was, find a place near the merch booth,
bring all the beer and drinks you need and sit there all fuckin’ night
rather than attempt to walk through the crowd. Our Italian pals the
Nerds and Carlo Scarey were in attendance; the show went well, kind
of laid back but fun. No punch outs or anything. We sold a lot of merch
and our old pal Marcus brought us some fanzine that featured the
chick from the Nerds album cover talking about all her sexual exploits.
Skipski confiscated that immediately! Before leaving the opening band
wanted to treat us all to a shot of Jagermeister. We gladly accepted. It
was a short walk to the hotel room, but a heel of a climb up the stairs
to the top floor where we were staying. No wonder most Germans are
skinny as hell! | propped the windows open and turned the steam radi-
ators up full blast to make the perfect temperature for drying my
sweat soaked clothes. I didn’t do any laundry this trip.

MARCH 19th, BELGIUM

Going to the world famous Pits is like a homecoming for us. Even
though we’ve only played there once before, a lot of the folks there are
the reason we have done so well in Europe over the years. People like
Kris Verreth, who ran Demolition Derby and Pittbull Records, and who
currently runs his own record store near by. And Bowey, who is not
only the greatest DJ in all of Europe (not a hip hop, scratch DJ mind
you) but also did numerous interviews and reviews of all our stuff
through the years, and is not only a fan but a pal. There are a lot of oth-
ers folks as well that would take too much space to name. We arrived
early. There were only a couple of folks in the bar getting ready for the
show. Let me try to explain this so you can understand what a differ-
ent kind of place this is. You walk in the front door that they leave
open to charge admission at and you are staring right at a urinal. Two
steps to the right and you're at the women’s bathroom. A toilet with a
door on it. One step to the left and you're in the bar room. The bar goes
all but about 6 feet down one edge of the wall. The stage I guess is 6 ft
by 10 ft. Thergis a space from the stage to the back wall about 30” x
10", They will cram 125 people in here tonight. Oh, and did I mention that
you sell the merch in the
bathroom? Now, we are the
type of band that won’t tol-
erate discomfort or hassle
for very long, but the Pits
experience is one | wouldn’t
trade for anything. Any of
you reading this that may
tour with your band, or
even if you're over there
and go to see a band, you
should really experience
this place at least once. We
played with the Damn
Luckies; great band.
Although to try to pull off

place is almost insane, we
pulled it of f OK. The Pits
staff fixed us a damned
great meal and we had to go
sweat it off, which we did
and then some. To get to the
stage you have to enter
from behind the bar, climb
over it and jump down onto
the stage. We got started
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having two bands in this \

and, for the first time ever, played “Broke

Down Blues” (which we’ve never played live

before) to start the set because it mentions the

Pits in the song. After that it was mayhem. The

temperature rose so high that the walls were

as soaked as were we after about the third song. The crowd would
surge forward and at one point some guy’s face went between Barry’s
snare and hi-hat. Barry looks down to see this guys startled face peer-
ing at him and it made him laugh like hell for a few songs. The drum kit
got knocked around quite a bit as | would get slammed back into it
every few minutes. I think Doug did too. And that’s no small feat! The
condensation was so great that Joe snapped the E string on both of his
guitars. The only spare was in the van. After a 20-minute break we
resumed the show, to no energy lost. The place jumped right back into
high gear until we played every song we had ready for this tour (and a
few we didn’t). Afterwards we hung out until the club cleared out a lit-
tle bit. We were going to one of the Pits people’s house to sleep, a fellow
nicknamed Sid. As we were leaving this girl who had written me from
Belgium showed up with a couple of well-packed bags thinking she was
going to be our roadie. Skipski and the others tried their best to keep
her away from me all night and I didn’t see her for any lengthy period
of time until we got in the van. She acted like she was gonna come
along too. Then Skipski with his greatest negative force powers
screamed something like “FUCK OFF” and slammed the van door in her
face. As she stomped off she made some comment about Germans that
made Stephan’s eyebrows raise, but on the bright side we didn’t have
an extra passenger. Everybody crashed out pretty early. Sid stayed up
with me and Doug and played Black Adder videos (in English) for us
until he and Doug had to crash. I thought it was funny that Sid seemed
amazed we could understand British English! | stayed up ‘til the wee
hours of the morning watching W.W.II Nazi documentaries in a language
I could not understand. I feel asleep watching TV on the couch... just like
at home. The next morning we meet at the bass player for the Damn
Luckies place, where he and his partner made us and our Italian buddies
a big breakfast. Barry got the thrill of running into the Italian’s room
and waking them all up. So, after more good-byes and farewell wishes,
we headed to the homeland of Sir Barry Hannibal (and most of us actu-
ally) merry old England!

MARCH 20th, LONDON, ENGLAND

We took a ferry from France to the White Cliffs of Dover. The ride was
boring. It was cold as all hell and raining. When we got there we were
pulled over at customs and they seemed hesitant to let us through. This
was after 9/11 so we understood, but we weren’'t Arab. Anyway, we got
through. Skipski took over the wheel as Stephan had reservations
about driving on the wrong side of the road. Hell, I had reservation rid-
ing on the wrong side of the road! We finally pull into London about 45
minutes before our scheduled time of arrival. The instructions on how
to get to the club were very vague. We called the promoter and were
given better directions. We drove around for a grand total of three
hours looking for the Underground and we could not find that son of a
bitch no matter what we did. We stopped in front of a theater where
some band called Reel Big Fish was playing. | have never heard of such
a thing but, judging from the line that was three people deep and going
all the way down the block, someone had. Stephan, Skipski and Sir
Barry got out and looked on foot, as we knew we were in the right
area. Stephan spotted a punk couple handing out flyers and asked
them where the club was. They offered to ride with us over there
because trying to explain it would have been too difficult. Like we did-
n't figure that one out already. Sure enough, about five minutes later,
there we
were in
front of
the club,
late as hell!
The light
woman,
Zoe, met us
at the side-
walk and
started
helping us
load in. We
were told
we missed
sound-
check.
After rid-
ing around
in the mad-
house that
is London
traffic all
we wanted
to do was
eat and get

by Jeff Clayton




drunk! The
club started
filling up
nicely. We did
an interview
with
Terrorizer
Magazine
and got to
meet a bunch
of folks in
person for
the first
time. Gabba
from Chaos
UK was one
of them.
There were
also quite a
few people
who came over from Portugal as well as some of Sir Barry’s family
and, from the USA, Doug Long of Brody’s Militia and his wife, who were
there on vacation. Ross “Ringside Violence” Ward and Tim Mclaughlin
from Ireland and his pal showed up. It was a small reunion of sorts, but
everything was so rushed when we finally did get there. We were told
the entire show had to be over by 11 PM to make way for the... you got
it... disco at midnight. Goddamn those discos. Stick ‘em straight up your
ass, club people! But in typical club fashion, no one told the opening
bands that so they each thrilled the audience to one hour sets—each. As
we were getting ready to go on, Mr. Clubman told us we had 40 min-
utes. Here is where | go on my opening band rant: BANDS, when you are
the opening band, that simply means you are there to get the audience
in the mood for live music. Momentum is supposed to build as the night
goes on. NO ONE drives half way across Europe to see the opening
band. I'm sorry if that sounds all high and mighty but goddamn! We, the
headliners, were just told we had 40 minutes!!! Who does looks bad
when we do our 40 minutes and walk off? Mr. Clubman? Mr. & Ms.
Disco patron? Hell no... WE look bad! We cut ten songs out of our fuckin’
set. The sound was fucking terrible. At that time I was just mad as hell
and stomped around, knocking over the mic stands and standing on
monitors and mics, just hoping something would break. A few things
did thankfully. The crowd was very energetic and appreciative. I wish
we could have given them the whole show. To end the set, Barry cere-
moniously knocked over his drum kit and all the drum mics and we
walked off, leaving Mr. Clubman with a very sad and hurt look at the
side of the stage. Skipski was selling merch as fast as he could. The club
folks were clearing people out to make way for the almighty disco. We
didn’t even get to talk with any of these people who had traveled so
far to see us. When it was all over and the hospital theme disco was
being set up, we talked to the few fans that did hang around outside
for awhile. The guys from the Dukes Of Nothing were out there; I really
hate that they didn’t get to play with us. At least they would have had
enough respect for us to
play their allotted time, and
they would have been GOOD
too. Oh well. Zoe, the light
woman, rode with us to her
bus stop so we could get out
of London with as little has-
sle as possible. Man could
she talk. We did appreciate
the help though. We passed
through Sir Barry’s old
neighborhood. Finding a
place to stay was very diffi-
cult. Around 2 AM we did.
Finally.

MARCH 2ist, NEWCAS-
TLE, ENGLAND

We pull into Newcastle, a
very modern looking city.
Very clean; the most
Americanized place we've
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been to so
far. We try
to find
Trillion’s, the
place we're
playing
tonight. It's
inside one of
those pedes-
trian malls
that you
can’t drive
through so it
was a bit dif-
ficult. Once
we did find
it, we
thought the
place looked ; ; :
way too nice _— — . R — =
for us to play in it. The PA was mounted into the ceiling and was spread
out all over the club. Looking at the posters we saw that The Tygers Of
Pan Tang were playing there. Hell, a bunch of old bands from the mid-
’80s were gonna play there. Someone told us the club didn’t really do
too well on advertising outside of it’s own walls (as we would find out
in a few hours). We took a walk around the city and for the first time
actually went to a music store. Skipski loaded up on the new Venom
reissues, | found The Stranglers Black & White album on CD. I liked not
paying import prices for it. That was a really great store. If | had more
cash on me to spend, I could have brought back enough Brit punk 7”s to
keep me busy on Ebay for six months! So... there was no opening band
tonight. (Good.) The crowd (or lack thereof) came in kinda late. Ross
and his boys traveled up to see us again, as did some fans from Ireland
and Scotland. We ended up playing to about 60 people. The show was
real laid back, but strangely enough, we ended up playing longer tonight
than any show on the entire tour. Merch sales were very good despite
the size of the crowd (or lack thereof). I got to do an interview with the
guys who run Random Damage zine. All of ‘em were wrestling fans,
which made it fun. The next day would be our first day off and every-
one asked what we would be doing. Well, what the hell else do you do in
England with a day off? You go to Stonehenge!

MARCH 22nd, THE ENGLISH COUNTRYSIDE

We head off to the calendar (or landing strip) built by our earliest
ancestors. | wish we had studied the map better, it took a hell of a long
time. We heard that this was the start of the spring equinox and that
tons of hippies would be up there. We had lovely visions of us arriving
just in time to see a bunch of bobbies whacking out of control “earth
people” upside their heads. We fantasized how we would rush to the
aid of our brothers and save the day. Then we’d all laugh at the beating
we delivered to those dirty hippies! HAHA! When we finally did arrive,
Joe decided to stay in the van and get high. We did the whole tourist
thang and got sucked into the Stonehenge gift shop, where we bought
useless trinkets and such. A trip well worth it in my eyes. I love going
there. | can’t really explain it, but I really do enjoy it. Maybe seeing a
place you only see on Discovery Channel specials in person is what does
it, I don’t know. We had to get the ferry boat to France to get back over
and head for tomorrow’s show in Holland. We were a bit late and had
to wait for the next ferry a few hours later, so we go into Dover for
some late night fish & chips. When we get back to the ferry it’s packed!
There are tons of little English school kids running around in school uni-
forms. | felt like an extra in a Harry Potter movie. As we sat there
among the noise some French guy came over and asked if we were
indeed who he thought we were. And yes, he thought we were
ANTISEEN. He videotaped our meeting as his friends would not believe
his luck on this fateful journey. When we landed, the next goal was to
find a place to stay. We got to Belgium and finally found a place at
about 2 AM. The price was almost double what we wanted to pay but
we were so tired we agreed to pay it. Joe was so pissed at us all for our
Stonehenge venture that he refused to room with any of us. At the
time | was mad as hell at him for being such an asshole about it but
later on it was kind of funny. Even later on than that I kind of saw his
point. And so it goes.

MARCH 23rd, HAARLEM, HOLLAND

Tonight we play with the Nerds and Holland’s Motor
Dykes. We parked in front of the hall. Joe and Doug decide
to go scan for hash bars, the rest of the guys went to do
laundry. I decided to stay in the van, read my Hank
Williams biography and take a nap. I didn’t need to do
laundry because | had my brother, who's a screen printer,
printed me up a ton of shirts that simply said FUCK YOU
on them that I could throw away as the smell got bad. It
also lightened the load in my duffel bag to make room for
more shit to bring home. Joe made it back and as we rest-
ed, the girl from the hall said we had only 30 minutes to
get in set up and do sound check. We pretty much got
everything inside, then the rest of the boys showed up
and we did our lightning fast sound check. This was the
best sound, hands down, the whole tour. This all-female
staff knew their shit for sure, and they were fun to joke
around with, as they would appease us by agreeing with
our sexist jokes and laughing at all our silly remarks. |
guess all women know how to do that. We indulged in the
drink that results from the asking of the important ques-
tion. I didn’t catch the Motor Dykes but Joe said they

top: Jeff (L) and Sir Barry (R) at Stonehenge
left: (counter-clockwise from top) Jeff, Joe & Doug live, somewhere




were real good.
The Nerds were
on next. This
was our first
time seeing our
Italian pals on
stage in person.
They pack quite
a wallop! I was
asked to do
“Animals... Eat
‘Em” with them.
I got up to do it...
my, my! Their
youthful energy
sure produced a
fast version of
that song. It was
hard for me to keep up. Especially with my whole band flipping me off
the entire time. The place had a curtain that was pulled between bands.
We really like that. The bigger entrance we can make, the better is our
philosophy. I looked in the crowd and saw a bunch of the Pits people.
We did our set (a bit drunk), chalked up another fun show and got our
stuff out in time for the crowd that was coming in for... the disco!! I did
get a few words with Tony Slug from the band Love Slug |[and the
Nitwitz, among others—ed.], and more recently a writer for Hit List,
before we had to be on the road again. We stayed in a HUGE hotel; too
late to enjoy the bar downstairs though. Our luck. Me and Stephan
ordered food from some delivery joint before settling down for the
night. G'night Stephan... you superior German you!

MARCH 24th, OBERHAUSEN, GERMANY
On the way to Oberhausen Stephan says we can meet with Christoph
in some small town to take an English language tour of Himmler’s
Castle, the headquarters for the SS. I didn’t think anything like this
would have been left standing in Germany but the angle is they will
show you the evil so it wouldn’t happen again. Whatever. Christoph
showed up with an American band he was taking on tour and we did
the tourist thing. | have to admit | was overwhelmed with what we
saw. A huge meeting room with the sunwheel and the SS runes imbed-
ded into the floor made out of marble and limestone. Then we went
into the tomb that was intended for Hitler and the high ranking offi-
cials of the SS. It was a very eerie sight. A huge stone swastika was in
the ceiling of the place and it was constructed with some incredible
acoustics to where you could be on one side of the room and talk into
the wall at a whisper and someone on the other side could hear you
clear as day. Then we went into the museum where our guide was try-
ing his damnedest to get through this English tour. | made jokes to
Christoph while we looked at the knife, spoon, fork and plates with the
swastika and SS runes on them that he has an entire set of those at his
house. Stephan and Christoph were talking to each other in German so |
wasn’t sure what they were saying, but it made the tour guide say to
them “If you had more time, I could show you some things you could
really laugh about.” Then he just walked off. Stephan looked stunned.
I'm not too sure what went on there and I didn’t investigate it any fur-
ther. We got to Oberhausen really late. Tonight we play with the Faggot
Kings again and the Great Unwashed. Oberhausen had many expecta-
tions. #1: We would finally get the CDs from Schilling to sell on the tour
for the CD we were touring to sell. #2: This would be our biggest crowd
yet. Neither of these happened. Yep, ol’ Schilling couldn’t see it in his
way to get the CDs to us even by this time. The picture of the
ANTISEEN/Loudsprecher relationship was becoming clearer every day.
What happened next is something I wish never happened. But I'm
gonna tell it, go ahead and wear it on my sleeve, so it can’t be used
against me. The promoter of the show had his own band EK77. He's a
big fan and wanted to know if 1 would drive with a couple of his band-
mates to a studio to lay down a vocal track to there cover of our song
“Stormtrooper.” So I said hell yeah I'd do it. The guys drive me over and
we go inside where everything is already set up. Then I learn that I'm
only expected to do the chorus, but I have to do it in German! After a
quick crash cdurse in speaking the language of the Fatherland, I pull it
pff. So back to the club I go, and I can’t wait to show off my new skill
in bilingual communications! I' go straight to Stephan and belt out the
line just like I did in the studio. His eyes got very big and he said to me in
a very serious voice, “Where did you learn that?” I told him the whole
story and asked why he looked like he had seen a ghost. He then went
on to explain to me that I was not singing “l am, | am, | am,
Stormtrooper” but instead | was yelling “l hate, | hate, | hate, the police”
Goddamn | was pissed! So this is the part of the tour diary where I lose
all “punk” credentials (as if we haven't
already). | went right up to those guys and told
them “Look, I don’t know what the hell you
Wwere trying to do, but I'm not one of these anti-
cop liberals and I'm very pissed at this double
cross!” They went on to explain to me that it
Was a concept type album where all the songs
Wwould be intertwined to tell a story, and that it
Wwas a_bout George Bush being arrested for
Smoking pot; blah, blah, blah. Well, that didn’t
's‘:\akf matters any better. So if this release
o ould ever see the light of day, remember kids,
S not ANTIiSEEN endorsed or supported! On

1op: (L-R) The Nerds live in Holland; Asleep on the bus
right: (counter-clockwise from top) The Superior
Se_m!an rallies the troops; ANTISEEN at Himmler's cas-
e; Slr_Barry and Doug performing an impromptu
acoustic set somewhere between Belgium and Jena
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to the show. 1
didn’t see the
Great Unwashed
but the Faggot
Kings put on yet
another amazing
set. Our old time
pal Lars from
Velbert was at
the show
tonight. After
lots of catching
up, it was time
for us to take
the stage. This
was the first
night I tried the
rebel flag mask
as an opener and I’'ve been using it most shows ever since. The crowd
was pretty good sized, 250 people or so, but since it wasn’t 2,000 it
was a “failure.” These fuckin’ promoters need to try and do a show in
South Carolina or Charlotte if they wanna see a big time flop! After the
show we were talking to fans and posing for pictures like always.
Some really nice looking oriental girl asked to have her picture taken
with me. She was the type of girl that looked like she’d never listened
to this kind of music much less seen any of it live. I let her hold the axe
handle; she seemed pleased. The guy who put on the show let me see a
picture of him from his younger skinhead days and asked me to identi-
fy one guy in the photo. Right away I recognized him as being lan
Stewart from Skrewdriver. The photo was taken at one of their
German shows way back when. It’s nice to see some people don’t get
freaked out by stuff like that.

MARCH 25th, DRESDEN, GERMANY

Day off; not much to report here. We found an ETAP to crash in for the
night and we all got to check our email from a pay computer in the
lobby. Lots of drinking and getting high. A good night’s sleep for a
change.

MARCH 26th, PRAGUE, CZECH REPUBLIC

On the way into Prague it started to snow. Perfect weather to finally
be able to wear my rabbit fur hat! The closer to the city we got, we'd
see these women standing on these barren country roads waiting for
some john to pick them up. The closer we got, the more we’d see, until
they were lined up all along the road. By the time we got into Prague
the snow had turned to rain. We were pretty early so we parked on a
busy street and went walking around for awhile. The promoter came
by, saw our van and talked with Joe for a bit. Turns out this guy saw
us when were there in ‘92; now he was thee big time promoter in
Prague. | then remembered the
circumstances around meeting
him back then, he lent us his
parents house to crash in after
the show. We told him we need-
ed three rooms and he gave us
the three rooms, but about 30
of his friends crammed into the
living room and crashed all
over the floor. Amazing. We get
to the club late that afternoon
and it is indeed the same club
we played before. This time
everything was switched
around to the other side of the
room. There was a dressing
room right off of the stage
which was very convenient.
The promoter actually brought
Doug a bottle of Wild Turkey.
The only one the whole tour.
He said he tried to get us
everything that we had on

the tour poster but he had a
hard time getting guns and
black women. He even had our
sense of humor! The opening
band was really good,

although I can’t remember
their name. Another old face
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from ‘92 popped in, Ivo, who we'd stayed with for a
few days last time, came in; now he’s a caterer to t.he
stars. He had just came off the road with Judas Priest.
There were also guys there from Tennessee and
Charlotte, NC! The crowd was packed. Way more than
last time. We went on an treated this crowd to the ]
“pat and blood trick.” The ceiling was so low I thought I would hit my
head on it; | know Joe and Doug were sweating it. We did several
encores and then knocked all the shit over to show that we were
indeed done. Some drunken dreadlock-wearing guy came stumbling into
the dressing room, rambling about something, so I picked him up and
threw him out the side door onto the steps. Doug threw up in the park-
ing lot. It was one hell of a fun night.

MARCH 27th, ULM, GERMANY

Stephan was throwing a fit. The directions to this club were SO fucked
up. He called MADD Booking and, as calmly as he could, asked them to
clear this mess up. We rode around and around for what seemed like
hours, even though it was realistically only one. We finally get to the
address where it's supposed to be and there is nothing in sight that
looks as if it’s going to host a rock show that night. Then we spot one
of our tour posters on the door of what looks like an elementary
school. Sure enough, we are playing the youth hall in the cafeteria! We
see all these kids about 10 or 11 years old, walking around smoking and
drinking beer. It was a hilarious sight. We move all the stuff down-
stairs. The folks there had turned this cafeteria into a rock ‘n’ roll
emporium, complete with mirror ball! The stage was put together by
pushing a bunch of wooden boxes together. We retire to the dressing
room after a grueling 15-minute soundcheck, which-like most—was
pointless. Doug, Joe and myself are hitting that JD bottle pretty hard
tonight. We send out some rescue shots to Skipski every so often. The
opening band is awful. They did a Motorhead cover that sounded like
the Motorchipmunks. By the time we went on, me and Doug were pret-
ty damned drunk. It was all I could do to not fall in between the cracks
of this ready-made stage, but | managed to stand up the whole show.
The sound was awful, | couldn’t hear shit. We did get called back out
for an encore and played our favorite sing-a-long , Skrewdriver’s “I
Don’t Like You.” Some guy was losing his shit! He acted like he wanted
to kick our asses. So I got down on the floor, walked up to him and
could see the anger in his eyes. He didn’t dare raise his fist to me. I just
broke down and laughed. The guy was outside bitching about the racist
band. Blah, blah, blah; wah, wah, wah. We went backstage to get some
more of the “chili” the staff made for us. It looked and tasted a lot like
vegetable soup. The promoter, who was a drunken mess, came in to pay
us. He starts bitching about all the requirements on our rider. We all just
laugh at him and tell him that’s the way it is. Then he came straight to
me with the pay; I told him he’d have to find Stephan. In walks the
superior German to take over the business arrangements. I end up
answering the same four or five questions over and over to this pro-
moter and shaking his hand every 20 seconds. Soon, thankfully, it’s
time to hit the road. Stephan reaches for a rigged bag of chips that was
turned upsideidown and gets an ECW chant.

MARCH 28th, STUTTGART, GERMANY
Tonight we are in Stuttgart. We usually play this really big hall and only
draw about 300 people. Tonight’s place is a pretty
good size room; | figure it’ll look like we're playing to
nobody. Boy was | wrong. The promoter came up with

top: (L-R) Doug is happy to get Wild Turkey in Prague; ...but
unhappy to lose it later!; Capt. Catastrophy on fire!
bottom: (L-R)Last night of the tour: A long goodbye embrace
between pals; Saying goodbye at the airport
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a really worried look and asked me if it was true that
we played a Skrewdriver song. Bad news travels fast!
I looked him right in the eye with most serious look |
could muster up and said “No, we don’t do a
Skrewdriver song, our whole set is Skrewdriver
songs!” The poor guy looked like he was gonna faint.
Then I had to assure him I was just kidding. He told us
that the security tonight was gonna be an anti-fascist organization, and
he didn’t think it would go over too well and wanted to avoid a riot. 1
told him not to worry, we wouldn’t play it. (Wink, wink; nudge, nudge.)
We were playing with our pals the Skeleton Army again tonight and a
band called the Star Fuckers. The Skeleton Army guys asked if I'd
come on stage with them during their set and do the Osmonds song
“Crazy Horses” with them. | figured I'd be drunk enough by the time
that happened and agreed. When I heard them call me to the stage |
walked into the room and goddamn-I couldn’t believe the crowd that
showed up tonight. It was packed from front to back. The stage was so
fucking small, the drums left me about three feet to dance, prance and
work the crowd. After the Army’s set we all went back to the dressing
room where the singer allowed us to photograph his ANTIiSEEN tattoo.
Next up was the Star Fuckers, another really great band with a very
charismatic lead singer. They worked the crowd up really well. On the
way to the stage we noticed the security the fellow was talking about
earlier. Only some of the biggest muscle bound skinheads I've ever seen.
And only about ten of them. Barry asked on the way to the stage if we
would play “l Don’t Like You.” I told him to just wait and see how it
went. These guys didn’t look like they possessed much of a sense of
humor. During the show on the cramped stage it was hot as all hell!
Some kid with a sign jumped up on the stage in front of me and held it
towards the crowd. | grabbed him around the back of his neck and
guided him into the crowd where he busted his ass. The stage was pret-
ty high too, I forgot to add. Then the same kid jumped on stage again in
front of Doug. Doug landed a kick in that kid’s ass that sent him flying
off the damned stage again. Apparently not one to give up easy, he
went to the other side of the stage and stayed out of our reach. We had
no idea what his sign said. For all we knew it said “Fuck these racist
Americans!” We got the signal for the set to come to an end and we did
it without “l Don’t Like You.” Not very much like us to do what was
asked of us but what the hell. We didn’t wanna test those security
goons and it a was so fucking hot we couldn’t wait to get off the stage.
After the show a couple of people approached us asking why we treat-
ed the sign guy so bad? Then we found out his sign was advertising
free or affordable housing for the poor. Oh well, live and learn. In the
lobby of the hall it sounded like a crowd in a coliseum. We answered
questions, signed merchandise and posed for pictures for over an hour.
The hall was shut down and the lobby is where almost the entire
crowd hung out. It was a madhouse! A MADHOUSE! But it was cool. We
said good-bye to all of our German pals; folks like a very drunk Andi
Sturm from Born Bavarian. On the road again.

MARCH 29th, KONTICH, BELGIUM

We stopped at a roadside store to piss and call the promoter for the
Kontich show. As we walked in, some guy with slicked back hair and a
skull and cross bones t-shirt was walking out. He eyed us for a bit then
asked Stefan if we were ANTIiSEEN. It turns out this guy was Rudy,
the promoter! He lead us straight to the club from the

continued on page 109




THEY PUT THE SIN BACR IN SINEMA:

By the time I had the bright idea to start the drive-in
newsletter Exploitation Retrospect in 1986, New York City’s
infamousg area known as The Deuce was experiencing death
throes that would result in dramatic changes to the Times
Square landscape. Tragic as that development was, more
tragic was the passing of Sleazoid Express, Bill Landis’s
landmark 'zine/newsletter that documented the area’s cine—
matic scene and characters. Begun as a one—page movie
review handout in the summer of 1980, SE had grown into
nothing less than an indispensable guide to
the sleaziest, creepiest inner-workings of
the city that never sleeps. Fast forward to
1999... with classic horror, Eurosleaze and

art house obscurities from the past three
decades receiving more attention than ever
thanks to companies like Something Weird
Video and the emergence of the DVD format,
sleaze fans were thrilled when Landis
revived Sleazoid Express with partner (and
Metasex editor) Michelle Clifford. Four hefty
issues of the publication followed and Simon
& Schuster contacted the couple about a long
overdue book. (A fifth issue of SE is currently
posted at www.sleazoidexpress.com; more
info about Metasex can be found at
www.geocities.com/metasex) The following
interview was conducted via e-mail prior to
the publication of Sleazoid Express: A Mind-
Twisting Tour Through the Grindhouse
Cinema of Times Square (Fireside).

When and why did the original Sleazoid Express come into
existence?

Bill:  had a Wall St. day job and between catching every movie
possible on the Deuce, I hung around a performance art space
called Club 57—at 57 St. Marks Place, in the basement of a Polish
Church. It also had a bar, sans liquor license; typical of many clubs
in the late '70s/early '80s in NYC. I did little performance art skits
there, including once playing Jim Jones giving out Kool Aid to an
audience tripping on acid. Sleazoid started in the summer of 1980 as
a one-sheet biweekly on a manual typewriter. It was the only peri-
odical that covered what played on Times Square at that moment. It
reviewed what was playing that week, then I'd dash it right to an
offset printer, and it would be given out as a freebie at bookstores,
record stores, and Club 57, where me and my friends really enjoyed
this type of film. People like Keith Haring, Kenny Scharf, John Sex,
Basquait, Scott Covert, Beth & Scott B (I'm in their movie Vortex).
These people encouraged me and my passion for Times Square.
Then, Sleazoid expanded into a four-page monthly (11" x 17" paper
folded over). That gave more of the opportunity to delve into the
histories of different filmmakers, distributors and genres. You'd
have reviews and perhaps one long in-depth story.

Through the years the zine progressed from horror and
badfilm into the weird world of porn... what’s your cine—
matic jones these days?

Bill and Michelle: Horror movies weren't always classics like Last
House On The Left. The major studios started the Friday The 13th for-

aH{ INTERUIEVY WITH Bili LakDiS aND
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mula and made a slew of slasher movies. Major studios picked up
indies for distribution, exploitation companies followed it as a
trend. By and large they were LOUSY. And that's what Sleazoid
reported on—what to avoid on The Deuce and what was worthwhile.
Or you'd get a horror-slanted campaign for a boring Italian gang-
ster movie. Incidentally, as expanded on in the Sleazoid book, Friday
The 13th took its whole template from Mario Bava's Twitch Of The
Death Nerve. We never considered a good exploitation movie "bad-
film.” Maybe unintentionally funny, but that was
part of the charm of movies like The Corpse
Grinders. There were some controversial looks at
the more offbeat porn films in the latter issues of
| the first wave of Sleazoid. This current wave of
Sleazoid doesn't go into porn. The current Sleazoid
y covers films that once played Times Square as well
as art film and the odd curiosity of unknown film
from the 1960's or '70s that deserves merit, like
el the films that played the deuce for a couple day
run.

Bill: Sleazoid does cover Eurosleaze, which can be
considered softcore. For example, there was Issue
#3, the "Summer of Sadism" issue, which had a
group discussion of Pasolini's Salo by a variety
of diverse individuals, including Euro-porn
§ director Lasse Braun, myself, Michelle, video
companies that sold it or rented it in stores... a
=% look at Jacopetti's (director of Mondo Cane and
Uncle Tom) unreleased in the U.S.A. Mondo
Candido with full pics of the torture chamber scenes... and a special
section on adaptations of De Sade. Including the Keir Dullea velour
one, De Sade, that AIP released, the superb Alice Arno star turn as
Justine in Justine De Sade (best cinematic version of the book), and
Jess Franco's disappointing Justine (Deadly Sanctuary) with Romina
Power playing Justine. So the new format has not only permitted
more Euro films that didn't get a chance to play The Deuce, it also
honors time-tested ones that were frequently replays, including the
bluntly S&M oriented Slaves In Cages and Jess Franco's Barbed Wire
Dolls. Incidentally, Jess Franco discovery, frequent star and
Eurosleaze queen Alice Arno is kinda the Sleazoid Marilyn Monroe—
she's the topless gal holding the gun when you go to the website.
Alice is also well remembered in Franco's La Comptesse Perverse
where she and husband Howard Vernon make a practice of hunting
women they lure to their island - including Jess's wife, Lina Romay.
I have appropriated Alice's photogenic image SO many times in the
magazine and on the site.

Michelle: My mag
Metasex is ALL porn.
Metasex features such
curious movies that
played the most severe
grindhouses like the
Venus, the Eros, the
Rialto.... movies like The
Big Man (a truly psyche-
delic opus), Fantastic Sex,
Johnny Wadd movies...
and it has descriptions of
the inner workings of

turn bones and fle P {
screaming, Savage
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them. I got to know performers from just being a kid and callmg
them up and meeting them. Getting to know them. Altho_ugh,“’lr} the
case of John Holmes I met him while he was on the lam in Florida
where I lived. We were in traffic and I made the mistake of flipping
him the bird (not knowing it was him in the car, I must have been
16). He stopped his car on a dime and got out with a face of murder.
I piped up “"Sorry Mr Wadd!” It just came out surly like that!
Incredibly he laughed and walked away. Others, like Lasse Braun I
met later. Jamie Gillis I met when I was 20. [ still know him 16 years
later. In Metasex #2 there is a very long description of how the
notorious Avon Productions came about: cast of characters included
director/auteur Phil Prince, Chelly Wilson, Chelly's bewigged old
queen henchman Phil Todero (a former crooked DJ

who skimmed off her on the side). Personally, our
film tastes run all over from Deuce to documentary,
porno chic era porn, musicals, old Hollywood offer-
ings, even early vintage cartoons (with baby
Sleazoid), so we see it all.

vYou stopped publishing SE in 1985, at a time
when there was an explosion of exploitation
movie zines... what prompted you to stop
publishing at that time?

Bill: The Deuce closed and the “"explosion of zines”
were copies of Sleazoid. My heart was broken
when The Deuce closed, and the copycats repulsed
me. To them it was a trend to follow, to me it was
my life; my friends and [ were affected by its clos-
ing. I had long ties to people in Times Square, and
we all didn't know what to do next, we could
hardly believe it was shutting. When the theaters
were open it was a place you not only worked,
you socialized, figured extra ways to get by with
co-worker/co-conspirators—and then all of a sud-
den it was just crumbling. Not just theaters, but a
certain lifestyle, was ending. Mainstream publishing/magazines
had no interest in Sleazoid because of the Deuce being sanitized.
Sleazoid was a reminder of the decadent past not wanted during
the peak AIDS wipe out. Mags wanted stories of the clean up not
the history being destroyed. I was relegated to a man writing about
the past. | wasn't timely. You couldn't see these films I was writing
about. Video was so new then, even as high as in the $80-$100 per
tape range; financially inaccessible to many.

New York City in the '‘80s was a hotbed of movie zine pub-
lishing with the likes of SE, Psychotronic and Gore Gazette.
What made SE unique from those publications?

Bill: The others weren't a part of The Deuce. I worked there. [ was a
projectionist and manager of several theaters. My friends were all
from there. I knew all about the infrastructure of the theaters. And
who ran them, and
catching the elusive one-
day run.

What prompted you to
return to the world of
sleaze cinema self-
publishing?

Bill: Michelle forced me
to by starting her own
mag, Metasex; and
Something Weird Video
had put these films on
tape making them acces-
sible to a new generation\
to go see. I wouldn't be a
man talking about the
past.

What did you do in the
period between end-
ing the old SE and
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coming back with the new edition?

Bill: Kicked an IV drug addiction, got married, had a child, wrote a
biography of underground filmmaker Kenneth Anger (Anger: The
Unauthorized Biography on Harper Collins), wrote some character
actor portraits for Film Comment, contributed several pieces to the
Village Voice about the old Times Square, had an article about the
Needle Exchange program that was in the Voice and was repro-
duced in an ACLU book and a Health-Pak book called "Beyond
Crisis." Because I didn't put out Sleazoid didn't mean I stopped
writing. I did start writing with Michelle exclusively. In all honesty,
Michelle wrote half the Ken Anger book without taking credit.

Many of the films covered in the old SE had
a certain legendary status because they
were go rarely screened. It seems like ANY
film from this era can get released on DVD
with a “cult classic” tag... do you think that
detracts from the true classics of the era?

Bill: Yes. But it does differentiate from the new
stuff which is just a retread of that old stuff.

Michelle, there aren’t many women cover-—
ing the worlds of sleaze cinema, let alone
the world of roughies and underground
adult cinema. What was the appeal for you?

Michelle: Well, my mother, who I didn't grow up
with, was heavily involved with vice and crime.
She was pretty intense. She was a Madam; she's
killed a person in front of me. I've visited her in
prison once. (Hence I can write about WIP films
easily.) She brought me to my first film, and made
sure I saw Taxi Driver. She'd bring me to grind-
houses in Boston when I was a kid, as well as
explain the inner workings of the vice world. I met all her criminal
friends who treated me like a princess. But they would talk in front
of me telling me EVERYTHING! They were very violent individuals.
I'll write about them one day. They shaped me into wanting to be a
writer. My mother gave me my first 8mm camera and my first
Polaroid. She was eventually shot in the head by a policeman. Her
crimes could be very Reservoir Dogs-esque. A lot of Boston rough
stuff (that feeds into the Roughie writing). And, as for the X stuff,
it's like the curtain of OZ; the truth behind X filmmaking is very
different from what you see on screen.

fire > i

You once credited Pink Flamingos with being the flick that sent
you down the wrong path in life. Now there’s a big budget
Broadway musical based on a John Waters flick... how does
that make you feel?

Bill: I don't remember crediting that specifically, I did like him
back when he was playing in 1972 at the Elgin Theater. I actually
enjoyed Multiple Maniacs even more. But he's different now.
Defines the words "sell out.” But, that is understandable. Personally,
I do not care for him. Or artistically. I don't think he's made an
interesting movie in 30 years. Some writing in Sleazoid is involved
with how movies become oral legends... you'd hear about Pink
Flamingos from p—— -

one person, or
Mark Of The Devil
from another,
and they'd
always sound
more severe in
the retelling.

In an old issue
of Film
Comment
Jimmy
McDonough
and you listed
the following

Michelle Clifford
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as your “Ten Worst Best Bets”: Beneath The Valley Of The Ultra-
Vixens, Bloodthirsty Butchers/The Ghastly Ones, Do Me Evil, Mondo

Magic, Olga's Girls, Pink Flamingos, Pink Motel, Sex Wish, Teen Lust and

The King Of Comedy. What would be on that list these days?

Bill: McDonough wrote scant few things for Sleazoid. That
was half his list. He would be the definition the Rupert Pupkin
character in King Of Comedy, a movie and a character he was
fixated on. He dedicated a book
to me recently I was told. We
haven't spoken in a decade. He
tries to take credit for Sleazoid,
when he was in less than a
handful of pieces at the very
end. Anyway, Michelle and I
would list a dozen:

1. Curse Of Her Flesh/Touch Of Her
Flesh - anything by Mike
Findlay and John Amero

2. Olga's Girls/White Slaves Of
Chinatown - all the Olga's films
3. Farewell Uncle Tom

4. Don't Answer The Phone

5. Last House On The Left/Last
House On Dead End Street

6. Pets

7. Big Doll House

8. Ilsa: She Wolf Of The SS

9. Mondo Cane

10. Fleshpot On 42nd Street

11. Jess Franco's La Comptesse
Perverse

12. Claude Pierson's Justine
with Alice Arno
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After over 10 ten years and 1000 shows, Mustard Plug stays r
true to who they have always been and releases the album
that will save ska-punk. While so many other bands have
moved on, broken up, sold out, or traded in their sound for
the latest fashion, Mustard Plug has had the courage to con-

tinue playing the music they know rocks your fucking world
Buy it now. | i

CHECK OUT TOUR DATES AT WWW.MUSTARDPLUG.COM
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Hollywood seems fascinated with remaking horror flicks

that don’t need remaking. If there was one exploitation

clagsic you'd like to gee get a big-budget, big—screen treat—
ment what would it be and why?

Bill and Michelle: We don't believe in
Hollywood remakes.

How did the book deal come
about?

Bill and Michelle: Simon and
Schuster came to us.

What can fans look for in the
book?

Bill: A total recreation of Times
Square and the way the Deuce used
to be. We go inside the Deuce
grindhouses: The Lyric, Liberty,
Empire, Anco, etc and reproduce
the audience action. Go into the
films that were so popular.

Will you continue publishing
the mag? If so, what can we
look forward to in the next
installment?

Bill: Sleazoid will go on, of course! As will Metasex. The next issue
of Sleazoid is already posted on our Web site; Michelle is working
on the new Metasex to be ready for November.

Pop-punk/rock with intensity, boundless energy
and heartfelt-confessional lyrics.

New Compact Disc Out
October 1st, 2002

HR 665-2

O

PO Box 7495
Van Nuys, CA 91409
WWW.HOPELESSRECORDS.COM
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AMUCSEMENTRE

peﬁhlﬁﬂg:
PATRBI CH B\W!

2 ‘The Direclor’

I like movies as much as the next guy - you know, unless
next guy is Roger Ebert or Dante or something - but I'll
be the first to admit my taste is movies is a bit unusual.
It is rare, if ever, that I actually go to a movie theater to
see a movie (in the past year I've gone once, while we
were on vacation, to see Goldmember) because they usu-
ally don't show my kind of movie there. Movie theaters
sh(;w' ""major motion pictures" or in some cases what
they call "independent films" (AKA major motion pic-
tur;‘s that are foreign or have a slightly lower budget) and
I like whatever the opposite of those kinds of movies are.
To start winding my way around to the point of this fea-
ture, despite this strange quirk in my personality, I some-
how ended up reviewing films for a webzine called Candy
For Bad Children (type those words - with no spaces in
between - into your web browser, add .com and you can go
visit it). The editor/creator of the site, the lovely Miss
Stacey Dawn, has the unenviable task of deciding what to
send me every month or so. (I sympathize, I go through the
same thing when it comes to assigning review stuff for us.)
One thing I've learned about myself through writing for her
site is while I generally don't like to write negative CD
reviews, I have had little problem savaging a movie or two
based on my not-exactly-the-majority's-opinion view of what is enjoyable
cinema. Stacey has flowed cool stuff my way too, some courtesy the vast
promo stacks of our own word count heavy columnist Sleazegrinder (to
whom she is wed); one thing I particularly enjoyed was a film called The
Girls From H.A.R.M., a girls on top action flick rife with kung fu, intrigue,
chicks in hot pants and go-go boots. Aside from the fact that I enjoyed the
movie, I was intrigued by Amusement Films "no budget" (as in lower than
no budget) approach to film making. How much does it cost to make a no
budget film, I wondered. (Since the term "no budget" is an oxymoron; like
military intelligence or swiss cheese.) And what kind of no budget film
director takes the time to send thank you email to reviewers? I’ve been on

the job long enough to know there's only one way to find out.
—Leslie

Was El Frenetfeo & Go Girl the first Amusement Films film?
It depends on how technical you want to get but I would say the first
Amusement Films film was a movie called Three From The Dead House, which

was a Super-8 movie. That was when we decided to make a company, and we
called it Amusement Films.
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above: It's A Haunted
Happenin’; at left: Pat
Bishow & some of the
ladies of Haunted
Happenin® out of charac-
ter (I-r clockwise from
bottom: Pat, Sandy Lieb,
Jamie Andrews, Karla
B‘l"uning and Tonye
Briggs); at right: on the
set of H.A.R.M. - Pat
(center) gives direction
while soundman Jim
Robertson looks on and
actress Tina Lee pretends

When you say, “we,” who besides
yourself are you referring to?
There’s always people involved
with me. At that point it was just
some friends. I would say now
Amusement Films is me, John
Sanborn and Owen Cooper, the
three of us—but they weren’t
involved yet. Then in 1987 I did
a movie called Soultangler,
which is really pretty bad. But it
was an interesting time in
video—this was before video,
the movie was shot on film,
actually—but there was a big
home video market. I used to
brag that I made that movie for
$8,000 and sold it for $80,000.
It was a huge windfall, it was
just insane. So that’s what I
figured I was gonna do for the
rest of my life, just make these
movies, but it was like the
stock market, it crashed in
*89. It’s funny, people used to
ask me what I did for a liv-
ing, and I'd ask them, “You
ever go to a video store, and
see all these titles you've
never heard of?’ and they’d say, ‘Yeah.’
And I'd say, ‘That’s what I do, it’s those kind of movies.” Then I did a couple
music videos, but there was no money in that. Then I got a job in financial tele-
vision, which I swore I never would do but, there you go. That’s like the first
incarnation of Amusement Films.
When did El Frenetico come out?
What happened with that is, a friend of mine who was working at another finan-
cial place—it was Owen Cooper, actually—had access to equipment. He said,
‘If you can shoot this thing in a weekend, I can get the equipment.” So we shot a
half-hour, one of the episodes; that was in ‘94. We didn’t really know what to do
after that, so I started sending it out to magazines and some small festivals.
Then distributors approached us, but said it was too short. They wanted to put it
out on a compilation video, which I wasn’t too interested in, so I said, ‘What if I
shot more episodes?’ They said they thought that would be a good idea. So then
in ‘95 or ‘96, I'm not sure, we shot two episodes back-to-back over three week-
ends.
Wow. Three whole weekends.
That was good for us.
OK. That’s a long time for you?
Yeah. Sure.
Is it because you’re quick like that, you like to do it fast?
Yeah. I don’t really have much of a choice, with the equipment and stuff. But

to listen.




—Leslie

How did you end up working with Amusement Films?

I answered Pat’s ad in Backstage. I got a piece of the script beforehand and was excited right away because it
was silly, but it was also smart. At the audition they really sold me - I was in this room full of happy folks
that were just having a good time. When I got the role of Zera and then got the script, I was thrilled that I
laughed the whole way through. Never even rolled my eyes once... of course, there were those as-yet-unde-
termined scenes that were marked “Zera does something funny” which made me nervous at first, but it was

amazing to get that opportunity to just let loose.

Were you familiar with the kind of movie you would be making (a B-Movie, I guess - for a lack of a

better term)?

I guess I hadn’t thought of it as a B-Moyvie, in that I associate them with monsters and exploitation. Okay, I
guess we have monsters; but I think the women in this film are really empowered (and generally well-cov-
ered up.) I did know it was campy and fun, so I should have put two and two together.

Have you been in any other movies of that ilk?

Well, 1 did this short film, Sgrat, which would qualify, seeing as how I end up killed by a mutant squirrel-

rat.

In the movie, you’re in a band - have you ever been in a band or do you have any musical talent that

helped you with that aspect of the character?

I love music. I don’t play anything very well, but I admire musical ability so much that it was nice to pretend
I had it. In a lot of ways I was influenced by my sister, who used to tour manage for punk bands. That’s her

Clash shirt I’'m wearing.

What was it like on the set? Did you guys ad lib at all or pretty much stick to the script?

Happenin’ was the longest I’ve ever been on a shoot and I never dreaded it. All the girls are really great, we
had a fantastic time together. We definitely stayed on script for the bulk of it, but there were interjections
here and there. And sometimes Pat would just keep the camera rolling and see what we came up with.

I’ve never met Pat but when I interviewed him he seemed like an easy-going kind of guy; I can’t really
picture him yelling at the actors or anything. Would you say that’s accurate? What’s he like as a direc-

tor?

Pat is totally easy-going, but on the set he is all business. He still has fun, but he also doesn’t waste any
time. He’s a pretty laissez-faire kind of director, he really let us go nuts with it, which was ridiculously fun.
He said he spent a lot of the “budget” on food; what did he feed you guys on the set?

I specifically remember lots of sweets - which perhaps explains the ridiculous fun - but it was great! It was
never redundant: sometimes chinese, sometimes sandwiches, salads, you name it.

Do you have a “day job?” If so, what is it?

Ugh... it’s the bane of my existence is what it is. It’s been really hard lately, I'm sort of in this in-between
area; I’m too busy acting to take a secretarial job (which I used to do) but I'm not making enough to live.
I’ve been cocktail waitressing, which I highly recommend to anyone interested in torturing themselves.

Where else can people see you?

I’'m working with the sketch group Spurn all through December, and I’ve got some spots running on AMC
right now. There are links to some of my on-line movies and other stuff on my new website
(jaimeandrews.com) which I feel very nerdy about. Hey, gotta ride that wave of the future, right?
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and sfarting:

JAIME
ANDREWS

as ‘The Actress”

When I first approached Pat about the feature, he
seemed willing to oblige my interview request but also
tried to steer me in the direction of interviewing one
of the actresses - saying they’d “be a lot more enter-
taining.” At first I though he was just trying to avoid
me but I later realized he just wants to give everyone
involved their props; this became especially clear
when he emailed me post-interview to say “I don’t
think I talked about how great all my actors are!” And
he’s right; they are great. As Pat mentioned in his
Q&A, Amusement Films’ newest release It’s A
Haunted Happenin’ is the first time they brached out
and tried a batch of new actors they’d never worked
with before; it seems to have paid off. As per Pat’s initial request, I also had the pleasure of interview-
ing one of these actresses Jaime, who plays Zera in Haunted Happenin’. The film itself is a “spooky
musical” chock full of pop culture references (from the Carrie Nations—aka the all girl band in
Beyond The Valley Of The Dolls—to Britney Spears and many points in between); Andrews’ Zera is the
adorable, animated, and mini-skirted guitarist of the Soultanglers. She and her sisters in musical arms
set out to kick the collective butt of goody-goody girl group the Darlings at the Ghouls A-Go-Go all
chick rock fest/battle of the bands but instead wind up (to paraphrase Zera) getting hassled by mum-
mies, gorillas and henchman with BO. And that’s only the first part of the movie! (You’ll have to inves-
tigate further on your own to find out what happens to our heriones.) I wanted to chat with her on the
phone as I did Pat but my schedule got the better of me and we had to do this by email.
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this new one, /t’s A Haunted Happenin’, took forever. It
was more or less because we would only have half a
day to shoot, and only on Sunday. In reality this one
took the longest.

So when you started making films, distributors came
to you?

Actually, with Soultangler we brought it to a market-
place called Independent Feature Projects; now it’s
called IFM, Independent Film Market. It was weird. |
got in on this strange thing; it used to be a very artsy
film festival and then what happened was they found
they weren’t getting distributors to attend because they
weren’t bringing anything sellable. The year I applied
they decided to take in some sellable stuff, and I got in
because it was a horror movie. Again, it was just a com=
edy of errors. It was one of those lucky, right place at
the right time things. That’s how that happened. By the
time it got to £/ Frenetico and Go Girl, 1 wasn’t doing
it for money so I didn’t care. They came to me,
Provisional; I don’t know if you know those guys.

No.

It was Joe Carducci, who used to be involved in SST
Records, and Henry Rollins. After Joe left SST he went
into video distribution, which I think he’s left at this
point. He’s the one who contacted us. That’s why we
went with them, we got offers from Troma and a couple
others, and I was thinking, “Who cares?” We went with
the small guy, just because I liked SST and I liked his
frame of mind. We didn’t make any money. There is no
money in this.

Have you always lived in New York?

Yeah. Well, as a kid I grew up in Charleston, SC, but I
came up here in Junior High and I've been here since.
Did you go to college?

Yeah, School of Visual Arts.

I think it’s interesting that you call it a no budget
film because really there can be no such thing. You
must have a budget.

I guess so, yeah. You might be right.

You said you spent $8000 on the first movie?

That was filmed, too. That’s why it cost so much.

Oh, right.

There was still no money. All the money went to film,
developing, and the special effects—it’s pretty bloody.
I’ll send you a copy of that. I'll send you the trailer, the
trailer’s the only good part.

You started out shooting on film; when did that
change?

I guess when they came out with the digital, a little bit
before the home stuff came out. It’s DVC-Pro, which is
a broadcast format but it’s still not Beta—I don’t know
if that makes any sense to you—it was before mini-DV.
Was that a dollar concern? Did you think digital w:
so much cheaper you should just try it?

Yeah, absolutely.

Were you already familiar with the technology
because you work with film and technology at your
day job?

Yeah, pretty much. It was interesting, when we were
using it it was one of 25 cameras in all of New York
City, so it was really brand new.

What was your budget for Haunted Happenin’?

It was $3000, and we went $200 over.

Wow! That’s so cheap, that’s amazing.

I told you we had no budget. It was funny because, I
have one friend who’s sorta made it and is successful i
the business—he worked on this one a little bit—he’s &
production designer and art director. He did the movie
Ulee's Gold, Victoria’s Secret commercials; a lot of
things, tons of props for tons of movies. He always
works with me because we went to high school togeth:
and we’re friends. When we used to always say low
budget, he would interrupt us and say, ‘No, no, this 18
no budget.” He was so disgusted. Cause low budget



JI—

>
means at least you ve got some money.

three no budget filmmakers, I was one of

He’s the one who drilled that mantra into
us.
Well, that is incredibly cheap. I

laud that.
?l)l[e) biggest expense is food; that’s the
most costly.
Because actors get hungry.
Yeah. You better feed them, they’re work-
ing for free.
When I was watching Haunted
Happenin’ 1 was wonder if you !md a
costume budget or if every girl just
brought their own stuff. )
Actually we had one girl who sort of pro-
vided p—rctty much everything. She had a
lot of clothes, brought them all over and
let everybody go through it and pick
somclhi.ng that fit. The one girl who had
the best outfit—the outfit was her
mom’s.
You’ve shown your films at a lot of fes-
tival-type events, I’'m not in the film
world, so what is the importance of
showing a movie like yours at a festi-
val; how does that help your movie?
Like I said, I’'m not in it for the money.
Therefore it’s the exposure. You hope to
create some sort of buzz so people want
to see it. It’s funny you say that because
this festival thing is really tough, I don’t
know if you’ve known anybody who’s
ever done it.
No, not really. But I gather you could
compare it to being in an independent

The Adventures of El Frenetico and Go-Girl

them, and often they would get off on this
whole idea that they hated Hollywood. |
say it’s all a matter of degrees. Cause
some guys | love, like Scorsese or Tim
Burton; they’re huge, they sell a lot of
tickets. I love that kind of stuff. I love
classics, like the French guys, Goddard,
Truffaut, those guys; Fellini; I love old
Hitchcock, William Wyler, I love all that
classic stuff; Woody Allen, Spike Lee, all
that crap. And then I also love Ed Wood
and all that stuff too. I love junky movies
and trashy pop culture. I love it all.

Who do you consider to be your con-
temporaries, any other filmmakers you
align yourself with?

Peers?

Yeah.

Who I'm friendly with?

Sure.

I don’t know if you know Mike Leggi. He
makes comedies, sort of—he’s done much
better than I have because he’s got distrib-
utors and his stuff’s on DVD. He came
from a theater background, which I
always think shows—the acting in his
movies is really good. I think that’s one of
the big differences—I don’t know how
many of these no budget movies you
watch but I think a common problem is
the acting; and the sound, that’s a big
problem.

That is a big problem actually.

band; a film festival is kind of like a

CMJ thing where all these movies are shown and everybody gets to see
them and hopefully something else will come out of that. Is that the basic
idea?

Yeah. and if you go by the band analogy, if the band can open for a bigger
group it’s the same kind of thing. I realize though now—I never really put it
together until this movie I guess—features are harder than shorts. On the festi-
val circuit, people will come and sit through six shorts because if they don’t like
it maybe they’ll like the next one, whereas with a feature it gets much tougher.
Also, because of competition and space it’s harder to get in.

Do festivals look down on low budget and no budget films?

Absolutely. That’s always been
my big problem. ['m not

Sound is hard because... in a big
Hollywood movie you have like 52 tracks
of sound; whereas we have three. You’re never gonna compete with that.

How do you find actors?

We used to always use friends. We’ve sort of slowly moved away from that. It’s
very nerve-wracking because the big fear is you start filming and somebody
goes, “You know what? I don’t wanna do this anymore.” What are you gonna
do?

Wow, that really happens?

It’s a fear you live with. So I was always very reluctant to bring in new people.
Every movie I probably bring in one new person. This time [with Haunted
Happenin’] it was our biggest, we brought in six new actresses who we’ve never
worked with before. It was kind
of scary.

exploitative enough to be in
the exploitation market and
I’'m not artsy enough to be in
the artsy market—basically I
appeal to nobody.

You don’t think there’s a
certain kind of person who
might enjoy your movies;
what do you think of as your
audience, or you don’t think
about that at all?

Me. I'm the audience.

OK, 5o you make movies you
personally would enjoy.
What kind of films do you
watch when you and our
wife are kickin’ back—
assuming you have such a
thing as personal time?

Ilike all kinds of movies. I
Was involved in this documen-
tary for PBS—when | say PBS
I'know it sounds impressive,
but it was Oklahoma PBS—
they did this thing called “B

The Girls From H.A.R.M.!

The version I saw you said
was 98% finished; what’s the
two percent that needed
adjusting to make it complete
and whole in your eyes?

I’ve shown it a few times, so |
cut it down. I think what you
saw was 92 minutes but now
it’s like 88 minutes; I cut out a
few little things here and there.
The other thing is, you get so
close to it you don’t even know
what you’re watching anymore.
But I’ve had a couple screen-
ings now and I can see where
some stuff is dragging.

Do you watch the audience
reaction, and do you base
some of your cuts on that?
Yes and no. When [ watch it
with an audience I become an
audience member, almost.
When [ watch it at home, I'm
working on each scene. It does-
n’t necessarily all fit together.

and Below” They talked to
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Every afternoon here at the new Texas Irwin estate, we roll a
cart loaded down with Earl Grey tea, Pearl and Lonestar beers and a
selection of appropriate biscuits, cookies and sweets onto our back
patio. While we enjoy our afternoon repast, we often reflect with a
great deal of mirth (and a touch of sadness) upon those of you who
haven’t ever developed even the basest rudiments of taste when it
comes to savoring the finer things in life.

To wit: when one of we Irwin’s deign to quaff a beverage or
dine upon victuals, being blessed with highly endowed... “educated,”
shall we say, senses, we are able to enjoy said pleasantries to a higher
degree than most folk.

Or, to revert to the vernacular, you dumb asses wouldn’t
enjoy a good spread of food and booze as much as we are able to even
on your best day. Half of you wash down your dinner of McDonalds
synthetic hamburgers (or MSG poisoned hamburger helper on a special
night) with either goddamned pseudo-intellectual micro-spew that tastes
like bitter two-day old coffee from my thermos or malt liquor that
tastes like fizzy hamster piss.

Food and drink tastes better to us... because we have height-
ened educated senses. We could never settle for the sort of slop you
shovel down at that hog trough you call a dinner table. If we Irwins
were forced to pay a call upon you for social purposes you can rest easy
that we will bring our OWN drinks, in special coolers rather than
depend upon you to be able to provide anything worth a tinker’s damn.

Uuurrrppppp. OK... I don’t want to keep up the snob shtick
for this whole column. There is a valuable and rock solid kernel of
truth in the above paragraphs though. Thee Whiskey Rebel has indeed
evolved beyond the majority of the human race, not just at the dinner
table, but in many, many aspects of life. Thee Whiskey Rebel can drive
his pick ‘em up truck down freeways and boulevards and recognize
beauty most folks haven’t opened themselves up to. His many hobbies
and distractions provide an infinite amount of satisfaction beyond those
of the vast majority of Americans who parade through malls or tend to
their lawns (YAWN!) on their days off from work. Much like Wilde,
Whistler and the early 20th Century aesthetes in Europe had their own
circle of folks with HEIGHTENED AWARENESS, Thee Whiskey Rebel
keeps company with an elite group of folks across the nation who have
taken appreciation of the finer things in life to a new level. If you'd
like a glimpse into the world of those who have risen to the “next
level,” culturally and aesthetically speaking, read on. This is your
chance to be granted a glimpse at the “Whiskey Rebel Lifestyle.”

Nightly a huge percentage of Americans sit in front of the
boob tube watching Friends or pathetic re-runs of shows that attempt
to mirror the worthless lives of the viewers in an optimistic manner,
such as Cheers. They do this out of boredom... they haven’t a clue
what else they could be doing. Thee Reb rose above “boredom” many
years ago. He likes to quote one of Charles Bukowski’s pet phrases:
“Only the boring are bored.”

When Thee Whiskey Rebel was a young lad aspiring to great-
ness at Chess tournaments, he asked a noted master whom he admired
for a tip on how to best improve his game. Without hesitation the chess
master thrust a pointed finger in the air to emphasize his advice..

“Shut off your TV!!! Leave it off.”

The youthful Reb followed the man’s advice and was able to
climb to dizzying heights in com-
petitive chess circles. Later in life

when Reb was in his very early
20s, he decided he wanted to
start up a band with his
wife; the TV was switched
off and ignored for months at
a time in their home. This
is mandatory advice for
people who aspire to some-
thing creative.
When Thee Whiskey
Rebel does switch on his tele-
vision it is, 90% of the time,
for the purpose of using it as

Thce Whishey Fecbel
0/7(%@’%/& o([)ay Ceathele
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a video game monitor (he recommends golf games and Triple Play
Baseball) or videotape screen. It’s very important just what selections
he prefers from his vast VHS library.

Reb contends that the most important thing to view in your
home is a great deal of footage of classic professional wrestling. He
states that professional wrestling is a superior reality to be immersed
in, as opposed to the colorless world “reality” of politics, religion and
hip hop culture. He says: “the idea is to watch enough wrestling so
that one can eventually make a mental leap and become one with the
shimmering figures on the screen... it’s a great deal like hopping a
freight train, but in a mental fashion.”

Mister Rebel contends that when one plugs into and joins the
“alternate” and elite reality of the pro wrestling space-time continuum,
appreciation of many of the finer things in life becomes a relatively
easy matter.

“REAL rock & roll and wrestling walk hand in hand; crappy
rock & roll is for people who are trapped on their couches watching
brain numbing and nauseating “Charles In Charge” and “Family Ties”
re-runs. People in REAL rock and roll bands take the stage as flamboy-
antly and as aggressively as wrestlers. Once you have accepted either
real rock & roll or professional wrestling to the inner depths of your
soul... you find yourself with both inner peace and a HEIGHTENED
AWARENESS that leads to some of the other finer things in life.”

Thee Whiskey Rebel has never owned a Datsun economy car;
his favorite vehicles as of this writing are his official Whiskey Rebel
Ford pickup and a classy vintage Caddy he has recently turned over to
his son, Elvis.

“Only chumps who look like Michael J. Fox drive Japanese
cars. Stan Stasiak or Playboy Buddy Rose would NEVER have been
caught dead in one. You are what you drive baby!!” he explains.

Owning a distinctive set of wheels is but one important step
in achieving the Whiskey Rebel Lifestyle. Mr. Rebel’s private home is
filled with comfy easy chairs with big wide padded arms that he
prefers. He lives up to his pen name by always stocking a large supply
of whiskey along with a variety of corporate beers.

“You are what you drink baby!!” Reb chortles. “I drink BEER,
which means Bud, Coors, Miller, PBR or what have you. B-E-E-R. Malt
liquor is not beer; micro-spew is for deadheads and snob assholes who
look like Michael J. Fox. I DRINK BEER AND WHISKEY!!”

When Thee Whiskey Rebel is called upon to engage in a book
reading somewhere in the continental US he prefers to drive himself.
Traveling is one of his great passions. He prefers to hit the interstate
at exactly 11:00 AM (normal checkout time at motels nationwide) and
knock off for the day after 150 miles or so as close as possible to 4:00
PM (normal check-in time) with frequent stops at flea markets, thrift
stores and rest area shithouses. He is obsessed with relics of the mid-
20th century such as giant cement buffalo, dinosaur extravaganzas and
Paul Bunyan statues. Often he’ll pull his vehicle over to the side of the
road to get a better view of a garish neon sign or ancient billboard.
He’s been known to clap his hands in delight and whoop out loud over
road sign cartoon drawings of pigs and cows advertising greasy spoon
restaurants.

“It’s Americana baby, get behind IT before it gets behind
YOU!!” Reb points out. He adds: “I AM a modern day aesthete; if Osecar.
Wilde and his dead
French pals were brought
back to life and driven
down the remaining
stretches of Route 66
they’'d cream their pan-
taloons. They’d probably
get down on their knees
and bow and scrape to
some flashy neon sign.
After guzzling some
absinthe they may feel
like stopping for a cup of
coffee. Like me, I imagine,
they'd enjoy sitting unob-



trusively at the counter at a truck stop quietly ’?bserving the knights of
e road as they chattered amongst themselves.

It’s called HEIGHTENED AWARENESS folks. w5,

Thee Whiskey Rebel isn’t ALWAYS on the road of course.
More often he’s right at home in his living room easy chair throne. To
maintain a peaceful atmosphere he deman.ds that NO ONE knock on
his door unannounced. He sees folks by prior appointment only‘.He‘has
an aversion to telephones dating back to a bad telephone sales.Job in
the early ‘80s. Therefore, he will NEVER answer th.e phone... if he ever
picks it up and answers personally when you call, circle the date on
the nearest calendar. He, of course, uses an answering machine to mon-
itor calls. When the mood strikes he will simply unplug the damn
phone altogether. One of Reb’s pet peeves is nosy, thoughtless people
who ring the phone off the hook leaving gabby messages on days he’s
wrapped up in his writing, caught up in the pro-wrestling space-time
flow or simply dealing with his latest mood swing with alcoholic gusto.

Thee Whiskey Rebel totally advocates folks immersing them-

selves into whatever their sexual proclivities lead them to. He’s a sim-
ple heterosexual male without extra-ordinary fetishes, yet he declares
with gusto: “If I enjoyed fucking farm animals or having hookers piss
down my throat or jerking off in a pile of nurse shoes I sure as hell
would! Three times a day baby!! If I was gay, I'd be leading the annual

thi

arade!”
) Final advice on achieving the Whiskey Rebel Lifestyle from

the man himself: “If it feels good, DO IT! Three times a day. Attempt
to keep the government out of your life as much as possible. Never
order a single beer at a bar; ALWAYS order two. Never feel embar-
rassed or self-conscious about things you do in the privacy of your own
home that bring you pleasure. I'm a Teletubbies fan for poops sake!
Beware of time wasters who visit and whine about the same problems
over and over. Beware of your parents and other relatives who try to
mold you into something you are not. Always travel with a plastic fifth
of whiskey (several brands are available in “traveler” bottles) to avoid
breakage. If you feel depressed or sad, check to see if you've strayed
from the “pro-wrestling space time continuum.” Acquire a stack of vin-
tage wrestling magazines from the ‘60s-’80s that you can leaf through
when the going gets tough. You CAN drink everyday just remember to
taper off a bit once you are loaded so you can pleasantly coast for
hours rather than pass out in a pile of vomit. There’s (almost) NEVER
an excuse for cracking open a second fifth in one day (unless you drank
the first one very slowly over a long period of time); one fifth a day is
enough. If you choose to not drink, that’s cool; double up on neon signs
or pro-wrestling VHS tapes.”

If you haven’t achieved the Whiskey Rebel
Lifestyle after all that you NEVER will. On to other mat-
ters.

We had to discard my I-Mac’s keyboard today
after I accidentally noticed a Yahoo news headline indicat-
ing that Al Sharpton is going to make a run at the presi-
dency. I lunged for the cardboard box waste basket under
my computer-table but I was too late. My lunch was
spewed in steamy vomit fashion all over the keyboard.
Luckily the monitor could be sponged off. Maybe I should
have a lawyer file suit against big Al?

Maybe I could hire one of the attorneys who
recently conned a jury into awarding a 64-year old ex-
smoker 155 billion dollars! How could this lady’s life be
worth even one billion dollars much less 155? Not even
Alex Rodriguez is gonna earn a billion in his life time. The

I knew the human race was chockablock with (a.k
absolute fools by the time I was 15 years old or so. By the
time I turned 20 my hatred and disgust for the species
had grown ten fold. By the time I turned 30, I no longer
considered myself a member of the human race. If some-
body .called me a “human” to my face it was time to go
fist city with ‘em. A few years ago while working my
SUPEr\{lsol‘ shift at Tower records I was told about a
i:gOI.‘dmg artist loved by hundreds of thousands of elec-
ma"(l:;:a g_eek§ who reportedly was too sensitive to kill
L es. in his apartment. My first impulse was to bellow
& t'a 1g horselaugh... HAR HAR HAR! But then I

oticed mid-laugh none of the 18-23 year old clerks were
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laughing along; some of them were eyeing me as though I had just told
a blatantly racist joke or made a homophobic remark. They obviously
were quite impressed with the dumb jackasses sensitivity. Even though
I had never anticipated my regard for the worthless human race could
sink any lower, it did. And it has, several times since then. Especially
in election years.

Today was the topper; Al Sharpton running for President? I'd
laugh it off if it could but I know damn well a lot of morons will vote
for the lying human leech. A significant slice of the brain-dead media
will treat his candidacy with respect and never flinch when he presum-
ably declares that all those who don’t vote for him are obvious racists.

I think an eager cable network should immediately launch a
“reality” show based on trying to find a less qualified, lower integrity
and more obnoxious public figure to try to low-ball AL I can see it
now—defrocked priests vying with Klan poobah’s cult leaders and
Howard Stern show mascots.

So, who will Al's running mate be? Louis Farrakhan? Rosie
O’Donnell, to go after the Woman’s vote? Or perhaps some gangsta rap
genius.

As if Jesse Jackson, Pat Robertson, Pat Buchannon and Jerry
Falwell weren’t all bad enough to have to put up with sounding off
publicly, we're gonna be treated to Al Sharpton sound bites until elec-
tion day??

I may pluck my eyes out and carve my ears off before the
campaigns over... Il CAN'T TAKE IT.

So )’ayf 4
+le
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thee Whiskey Rebel c¢/o Brilliancy Prize Records
P.O. Box 1781, San Marcos, TX 78666
whskyreb@mail.centurytel.net
home.conectiv.net/~whskyreb/

OKS PROUDLY PRESEN

JOBJUMPER

The first hook by Hit List/carbon 14
columnist the Whiskey Rebel.

eL CaGe

All-too-true tales from
the American workplace.

intro by Jim Goad * 334 pages
$18 ppd.(US)/$22 ppd. (world)

...as rough, relentless and raw as you'd expect a memoir from the leader of the punk rock band Rancid Vat to
be. Perhaps you wouldn’t expect The Whiskey Rebel to be as precisely detailed in depicting his entire working
life, with both excellent perspective and no clichés. From picking strawberries and babysitting as a suburban
adolesceqt, to retail sales in Sears and driving teenage boys around in a van, dropping them off to sell newspa-
per suﬁScﬁpdnns, and drinking beers and blaring The Cramps on the ride home, it's not pretty. But anyone

who's held a bullshit job (and isn’t that everyone?) knows it's the ugly truth.
—Alex Richmond, Philadelphia City Paper

to order send check or money order to:

FULL CONTACT GRAPHICS, PO BOX 29247, PHILADELPHIA, PA 19125

or order on-line @ www.steelcagerecords.com
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HUMANS ARE INSTRUCTED TO JOIN
OUR €-MAIL ARMY BY WRITING TO
US AT:
MAILINGLIST@CHEESYGRAPHICS.COM

0h, Hey, it's me.
I'm back from the dead, to
communicate with you, the living, the near-
living, the zombified, and those “on the nod” people
over there in the corner. for me, being dead is a lot like
being alive was! Only a couple of things are a little bit different.

For instance, ever since't 1 died, my flesh has been sloughing off in

putrid green chunks. I tried clearasil and some other shit, but, sigh &
alos... the heartbreak of post mortem necrotic decay.
Change number two smells like number two, —— if you
know what I mean —- ‘cause, remember how I told ya I was being sued by Kraft

Foods, who thinks I'm tarnishing the wholesome image of their Velveeta brand
cheese-like-substance with my unsavory art? Well, a crazy judge here in Illinois

granted them a temporary injunction against me using my nickname, so I am

officially a nobody for now. Call me The Wind, Baby.

Heh heh. Like 1 said, the injunction is temporary, and could be lifted, depending
on how things turn out in the end, but if I am permanently forbidden by law to
use my nickname, I'm thinking about having a "NAME. MY ASS-BABY" contest. 1

figure "Ass-Baby" on account of, like, Kraft is fucking me in the ass, &
S0 any new name I come up with will be born of that ass-fucking, kind
P of like a little Ass-Baby, or something.
Whatever: Let's hope that
you'll never have to ...

.....
il

Help me N

NAME \ /M
N

It's not even being sued for a over a
quarter of a million dollars by one of the ‘
richest corporations on Earth that fries f &
my cheese-curds so much, as being called

"unwholesome” by a company that
currently has no fewer than three
boycotts being levied against it by

everyone from parent, teacher, & churchy— N
type organizations to the friggin' Sierra Club.
These guys are involved with everything evil in this
world from cigarettes, to genetically modified
foods, to fattening-up American children on
Lunchables, while driving coffee farmers to the
brink of starvation the world over; and they're
afraid that I'm going to tarnish their image???
veah, RIGHT!! You can read more about this crazy Krap here:
www.cheesygraphics.com/castlehassle.htm

You can call Kraft Foods here: 1-800-323-0768
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CHEESE FILTERED CIGARETTES
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URGEON GENERAL'S WARNING:

0 SERIOUSLY FILLS YOUR TUMN
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%\3& Helicopte, THIS PAGE: Here are a bunch
syMay&Bla of things I've done for my good
friends in the great Boston
band Black Helicopter. in the
lower left corner is a screen
grab of their web site
(www.black-helicopter.com),
which | design & maintain;
then a KRAPT poster design
for a benefit gig that they
held for my case; and
. then three posters for
one show, using two
different drawings,
' because the guys in the
band couldn't decide on
just one!
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Above: Poster | designed for a show in
Boston that was a benefit for a friend
who caught the cancer and had no : .
health insurance. .
Bottom & top right: CD cover, booklet, and jewel box design that |1 did
for a heavy bar-rock band called BURNOUT. According to the guys in the band, the
title, "Armour of the Gods" refers to the feeling of invincibility that sometimes
comes with a little too much of the old sudsy stuff.




| just picked up a new client, and she's a rat.
Well, she's a really cool chick dressed-up like
a rat. She's a pro-wrestling cutie pie, and
totally trash talking rodent named Ratty. This
is from her web site (WWW.KISSMYRATHOLE.COM):

"The Sewer Babe is in the ring now,
and she is bringing a new definition
to the term '"ring rat." Her
training is gutter survival New
York, London, and Chicago
style. Rats have evolved to survive under
extreme conditions, and Ratty is no different; in
or out of the ring. This crime against nature
will triumph any way she can!! So never turn
your back on her, and consider yourself
warned. She loves the color red. Chaos,
mischief, and trouble are her favorite
methods to take down her
opponents. TRY to poison
her; she's immune! SHE will

 Stats

A6 gg poison your heart, mind, and
Wﬁg;tr;t:l 55.7',? S | soul! So be careful, Ratty is
one of the seven deadly
Training plagues of mankind!!!!"

7 Steel Domain Chicago
Danny Dominion
Sexy Ace Steel

... and yet, she's nice, and
always pays her graphic art
bills on time!

East Coast Professional
Wrestling
Gino Caruso
& Kodiak Bear

Master Crucifer, bartender at
La Nouvelle Justine NYC
invented these for his li'l sis:

Vodka-Garbage

1 part absolute lemon
1 part tequila

1 part midori melon
shake well, serve in martini glass.
Add cocktail stick with olive &
impaled roach (preferably plastic)
Put two ice cubes inside a colored
condom, knot it, & hang limply from
rim!

Hepatitis On The
Rocks

1 part Stolychnaya
Vanilla
1 part Bayliss cream
Dash of Cointreau
Pour in tall glass, stir,
& serve with a syringe
half full of cranberry
juice to squirt on top!

O] Frome WWW.KISSMYRATHOLE.COM




Kraft Foods might think they've cornered the market on wholesome family
goodness, which | am somehow the antithesis of, but the truth is, | do a lot of
work for families, and little kids. Clockwise from the left: A golf shirt design |
did for a guy who's family has an annual golf outing; a crazy dog | drew for a
children's book entitied "Adam's Musical Stories" (02002 Adam Hyman); a
drawing | did for a dude named "Slim" who has a big family BBQ every year
called "Slim Fest;" both the goofy kid with the map, and the mouse sandwich
were also done for Adam's Musical Stories; the two sharks were done for
the Texas Board of Education for use with kids in
Grade 7; and one more illustration for Adam's
Musical Stories of a little girl on a violin with
wheels. You see, unlike those
/ lard-asses over at Kraft, | just
don't think that life is all one way, Man.
You're not all good or all bad. Unless, of
course, you're a giant corporation that
pretends to care about kids while

-

and calling it "Dinner."
THEN, you're mostly all bad.

What, me bitter?
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THE HUNGHES
Yes. No. Shut It.

The {:nmrlmelx| over the top debut album

from Portland, OR's wildest export. Sava
rock n' roll at it's primal and crazed. LP/

i

o5 SIDEKICKS

LP/CD $8 US/$10 WORLD

DUTCH GARAGE AT ITS RAUNCHIEST!
14 TRACKS OF SLIDE-GUITAR-INFESTED SWAMP-BLUES

'@ PO BOX 204, RENO NV 89504 USA
°°°°°°°°°° www.702records.com

THE PIRANHAS
Frotic Grit Movies
Debut full length from these Detroit
demons of art-punk-skronk. LP/GD

R

AN MELCHIOR'S BROKE REVUE
Bitterness, Rage, Spite and Scom
The latest and greatest from
this incredible band! LP/CO

INTHERED |
T T

www.InTheRedRecords.com




R e Glub! Blub! Sneaky
Ha! That stupid bitch! You speak of “turd?” Wel,

here's one for for YOU!

A MEANWHILE...

bitch will never find me down
here in my lovely, stinking, sewage
system! Ilove itil!

OHICAN'T
9  BELIEVEYOUJUSTHIT
MEINMYMOUTHWITHAFIST

love it ': . UL VAT FULLOFHUMANFECALMATTERYOU
SO much? ! B O a G PSICHCBITHCUNTADA
THEN EAT aa ;
IT,
YOU TURD
SUCKING §f
FREAKe

nHOLE. !
°

You die now.

Here's three pages that |
drew for a compilation
comic, published by
Boneyard Press, called
"Zombie Commandos from
Hell." The other artists
are Matt Howarth, Clay
%4 Henss, Jeff Gaither, and
Y creator Steph Dumais. It's
i a super gory, super nasty,
extreme blood-bath type
of thing, and you can see
more of it, in color, at:

www.raisinlove.com




Dracula's Wi

A little "Cat Eye"
mascara & a sexy .:
black top are a once in a while
small step toward
the Gothic!

Even a sun-lovmg

flower girl like me
an appreciate the |

appeal of dead

WWW. aanagaiharnot com

WWW. tha’tstrangegl l.com www.spiderbaby.com
www.waningmoon.com

www.gothicgirl.com - S.
- & www.gothicbeauty.com S e oolSitor

www.gothicvixen.net thi s
WWW. uampirefr‘eaks,com www.GothicSluts.com

| was recently hired to produce these two basic line drawings as "stimuli" for a
psychological test being developed by a University in New York. | was given very little
info about the test, except that the "person" should be generic
enough to represent a man, a woman, a boy, AND a girl; and he
"animal" should also be ambiguous enough to represent a litany of
creatures as far ranging in size and shape as a rat, a cat, a dog,
and a goat. Usually, as an artist, the challenge is to meet all the
specific details provided by the client. This time, the big challenge
was to be as non-specific as possible. | still don't know what the
psych test is all about, but | do know that | almost went CRAZY
= orkingon'it; CH?.I:ACAPRA )




Completelv,
SHE WiLL
DIE" |
AHHA VA §
WA HA
People o £ F
Eacth!z am
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1! 2
have.

epitaph.com

THE (INTERNATIONAL) NOISE CONSPIRACY

! In 1996, | started drawing a full length erotic comic

| called "el Gigante vs. The Super Lady."
| | worked on it off & on for years, but
never got 'round to finishing it. It was originally
, | drawn with the intention of having it printed in
| black & white ink, and | had hoped to shop it
around to a few publishers back in the
day. Eventually, | got discouraged by, and
distracted from the comic book business, and
moved on from €l Gigante to other things...

6'30““ EP Dllt u] .2] 03 Recently, | dug it out again, and decided

| that I'm going to start posting it on my Web Site,
one page at a time, every few days or so.
Hopefully, this will kick me in the ass to finish the
last 8 pages of this 32 page piece of epic
I stupidity, before | finish posting the first 24 pages.
The story, if you can call it that, is a
: Mexican-style Wrestling / Horror Movie type of
§ thing, complete with cheesy monsters, damsels in
y distress, and a moral lesson at the end, all
| combined with extreme erotica! It's too X-rated to
print here, so please tune in, and turn on, to it at
www.CheesyGraphics.com!
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HERE'S)YOUR
ERTRA

»

"My name is 'so-and so, and | am a naked-lady-a-holic" Luckily for me, the Internet offers more free pictures of naked ladies than I ever could
have imagined possible. Luckily for others, I like to share. The truth is, I spend so much of my free time looking at & downloading pictures from
the Web, that I decided to somehow justify all this time spent, by doing something constructive with them. Inspired by the "Page 3 Girl' concept that is
popular in British Tabloids, ['ve been posting ‘One Nice Lady Every Day" on my web site, with a link back to the original FREE thumbnail gallery,
where more pictures of the same nice, usually naked lady can be seen. [ call this feature EXTRA CHEESE, and so far it has proven to be a fan fave.
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" A WORLD CLASS SLAB OF PLINK ROCK THAT
KNOWS NO BOLINDARIES. ABSOLUTELY

ESSENTIAL..."
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ANTISEEN
“BLOOD OF FREAKS"
4-SONG 7" EP %4
ONLY A FEW OF THESE
BABIES LEFT!!!!

’;z,,

BADMEN, BUTCHERS, ﬁb BLEEDERS

ROCKN ROLL FOR YOUR AGS!

COCKNOOSE
“BAD MEN, BUTCHERS &
BLEEDERS”
LP 88 / CD $10
"AMERICA'S ROSE TATTOO!"
JEFF PAHL, SONIC IGUANA

3 " DISTRIBUTED WORLDWIDE BY:|

EHL

Atine fr ACTION

THE KRAYS- "A TIME FOR ACTION”

CLASS ASSASSINS
"STATE OF EMERGENCY"
LP 68 / CD %10
"POWERFLL, TOTALLY GRITTY, SING-ALONG
STREET PUNK THAT'S TOUGH AS NAILS"
-NOW WAVE

ANTISEEN
"DRASTIC / E.P. ROYALTY"
2X7" 6 / CD $10
“FROM THE MOMENT THIS KICKS IN YOU
HEAR THE LIVE, RAW SOLIND THAT HAS
MADE ANTISEEN" -BULLY MAGAZINE

FRANK Var=

ISTEIN h‘é( s

ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN
“LISTEN UP, BABY!"

LP 68 / CD $10
REISSUED WITH 7 BONUS

NEW YORK REL-X
“SHE'S GOT A GUN/PARANOIA"
CD €10
"DEFINITELY A MUST FOR FANS OF EARLY

UK PUNK...:GREAT STUFF."
PUNKROCKS.NET

ANTISEEN
"EAT MORE POSSLM”
LP $8 / CD $10
REISSUE OF THEIR 1993
cLassic!!!

THE RIFFS
“UNDERGROLIND KICKS"
LP $8 / CD 510
AVAILABLE IN DECEMBER!!!!

NeTHE USA

5126 W, CARY &

R/CHMOMNE

“WWW.TKOQRECORDS:COMm
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TOMMY Ev THE TERRORS
"ON THE RUN"
3-SONG 7" EP $4
THE LATEST STOMPER FROM
THE BOSTON MASSHOLES!

ANTISEEN
“SOUTHERN HOSTILITY”
LP ¢8 / CD %10
BACK WITH VENGEANCE!!!

VARIOUS ARTISTS
"PUNCH DRUNK IV
SPECIAL PRICE!!! CD 45
24 BANDS, 24 TRACKS!
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REAL ROCK AND ROLL
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ALEX SNIDERMAN [ROM 007] CELIBATE RIFLES [ROM 005) SCOTT MORGAN’S POWERTRANE
Stunning debut from songwrirer, guitarist, The masters of Australian Punk and featuring DENIZ TEK and RON
and singer Alex Sniderman. Great songs, Roll, back with a devastating new ASHETON [ROM 006]

funny but not stoopid, and plenty of album. Hard, loud, and SMART. Savage set of Detroit-style rock. Full

slashing guitar. Features tons of cool

scale assault. 16 track recording, fully
guests. Produced by Wayne Kramer.

mixed. Sonic’s Rendezvous Band,
Birdman, and Stooges galore!

Available through Get Hip or order direct.
Direct prices: In North America $11
Overseas $13 (prices include shipping)

Real O Mind PO Box 63516 Phila. PA 19147

Need more info? Go to www.realomind.com or e-mail geoff@realomind.com
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disasterecords.com

DISCONTENT
S/T-CD & LP (colored)

THE KINGS OF NUTHIN'
Fight Songs-CD

OLD SKARS & UPSTARTS 2002

27 trax collection w/Briefs, Smogtown, Texas Terri, Briggs, Hunns etc - CD

mailorder at bomp.com
EMAIL your orders at <mailorder@bomprecords.com> ».' =RECORDS

ORDAM
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“IT CAME FROM THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST!”

BAND NAME: DEAD MOON
SONG TITLE: “Psychodelic Nightmare”
FINISHING MOVE: Psychic Suplex
YEARS AS PRO: Since birth!
TOTAL COMBINED WEIGHT: Confidential
PERSONNEL: Fred Cole- vocals/guitar; Toody Cole- bags; Andrew Loomis- drums
CONTACT: www.deadmoonusa.com

BAND NAME: HELLSIDE STRANGLERS
SONG TITLE: “Desolate Roads”
FINISHING MOVE: Stranglehold
YEARS AS PRO: %
TOTAL COMBINED WEIGHT: 500 pounds of musical muscle
PERSONNEL: Dan - vocals/guitar; Chris - bass/ backing vocals; Dean - drums; Eric - guitar
CONTACT: www.angelfire.com/de2/hellsidestranglers

BAND NAME: The EARACHES
SONG TITLE: “Set My Love On You™
FINISHING MOVE: The Reckless Bastard
YEARS AS PRO: Rookie

$ TOTAL COMBINED WEIGHT: One metric ton of rock
PERSONNEL; Buzz - lead vocals/guitar; Prof. M. Kilbourne - bass/vocals;

The Spider - guitar/vocals; Mr. 4/4 - drums/vocals

CONTACT: ¢/o Alan Wright, 1011 Boren Ave., #114, Seattle, WA 98104

BAND NAME: Oblivion Seekers
SONG TITLE: “Bring Me The Dead”

FINISHING MOVE: Zombification Ceremony

YEARS AS PRO. Since the dawn of the dead
TOTAL COMBINED WEIGHT: 400 lbs. sober; 800 lbs. drunk

PERSONNEL: Mark Sten - vocals/guitar; Jeff Larsen = bags; Robert ParKer - drums;
Tina Purdy, Heidi Hellbender, Angela Crepeau = backing voeals
CONTACT: 2701 SE Belmont, Portland, OR 97214
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se days too many tattoo artists have the "qod
plex” going on. What | mean is, some of them think
it they are "rock gods” or even “skate gods,” “art
“punk qods,” “graititi qods” or whatever complex
are experiencing at that moment. And yeah, Il give
- a lot of them are monumental artists, but for this
gavor we direct our attention to the feisty entities
are actually walking around with the skin art. The
‘who own it, wear it, pay for it, show it, take care
i it and house it. That's right, this one’s about
“The Collectors.”

| ive & '
5t like the people who have my own photographs ‘inthe * 7
up on the walls of their houses or businesses, | it

{ collectors a lot of props. Tly signiticant other, lf ksb ,
d, King of the Dead, is a tattoo artist. | have large o
ct for tattoo artists and what they do.. so don't
e wrong here. I've protiled more tattoo artists in
ore taftoo magaeines and photograpfied more tattoo
‘Magazine covers than you've probably ever read.

e of these photos were shot for some of those tatioo
ipons and then not used for one reason or another. Bill

e ar{ director didn’t like qirls with green hair, or

00bs were (00 big, or fier nipples were showing..

asinine reasons like that. Since Leslie, in her

babe-o-rittic genius, has given me a few pages

w my stuif, | have rounded up these photos of

S tat owners, in all of their wild ink-age, for you

~ to feast your pervy peepers upon.

makeup by
JITT SACCA
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Apart from New Jersey, it appears Los Angeles is the
most openly hated place on the continent. That's sorta amazing
when you realize this dusty slab also contains Salt Lake City and
certain parts of South Carolina and Texas, but perception deter-
mines reality, ultimately. You hate us, we're hateful. When the
Lakers and even the geographically distant Anaheim Angels go
on the road, they're greeted with synchronized chants of “Beat
L.A." Not “Beat the Lakers" or “Beat the Angels.” It's always
“Beat L.A.” Does any other city get singled out for this unsports-
manlike contempt? You'd think we were the Yankees or some-
thing. | suspect this deep antipathy might be provoked by all the
horrible TV shows, movies and commercials, and lukewarm
generic porno, perpetrated by the big film studios in Hollywood
Cand North Hollywood, respectively). We are ashamed—even if it's
not our fault—as local punks. If we have any connection to the
Industry (take your pick, music or film), it's as pool cleaners, gar-
deners, extras, maids, waiters—as resentful underlings. We hate
them more than you do. Our worlds don't intersect with theirs,
even if “they” now have their own “punk” scene. We still advocate
a class war and an end to the caste system. A class war about
having class. Better manners to all people; sharing the resources
(what's left of ‘em). It's one of many reasons why Angelenosiare
so masochistic. We're told we're plastic so often, we turnibrittle.
We resent ourselves. We despise our own and tend to ship
things from afar; the farther, the better. We've alway: en
suckers for accents. Royalty, peasants, we can't te
ence. You're all nobility to us.

My true, lazy heart lies elsew here, buried
silos and grain silos and grain alcohol, chewed up b
mountains. | remain here; don't know how to le
songs pull me into the rocks. I'm fascinated by
exchange of elements, earth and water, dese

Even if you're agoraphobic, you end
great shows in Los Angeles. You don't have
comes to you. For a quarter century, we'v
thriving diversity of uniquely flavored und
obscure (Hector & the Clockwatchers, the
Imperial Butt Wizards, Fearless Leader, th h
semi-legendary (Minutemen, Ice T, the Germ
For whatever reason, there's always been a coup
viable clubs here than in any other American city, including New
York, Seattle, Austin, Detroit, New Orleans.. anywhere except
maybe Mexico City. That's the consolation prize, the saving grace,
of being stranded in the desert. Where | live, in ! ‘Lake (a hilly
neighborhood between downtown and Ho
there are four clubs (Spaceland, the Silverl
Garage, and Zen) and a punk record store €
walking distance. Along with hysterical co
and the still-of-late-night keening of trains
River, you can't help hearing the occasional sot
across the hills, of bands practicing or playing
adise, but there are signs of life.

Every year, on the last weekend of August, a dozen-
block stretch of Sunset Boulevard is blocked off for the Sunset
Junction Street Fair. This allows the pavement to slow down, and
the rest of us a chance to take over the street, to chomp chur-
ros, gulp lemonade and wander like starry-eyed rubes on the
asphalt carnival midway. The best part is that, most of the timne,
the booking of the scattered outdoor stages is wide-open, rang-
ing from underground locals like Radio Vago, W.A.CO, Candye
Kane, the Urinals, Pygmy Love Circus and the Hangmen to bigger
names like Mike Watt, Tijuana No!, Mary Wilson, L7 and Chaka
Khan. Atypically, all of this year's headliners were from out of
town. On Saturday, Mudhoney came off most powerful on their
earlier, shorter songs; the long jams tended to lose discipline. Sonic
Youth also noodled and meandered, kinda sunny and breezy;
Dead-like, but without Mudhoney's weight, making standing in
the crush of the crowd an endurance test. Eventually we wan-
dered away. The
next night, | was
charmed by
Sleater-Kinney's
Corin Tucker, who
looked so decep-
tively sweet and
innocent, then
belted out with
such yearning
power.

The real magic,
though, came ear-
lier Sunday after-
noon during a trib-
ute to the Gun
Club, helmed by
guitarist Ward
Dotson (the Phillip
Blues, Pontiac
Brothers, Liquor
Giants), backed by

s, bouncing
ies. It's not par-

) & Love

CaRBON 147 #22

his lyrics

Except on the West Coast

Possum Dixon bassist Rob Zabrecky and drummer Byron
Reynolds. It was a gen-u-wine thrill to hear Dotson scrape up
those distinctive scraps of slide guitar one last time. (Ward claims
this is it, he's had it with music, he ain't playing live anymore.)
Without the late Jeffrey Lee Pierce, this was as close as we
were going to get to the early Gun Club vibe ever again. Where
was Terry Graham? Or Kid Congo, the band's first and future gui-
tarist? And R.LP, dear Rob Graves, rip it up.

Various singers with connection to the band got up and
rasped a song or two, including the Hangmen's Bryan Small
(“Ghost on the Highway™), Mike Martt (who replaced Jeffrey in
Tex & the Horseheads), Thelonious Monster's Bob Forrest, the
Flesheaters' Chris D (many forget that the prescient Mr. D
released the debut Gun Club and Misfits LPs when no one else
wanted to), Keith Morris (who named the Gun Club in exchange
for Jeffrey Lee Pierce writing the Circle Jerks’' “Group Sex") and
the Last's Joe Nolte (who gave Jeffrey his first, pre-Gun Club live
exposure in L.A., when Jeffrey used to come up near the end of
Last sets and sing his anguished kick-drum-heart-pulse epic
“Jungle Book™). And, oh yeah, | got to jump on-stage too. | wore
the coat of the ghost, inhabiting his grand persona; inhabiting
deffrey, who seemed to intone directly through me on “Good-bye
Johnny™ “It's coming like a god with no name.. Look down the line,
Johnny/there's flashlights on the back roads, Johnny/look dow n
the line, Johnny, of the American unknown..” It felt more like a
séance than a set of oldies.

“We meet again,” Arthur Lee sang at Love's secret
comeback show, April 2, 2002, at Spaceland, where so many of
s lyrics n heavy extra meanings. The unannounced, hour-
inder the pseudonym “the Andmoreagains,” with
ual by Baby Lemonade) was his first since 1996,
rison on dubious charges, only getting released
‘Served my time, served it well/made my soul a
n the utterly poignant “Live and Let Live." |

cried at the wasted years, and how he could sound so sincere and
 hopeful on “You S

the Scene,” after everything: “This is the time
and life that | am living/and I'll face each day with a smile/oh, the
time that I've been given's such a little while/and the things that |
must do consist of more than style.”

If there's one artist or band I'll drop everything to go
see, it's Arthur Lee & Love. You never know what will happen at
his shows. I've seen him many times since 1978; I've seen all of his
so-called ups and downs and have always been entertained,
never let down and have always felt in the rare presence of true
musical genius. | love his digressions, his funny verbal wordplay
and inversions, hi§ tall tales, improvised jams and contrary nature.
| love how he used to piss off his geeky psychedelic folk-rock
fans in the 1980s by playing all heavy metal versions of his clas-
sics,enall-acoustic blues sets. One time, his band fell apart after
two songs, s6 he strummed “Signed D.C." solo, then he signed
autographs and chatted on-stage for a half hour, and that was
the performance. It was perfect theater. | saw droves of his fans
depart the Whisky in the late ‘70s in disgust when he insisted on
handing down two loping, hypnotic reggae 20-minute raps Cinclud-
ing one about how he apparently killed John Belushi by partying
with him too much) instead of putting out a neatly arranged dis-
play of the same old hits. He was brilliant and of the moment
that night. The fans said he was burned out, etc. People can be so
wrong. Even at his most wasted, or with the most disorganized
bands, | always found Arthur Lee to be quick-witted and hilari-
ous, able to carry even the most casual pickup band through his
complex time changes and chords. He's magical, with a cynical but
idealistic Lennon-type soul, but a truly chameleon-like ability to
play almost any style of music, including fragile, soap-bubble-deli-
cate ballads ("Orange Skies,” “Five String Serenade™) and funda-
mental punk rock ("7 and 7 Is,” “Girl on Fire,” “Stephanie Know s
Who™). Was “7 and 7 Is" the first punk rock song? “My father's in
the fireplace and my dog lies hypnotized.”

Lee's been playing it mostly straight with Baby
Lemonade, both in the years before prison and now that he's out,
performing mainly the old favorites, and recently emphasizing an
unusual assortment of rarely or never previously performed
tunes from his landmark and best-known album, Forever Changes.
He's soon due to perform the whole thing, for the first time ever,
with a complete orchestra in Europe. Best of all, there's already
talk he's working on a new album. His last one came out 10 years
ago, but who's counting? Love is one of the main reasons why |
postpone suicide and why | stay in LLA.

A clear-eyed and amiable Lee was in fine voice at the
packed Spaceland, opening with Love's hit remake of Bacharach
& David's “Little Red Book,” then immediately drifting off into the
gentle reverie “Orange Skies.” It was an unexpected thrill for me,
a longtime fan, to finally hear complicated, mesmerizing tunes like
“Your Mind and We Belong Together,” “You Set the Scene” and
“Live and Let Live” in concert, with Baby Lemonade’'s Mike Randle

by Falling James

Squeezebox
65

deftly
translating
the album’s



complex blend of
acoustic thrum-
ming into their
own clever and
nicely arranged
electric-guitar
parts. That was
merely the
warm-up for
Love's first offi-
cial gig, at a
crammed-to-the-
rafters-and-bal-
cony set at the
Knitting Factory
on Hollywood
Boulevard. There
they pulled off a
much longer, even more decisive concert, adding
extra tunes like “"Stephanie Knows Who,"
“Bummer in the Summer,"” “Hey Joe" and “Que Vida" and, most wonderful-
ly, that eerie and not-so-paranoid-after-all anthem, “The Red Telephone,”
with its slow, descending garland of lovely guitar plucking surrounding
Lee's quietly urgent refrain: “They're locking them up today/they're
throwing away the key/l wonder who it'll be tomorrow, you or me...
we're all normal and we want our freedom.” That's a gorgeous deadly
nightshade of a song, and this version levitated the whole Knitting
Factory. | wonder who it will be tomorrow... you or me?

If you live in North America or the conquered sections of
Western Europe, you probably already saw Mr. Lee & Love as they
swept through your villages this year. | only dwell on this because | can't
explain enough how important he is. About how many people who imi-
tate him don't even sound like him. He has a pervasive, invisible influence.
Everybody, from the strange to the mundane, from Shockabilly to the
Bangles, the Damned, UFO, Alice Cooper and Robert Plant, has covered
Love songs. That's a weird range. More clues: Love's ethereal “She Comes
in Colors” actually predates the Rolling Stones' “She's a Rainbow.” And
that's pal Jimi Hendrix playing all over Love's “The Everlasting First." Jim
Morrison used to follow Arthurly around, to the point of getting the
same type of dog, with the same name; it was because of Arthur Lee's
suggestion that Elektra Records signed the Doors (I believe Love's
baroque fantasies inspired the Doors' Spanish guitar interludes and horn

layerings on The Soft Parade). So Love was at the center of a lot of hurri-

canes. But this only matters, in an indirect, reflected, trivial way, because
Arthur Lee is still vital and creative now, unlike most of his contempo-
raries—except maybe for Neil Young or Dead Moon's Fred Cole. And Lee
is much wilder, more unpredictable. And he's overdue.

Tomorrow, Neko Case returns to L.A, and | can't get the
mournful soul-tolling of her new “Deep Red Bells” outta me head. | have
to play it every day before | can manage to stagger off to work. It's like
staring at the wall until it turns to glass, from tears. I'd say I'm becoming
sentimental but I've always been this way. | have a weakness for pretty
voices, and shiny, faraway things. Last week's diva du jour was the equal-
ly wondrous Mekon Sally Timms, whose languorous waltzes entranced
and soothed the wounded beast fluttering in my ribcage. At Spaceland,
Cowboy Sally broke the fragile spell neatly with between-tune rambles
on a dozen spontaneous topics, like meeting Lucinda Williams_ on the
street and wondering how she could ever measure up (no problem there).
| really loved her last song, whatever it was. A lingering desolation.. a few
weeks ago, Rachael Nagy seemed surprised that audiences in L.A.'always
go so shamelessly crazy over her Detroit Cobras. Yeah, they're just a
drunk cover band—who happen to play some fucking great R&B soul-pop
classics and obscurities. What a voice! What a group, this lineup with
Eddie Hawrsh on rumbling bass and Maribel Restrepo chopping up
chunky riffs underneath Rachael Nagy's vocal tornado; heavy-lidded and

seductively restrained on “Midnight Blues,"” then balefully radiant on “Bad

Girl” and “Hey Sailor.” Before all that, | hid behind the CD racks and spied
on Tom Waits pal Eleni Mandell, cooing her rueful ballads incongruously
under the tall, bright ceilings of Amoeba Records in Hollywood. All the
weeks of work and pressure and stress and traffic just go right out the
window of my head, as | close my eyes and let these voices wrap around
me. Like a cat clawing at birds far above in the sky, | envy and am jealous
of such pure, clear-toned singers. | can never sing as beautifully as them,
so | want to be as near as | physically can to such big voices. It's like a reli-
able drug to wrap myself inside them, like a lazy hot bath. Kinda like a
polar balance to my constant punk rock craving. I'm still getting over the
death of Dee Dee Ramone. And Joey too. To paraphrase George Carlin,
who was talking about the Beatles: Why do they keep killing the good
Ramones?

Punk’s still supposed to be dead—and it is—but
what's curious is
that I've checked
out as much legit
punk this year as
I've seen in
decades, especially
the Rezillos, who |
thought I'd never
live long enough to
see in the flesh.
Although these
lively Scots came
and played one
unannounced
show in New York
20-some years
ago (and later

toured here with
different line-ups
as the Revillos,
but that's anoth-
er tale), they
actually showed
up at the Garage
a few months
back for their
second-ever U.S.A.
appearance, and
naturally, we
went a bit
bonkers. | told
you; we're suck-
ers for strange
accents out here.
The band -
themselves seemed surprised that we knew all
the tunes, and that torsos were being tossed
every which way, but the Rezillos used to get a lot of airplay out here,
and, well, we've been waiting a long time for ‘em! The ‘Zills didn't disap-
point. Guitarist Jo Callis' guitar possessed a malicious buzz that undercut
even the poppiest of several exuberant new tunes. (And he's the bastard
half responsible for planting “Don't You Want Me, Baby" permanently in
my brain jukebox —at least this jukebox plays for free, if maddeningly
repetitively—during his stint in Human League after the breakup of the
original Rezillos back in the early ‘80s.) The group declined to play their
definitive, juiced-up cover of Peter Green's “Somebody's Going to Get
Their Head Kicked In Tonight,” which is a real shame, because they appar-
ently believe it causes too much violence in the pit. But Eugene Reynolds,
behind sinister shades, did sneer his way through “No,"” as great a snarling

punk sing-along as there ever was. And of course they whipped up “Top

of the Pops,” with its delirious, innocent melody arcing like a rainbow
somewhere over the garage. Faye Fife was everything I'd always imag-
ined her to be. She was like a punk rock Barbara Feldon, but dressed
more mod and hip with her big bracelets and polka dots. The face that
launched a thousand pogo pits. She never stopped dancing and frugging, a
twister of energy through “Flying Saucer Attack.” | was quite giddy and
dead chuffed about the whole affair and secretly pleased, once again, to
have lived long enough to see something so rare.

How often do | really get to see the Sex Pistols? The real Sex
Pistols. They're the whole reason I'm here. And not there. They're my
mid-wives. So it was like a family reunion with myself. Like, why am | still
here? Who was I?2 Who was Johnny Rotten? What did it all mean? Was it
supposed to mean something? Weren't we fighting against something?
Or just fighting?

The Inland Invasion festival, outdoors in the desert near San
Bernardino, was badly organized, oppressive, physically exhausting and
at times actually dangerous. Perhaps it was all a test. But if you could
ignore the cutesy pop-punk bands (Blink-182) and corporate crap (New
Found Glory) on the bill, there was also a lotta great punk, even if most
of the planning made no sense or seemed morally wrong. (Hour-long
waits in the heat-stroke sun for expensive cups of water?!) The morbid- |'
ly greedy festival promoters appeared to contradict everything ‘
ephemeral, mysterious and rebellious punk rock stood for. The festival
was 25 years too late, in a giant venue; most of the gig happened in day- ‘
light. CThere should be a law against the Damned playing when the sun is
still up.) But you know what? The Sex Pistols still rocked like living thun-
der, with Paul Cook hammering down decisions with a judge's brutal cer-
tainty, Steve Jones squeezing out these fat and juicy Chuck Berry
twists, and Glen Matlock plucking bass with more melodic undercurrent
than poor Sid Vicious ever could. The Pissed-Tells were slower than what
we now consider punk rock, but that was actually the case back in 1977
too. Sometimes playing slower allows time to sink teeth in deeper.

Johnny Rotten still pisses people off, causing the little teeny- |

~ bopper Blink-182 and Offspring fans to flee in horror for the exits after

each doomy insult (“And the crowd went mild!") For every crap band on
the bill, though, there was somebody great like the Adolescents, whose
beautifully twined dual-harmonic guitars from the Agnew brothers at
the coda of the exhilarating runaway-punk squatter anthem, “Kids of

the Black Hole,” was arguably the musical highlight of the day. It's amaz-
ing how well Tony Reflex/Cadena/Montana'’s silly, seemingly dumb
anthems like "Amoeba"” and “Creatures,” and his pre-Adz O.G./O.C. wreck-
ing crew (I believe the Sex Pistols and the Adolescents were the festivals
only early-era bands appearing with their original lineups), stood up
against the Pistols and Buzzcocks and other great bands of the day.
Okay, it wasn't that amazing. | already knew how special they'd be, which
is why we got to the desert in time for the Adolescents’ noon
set time. TSOL were eventually mysterious through the haze
of dust stirred up from the pit, and funny too, with Jack
Grisham rudely dissing corporate sponsors KROQ (“They never
played our music, |
nor would we want
them!™) and the
water merchants
(“Let's rush the
tent and take the
water from them!")
Good man.
Slobbering Brits
GBH were hellish,
rumbling downhill,
relentless, and
quoted Spinal Tap.
(“We're GBH - you
must be the US of

continued on page 111
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His head hurts, his teeth iteh and his feet stink.
o Byt that won't stop .. .
the
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A Classic Story of Boy Meets Beer, Beer Meets ChicKen, Boy Eats Chicken

In a lifetime filled with picky eating habits, there were three
things that I loved from the start.

Cheese is first, and was apparently all my mother ate during
the time she was expecting her little hungover bundle of joy. Cheese
rocks. On nachos or in fondue. In sauces or eaten in hunks off those
blocks you buy at the grocery store. It is versatile as hell and can be
shredded, melted, creamed, sliced and diced. You can even spread it
with a little mustard and grill it between a few slices of white bread for
the ultimate in American afterschool snacks.

However, I am not here to sing the praises of our fine dairy
friend. That will have to wait for another time.

Instead, let’s talk about chicken. This is number two on THG’s
All-Time Food and Drink list. It too is versatile, a fact I wasn’'t made
aware of until much later in life. You see, we had chicken three ways:
roasted, fried and cacciatore. Well, it wasn’t “officially” cacciatore, but it
was close enough that you had to give the old lady credit. Years later I
would discover that chicken could be grilled, deviled, carmelized, sauced
and much more. But let’s keep going.

When I reached the tender age of about nine, my brothers
decided that I was old enough to act as their lookout when Mom and
Pop went out for the night. This was quite the honor, I assumed, and
undertook the role’s duties with the utmost seriousness. My brothers, on
the other hand, weren't convinced they could trust me and decided that
my silence could be assured through a small, complicit act.

In other words, they slapped a Schlitz Tall Boy in my hand,
took a few pictures and convinced me that if I was to rat them out to
the proper authorities I would be in just as much hot water. They were
gambling men,and bet on the fact that I'd never
risk the punishment.

They were right. Worst of all, T don’t
even know if there was film in that damn camera!

Schlitz Tall Boy in hand, I figured that if I
was going to be in trouble just for HOLDING the
damn beer, I might as well go all the way and
have a sip. Or two. While you might expect
this to turn into a cautionary tale filled with
a trip to the hospital emergency room,
Stomach pumps, and visit from Child
Services, you couldn’t be further from
the truth,

In actuality, I was a much
More responsible drinker at age nine
than T was at age 19! But once that first sip of Schlitz raced across my
f'dSlC buds and down my throat, I knew it was something I'd be embrac-
INg in my future. And since this column IS called The Hungover
Gourmet, T wasn't far off the mark.

What alarms me is that it took so long for me to explore the
Wondrous combinations presented by a can of beer and a chicken. You'd
think that at some point a light bulb would’'ve gone off over my beer-
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addled noggin’, causing me to stop, consider the possibilities and begin,
ahem, experimenting. Yet it would take nearly three decades for the
worlds of hops, barley and poultry to collide - with dramatic results - on
my backyard grill.

I'd actually seen this revolutionary and easy-as-hell technique
done a couple years ago on the Food Network. Unfortunately, it was
presented by Bobby Flay, that smug, sweater-wearing motherfucker we
all know “is not a chef.” In other words, I dismissed it.

What I'm about to tell you is a no-brainer cooking technique
that produces the single juiciest, most succulent chicken you have ever
had in your life. And when I tell people about it, they look at me like
I've turned into Rosey Grier and I've got Ray Milland’s head attached to
my shoulder.

The technique is called Beer Can Chicken, and never has a
cooking technique been so aptly named. No glazing, oven-roasting or
pan-frying is involved. If you have a grill, a beer can, and a chicken
you're 99% of the way there. In fact, you can even pull this off in an
oven, but I'm getting way ahead of myself.

The first thing you're gonna need - obviously - is a chicken.
Most recipes you'll see (including those found in Steve Raichlen’s awe-
some book Beer-Can Chicken: And 74 Other Offbeat Recipes For The
Grill) recommend a 3 to 4 Ib. bird. I consider this a waste of time. Step
up to the plate, big fella, and get a nice big 7 or 8 Ib. roaster.

Next thing on the shopping list is a 16 oz can of beer (8 oz. if
you're only doing a small bird). Through extensive taste tests I have
determined that Budweiser is actually the best beer for the job. Don't ask
why. Might have something to do with the fact that Dale Earnhardt, Jr. is
on the can and he is the living embodiment of Beavis. Then again, might
not.

Set up your grill for indirect grilling and start your fire. If

you've got a gas grill with multiple burners this is easy. You'll
just turn one of the burners off when you put the chick-
en on the grill. If you're using a char-
coal grill, create two mounds of bri-
quettes on either side of the grill
with a drip pan in the middle. The
chicken will sit above the drip pan
with the heat around it, hence the
term “indirect” grilling.

Open the beer can and pour out
about half the beer. Punch some
extra holes in the top of the beer
can. Rinse and pat dry the chicken. Rub the outside of the chicken with
a little bit of oil (I use olive oil) - this will give the bird a nice, crispy
skin and it'll hold the seasonings better.

Speaking of seasonings, sprinkle the bird inside and out with
whatever seasoning mix suits your taste. I've got a soft spot of late for a
1:1:1 mix of kosher salt, brown sugar and paprika, with a bit of fresh
ground black pepper and chili powder tossed in. This gives the bird a
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nice color as well. Take a couple teaspoons of the seasoning mix and
spoon it into the beer can. Don't worry if it foams up a bit, the reaction
of the seasonings and beer will cause that.

In order to achieve the best possible beer can chicken, you
want to add some smoke to the cooking process. If you're using a char-
coal grill, toss a handful of pre-soaked wood chips onto the coals before
placing the bird on the grill. If you're a gas guy or gal, you can get these
mesquite or hickory wood pellets that don’t need soaking. You simply
place them in a tin foil pouch with an air hole and put them over the
burner that’s turned on.

Now it’s time for the final step in creating this culinary master-
piece. You're smart people. You've got a beer can and a chicken with a
big cavity at one end - what do you THINK is going to happen?

If you said that you were going to stick the beer can in the
chicken and stand the whole thing up on the grill you'd be absolutely
right! Place the beer can inside the cavity and give it a twist for a tight
fit. Charcoal grillers should set the chicken in the middle of the grill over
the drip pan while gas grillers can turn off one burner, turn the other to
low and set the chicken over the off burner.

Place the chicken on the grill, breast forward, using the legs
and can like a tripod. Tuck the wings behind the back so they don’t
burn, close the lid and walk away. A chicken weighing 7 to 8 Ibs. will
require about 2 hours of cooking time; a 3 to 4 Ib. bird can be done in
about half that. If you're using a charcoal grill you'll need to watch the
coals and make sure that your temperature stays consistent during the
cooking time. Gas fans can just sit back, have a beer and relax.

When the chicken’s done, take it off the grill carefully (I usual-
ly don oven mitts and lift it off) and tent it with foil for about ten min-
utes. You'll probably want to have somebody help you extract the can,
since it tends to get wedged in there pretty good and is full of hot liquid.
Carve, serve and enjoy. Repeat as necessary.

Don’t have a grill? You can still pull off a decent beer can
chicken - without the smoke, of course - in an oven. Set the oven at
about 350 degrees and place the beer-canned chicken in a roasting pan.
Position the pan low enough in the oven so that the chicken doesn't
touch the top.

Don't drink? Don’t worry. The beer imparts flavor on the
chicken by steaming it, so it’s not absorbing alcohol. Plus, you can
always substitute fruit juice, soda or any other liquid. Just hang onto
some aluminum cans when you're finished with them, rinse them out
and use them to create your own concoctions!

For more on the world of beer can chicken check out Steve
Raichlen’s site at barebcuebible.com. If you're, ahem, “chicken” and don’t
want the whole thing tipping over on your grill, stop by beercanchicken-
roaster.com and pick up one of Captain Steve’s contraptions that holds
the can in place under the chicken. Tell ‘em The Hungover Gourmet
sent ‘ya.

And relax, it's only cooking.

Shameless Plug: THG #6 is now available for your reading
pleasure. Read about the wild world of snacks in our special SNACK
ATTACK section, featuring recipes and articles from C14’s own Whiskey
Rebel and Larry Kay. Check out explorations from the backstreets of
Cabo San Lucas from yours truly. Plus, our movie, TV, zine and music
reviews make for great bathroom reading. Order on-line at hungover-
gourmet.com or send $4 payable to Dan Taylor to PO Box 5531,
Lutherville, MD 21094-5531.
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When I first got this assignment I was thrilled. Then reality set in, and I
remembered I had to ask Josh Homme and Nick Oliveri a bunch of questions
that were relevant and interesting, providing answers people hadn’t read a mil-
lion times before—all without tearing off my bra and demanding that Josh suck
my tits. You know, act like a professional. A professional music journalist. At
first, all I could come up with was, “why are you so awesome?” and “wanna
make out?” Hey, the NME fellate them enough—why not me? Oh, right.
professional. Since I never kiss and tell, I'll never tell what happened. Of
course, you can read the part I taped, of me and Nick and Josh sitting around
talking. They are sharp, smart, and very funny. I love people whoare confident
in their talent and ability, and at the same time realize what they do is sup-
posed to be fun for everyone involved. Like, it's rock and roll. Is just Josh and
Nick. It's serious, but they're also fucking around. Backstage at the Electric
Factory, Mark Lanegan hung around silently like Tonto, saving up energy to
walk onstage and sing his four songs. I corralled Nick and Josh into a tiny
room backstage and did not.remove my clothes.

How did you two meet and start playing music together?

Nick Oliveri: We met in school, actually. We went to a place called Palm
Desert Metal School. It was our little corner school in our corner town of
Palm Desert, Galifornia, in the desert. It was cool. There was nothing else
to do so kids that had folks that

do! It’s just
that our
music is so
schizo-
phrenic, it
needed a nice
way to tie it
together to
make it like
an album.

I think it's the
best use of
that kind of
conceit I've
ever heard; it's
subtle.

JH: Thanks.
Well, it’s sub-
tle but it’s
also continu-
ous. I've

would let them do chores and
things to get instruments got
together and played after school. It
was really a really good time; we
were like 14 or 15.We jammed
with Brant Bjork, John Garcia and
Chris Cockrell.

Josh Homme: It all started very
early. We were just kids.

So then Nick went on to do the
Dwarves and Mondo Generator, and
Josh stayed in Kyuss. How did you
two get back together?

JH: We were always friends. When
he was in the Dwarves, every time
Kyuss came to San Francisco or
the Dwarves came to LA we'd
always hang out. He'd still come to
the desert, where I still lived.

NO: Josh came through with the
Screaming Trees...

JH: . and we were supposed to jam but you stood me up because you'd
been up for fuckin’ days.

NO: T was up for too long, 1 was a bad kid. I played on the first two Kyuss
records so there was that connection already.

JH: We basically met doing Kyuss stuff. We kinda knew each other before
and then we started playing as Kyuss.

Why did Songs For The Deaf keep getting pushed back, and take so long to
come out?

JH: Well, it’s funny. Our last record we kinda did under the radar of
Interscope, they didn’t even know we were on the label, I think. And

then with this one they had pressure for themselves. We already had the
music written and they kinda pressured us, they kept trying to get
involved. It took a while to keep them at arm’s length. It’s also a'complex:
record, more complex than we could even understand when we were
Starting it. So it took a while to get our relationships correct, and to finish
all the commercials and all the radio stuff and everything. It'’s such a dark
fecord, it had to lighten it up a little, but it can’t be silly and stupid. So it
ook a while to construct everything.

Using the radio as a conceit; is that to address the
differences in your own songs? Was that an issue with
the labe]?

JH: No, the label’s been really good to us since we
Ironed out our relationship. Now it’s, “We'll make
A record you like, we promise; but stay away and
let us do our thing. You know? ‘You don’t know
What you're doing when it comes to this but we

by Alex Richmond
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heard similar things a little bit here
or there for moments in records.
Someone told me there’s a Who
record, but I don’t like them so I
don’t care.

NO: Is there a Who record?

JH: I think there’s one, yeah.

So why'd you guys cancel the show in
Philly last week?

NO: Because we have a new drum-
mer and he literally had two prac-
tices to learn.

% JH: I have tendonitis in my left arm,
that’s the main reason.

NO: His name’s Joey C., he's from
an.old punk rock band, Wasted Youth. He also played in Goatsnake, and in
Danzig’s band. So he’s been around the block, he’s not green. We needed
somebody who's one of us to come in and do this gig, especially after
playing with the drummer on the record. [Dave Grohl] We needed some-
body who would come in and know the stuff. We didn’t want to practice
a bunch. We wanted to practice as a band and yibe with each other, but
we didn’t want to spend time teaching somebody songs.

JH: Right. Play each song 20 times; because if youhave to do that,it’s not
fun.

So you like playing with him?

NO: Yeah, I'm lovin' it.

JH: He’s an amazing drummer. So the reason we had to cancel is kind of a
combination, I couldn’t play for an extended period of time and we want-
ed toplay really good. These are some of the biggest shows we've done
and we want to be as goodas we can be.We've never canceled or post-
poned a show; this was our first time ever.

Did you guys just ask Dave Grohl to play on the record and he said yes?

JH: Dave had told me a bunch of times that he wanted to play on Rated
R, and at the time it just didn’t feel right. I've
known Dave since ‘92; we're friends, and I didn’t
want it to seem to have the wrong spin on it. We
had another drummer, Gene, who has his own
band and had a bunch of issues going at home
with his personal life. He recorded a couple
songs and had to split, so I just called Dave.And it
was Dave who wanted to go on tour with us.

[To Nick] Playing with him was really great for you,
right? I read somewhere that you said it was the best
connection you ever had with a drummer.

NO: Yeah.You just knew why we were gonna do
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stuff. Like if we were gonna do a fill or a transition to another part, that
was off the cuff, we just looked at each other and did it. It wasn’t like we
gave a look like we were gonna do something, he just knew it was gonna
happen. So it was great playing with him.

JH: He's really easy to play with. He plays enough instruments so he
understands when we'’re gonna do something that’s off the beaten path,
and he wants to do it because I don’t think he normally gets to do that.
So he was passionate about it.

He was happy to break loose.

JH: Yeah.As much as it was a chance for us to play with someonie who’s
really accomplished as a player, it was a chance for him to cut loose. It's a
different style.We do some funky shit, and I think he was wanting to do
that, and not be in charge, L
too. But at the same time

not be told what to do;
we're peers. Everyone is an
equal, and everyone’s part is
important.You have to play
hooks on the drums as if
you're playing them on gui-
tar or bass, and he under-
stands that. They have to be
memorable parts. That was
our big focus for Dave, I've
gotta be able to sing them
back.

Do you take your press seri-
ously? Because the NME has
kissed your ass a lot, or at
feast a few times.

JH: We tried to have an
intervention for them, and it
didn't work. We just hope
they’ll get off the drugs.
Because, you know, hugs not
drugs.

Right. Or hugs and drugs.

JH: Or hug drugs. Like when you get a brand new bag Oliveri
of whatever it is you have, give it a little love first.
Cause we love love and we hate hate, that’s our

thing.

What's the weirdest thing you've ever read about yourself
in the press?

JH: I try not to read anything but album reviews,
because I think they're interesting. Interviews, we
know that we've said stuff, and either they’re correct
or they’re wrong. Either way, I already know what I've
said or I don’t want to know. I don’t think it’s good
for us to fall into any hype. We're “saving rock and
roll” Rock and roll doesn’t seem like it’s life is in jeop-
ardy; like throw it a fuckin’ life preserver or rescue it
from a huilding%r get the jaws of life. It seems fine to
me. We just play music and I don’t think it needs to
be overly grandized. If you really, really like it, just say,
Treally love this record’; don’t tell me it saves things.
Like, T use it to open cans. ‘Frisbee in the car!’ It's not
that important, that's why it’s so important, you know
what I mean?

Yeah.

JH: It's just supposed to make you feel good, it's not supposed t’o"tell you
who to vote for.

One weird thing I read about you guys was that “girls like your music too,” and
I'though that was a strange observation to make. Do you have an opinion on
that?

JH: That is kinda weird. We're just trying to have a party, and any good
Party you go to has boys and girls. So for me, maybe you're going to see
shows that are too guy oriented, where everyone’s mad all the time. Not
You, but the person who wrote that. That person maybe needs to go see
the Flaming Lips or something. When we play rock, we like to hear it

heavy, but it doesn't exclude girls.
NO: Yes it does.

Mark Lanegan

JH: We are all-male; we're a boy band.
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How do you feel about being a sex symbol? Don’t deny.

NO: It feels good.

JH: You mean a symbol of sex?

No, you know, the fact that people see you and want to be with you.

JH: I think sex is the best thing in the world so I'd like to symbolize that
somehow.

[laughing] OK.

JH: I don’t know, I don’t think we've had to deal with anything like that.
NO: [in an overly dramatic British voice] I can’t go on! Tell them I'm sick!
Tell them I'veidied! Tell them it’s something awful and horrible and
awful!

JH: I think that’s why we keepia full-scale gym and we do workouts with
the fans. :

NO: We have contest winners. It has a lot to do with working out.

JH: Sweatin’ With The Queens, that's our new.video that’s coming out. It’s
like a Richard Simmons meets Richard Hell sort of thing.

[to Nick] I heard that's why you used to play naked when you were in the
Dwarves, so the ladies could see and then say, ‘Me.’

JH: Sorta like
shopping, is that
what you mean?
| Yeah.

| JH: It’s kinda like
a meat market
Yeah.

NO: Kinda like
that. But then
once I realized
nobody wanted
to go home with
me, it became a
‘let’s scare peo-
ple’ thing. g
JH: Didn’t you
realize there were no girls at Dwarves shows?

So you don’t have groupies?

NO: I don’t like to talk about it. I actually just have
groups.

JH: Suffice it to say, we like to have a good time.
NO: We love girls.

OK. Stoner Rock as a label, why did it stick? Do you guys
like to get high?

JH: We don’t really smoke pot. Why? Whadda ya got? 1
think that’s something for someone else. We never say
stoner rock. Other people that'write about music,
that’s kinda what they do.

Do you understand the term? It's a label, but barely a
genre.

JH: It seems like people that really love Sabbath, and
are trying to get close to it, want to have a flag for
their music. That’s cool. When Kyuss was around that
{ tag didn’t exist,and Queens ain’t a stoner rock band,
s0 technically we've never even been in one.
Theoretically. On paper.

NO: I was a stoner kid when I was real young and lis-
tening to Ozzy,Iron Maiden and Priest. True stonef
rock bands.

Maiden is a two guitar band. Sabbath is heavy.

JH: Like Lin Thizzy?

Yeah. Were they first or Maiden?

JH: 1 don’t know.

NO: Kids listened to that music, though, when we were stoners. There
were punk rockers, there were stoners and there were preppies. I was a

. stoner.I listened to Ozzy, Priest and Maiden; that’s what I was into. So the
' true stoner rock, I think, would be Killers by Iron Maiden. Screaming For

Vengeance. Perhaps Rob Halford started stoner rock. Maybe that’s

because we had him on the fucking last record. Thanks, Halford!

JH: Thanks Rob! I suppose we’re a gay band now too.

NO: Thanks a lot Halford. It’s his fault, he did it.Tell him we said that.

So what's the relationship between you guys and Masters Of Reality?

JH: Well, we all like poop. Chris is one of our closest friends, he’s done
continued on page 113
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You can tell it’s fall once it gets a little cold out. You
have to tear the ratty air conditioners out the windows, break-
ing up half your old ass house’s storm window thing that’s
crooked already in the process, and the ol’ lady brings home
some pumpkin ale from the fuckin’ corporate “health food”
store. So much of that sentence right there is disturbing... the
whole conditioned air in the summer and heat pumps in winter.
We're advanced beyond opening a goddamned window because
some shitty little bug might fly in and ruin our “comfort zone”
and in wintertime we want steady, easy convenience heat and
not a fire which has all the soul of the world in it—a million years
of motherfuckers sitting around campfires and vibing on each
other, telling tall tales to the chilluns and to each other and once
the mamas go to put all the kids down, the men smoke funny
stuff and drink fermented stuff and do what men do. So much
wrong with that first sentence... health food stores that cost
too much, and how we've progressed so far and are so better
off, yet we eat all this shit that’s prepackaged and preprocessed
and we never kick it with the neighbors, much less have a big
get together where motherfuckers galore are cooking a big
fuckin’ meal in one of those giant type pots that vaudeville mon-
keys would be pretending to stir with a wooden spoon. So much
better off because we need convenient, faster food without all
the prep-work or cook time. We need it convenient because
we're so maxed out time-wise with shitty jobs that promise
shitty carrots hanging from shitty sticks by the hangman’s
noose, fancified with red, white, and blue ribbons. Yeah, we'’re so
great with our modern American life.

So like | was saying, you can tell it’s fall when the ol’
lady brings home the pumpkin ale; I got my first of the year
cracked right here, pumping some Jimmy Smith the fuck up on
the stereo, “sittin’ by the dock of the bay.... wastin’ time.” Hell
yeah, Jimmy, sing that shit and pound the fuck out of that
Hammond B3. So it’s fall and I'm digging into life again, finally,
trying to pull my brain from the mental rut it’s been in—just try-
ing to vibe on real things. My ol’ lady’s really into herbal reme-
dies and all, done a few seminars and conferences in the last
year; and this one kook, Susun Weed, turned her onto all sorts of
wild things. Now, a lot of it | ain’t listening to, because Susun
Weed brings some weird naturalist feminism into play, like there
ain’t no wizards and nothing but witches on this planet. But the
knowledge she’s added to my family has been beneficial. St.
John’s Wort, which is mostly known for it's stress-relieving abili-
ties, has actually kept me from getting sick this year, as any
time I feel sniffly, my wife busts out some sort of tonic with
that stuff in there, and the next morning I'm all good for word.
Anyways, she’s gotten into making infusions, mostly nettle infu-
sions for her and our daughter;, as it increases the body’s immu-
nity to all sorts of shit and generally makes you an ass-Kicker
health-wise. | tried it, but couldn’t get down with the taste, as
herbal infusions, nine times out of ten, taste like grass cooked in
water—which I guess is basically what it is, if you let your grass
keep it real instead of spraying and training it with bling-bling
chemicals and cultivation. You fucks.

Well, I came across this stuff called Dream Herb, or
calea zacatechichi if you’re a scientist, and it makes for a great
herbal infusion. Dream Herb is called the Leaf of God where it
grows, down in the southern part of Mexico, thus called because
of the visionary dreams a taker would experience. |l started tak-
ing these infusions, which are nasty as fuck tasting; you have to
drink it while it’s warm with a dollop and a half of honey, just to
take it all down. Goddamn right Jimmy Smith! “This is a mean ol’
World... takes a real man, uh man, to uh, really survive... that’s
why I’'m gonna get myself together and try to keep myself
alive... dig this here.” I'm digging Jimmy, I’'m motherfuckin’ dig-
ging on it. The Hammond B3 organ is the shit, and if you can see
somebody play the fuck out of a legit one, then go see it. I just
saw this dude a few weeks ago, Robert Walters and his 20th
Congress (my wife won some free tix to the jam) and damn, was
he bad ass on the organ. A good organ player can pound keys
right into your fuckin’ chest, and make you want to drink beer
and fuck women against your will. Their’s too. The Hammond B3
is like the King Motherfuckin’ Super Destroyer when it comes to
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organs.

So this Leaf of God, it gives you very strong visual
dreams (with mild sound hallucinations, but don’t sweat that). |
am usually elbow deep into four pussies worth of different proj-
ects at any given time, so | don’t sleep more than six hours a
night, and usually once or twice a week, I'll snake by on three,
sometimes two hours of sleep. At age 29, it doesn’t make for the
brightest, bushiest tail in the morning at work, but if all I did
with my life was go to sleep and go to work, I'd probably be
stabbing your neighbors right about now, wouldn’t I? So even
with the slight amount of sleep I get, I've been having strong
dream recall, plus the dreams themselves seem to have continu-
ing themes, building up to something; I'm not sure what though.

Infusions don’t work immediately like your normal
drug would. You have to start taking the infusion and let it even-
tually establish within your system. This doesn’t mean you’ll
start having crazy dreams like three hours after you take it; it
means you could drink this stuff for three months before it
starts working. For me, it was about two weeks before | woke
up, recalling the first chapter that made me know | was onto
something.

Subconscious, conscious and unconscious, they’re all lit-
tle kids holding hands and playing freeze tag in our fuckin’
heads, all intertwined and mixed up and shit. Dreams are so
fucked because they’ll take cognizant thoughts, tweak them out
and throw some kooky shit that a thousand monkeys sitting
around with a thousand Super 8 cameras at a thousand art film
schools for a thousand years couldn’t come up with.

So the first chapter, where I knew this wasn’t a normal
dream, like | usually have... well, | usually don’t recall my dreams
because, like | said, I never get into a deep enough sleep. I'm usu-
ally inebriated to one extent or another during all those short
sleeping spells at night as well. All this means little dream recall.
Anyway, the first episode was normal enough. I was in the field
of the Compound, chilling out under the stars. It was chock full
of stars, where you can imagine the roundness of the planet
we're on with stars from horizon to horizon stretching like a
glass dome over top of you. Well, I was laying there looking at
the stars, when I noticed one of them twinkling sort of green
like. Then another. And more and more. As I looked at individual
stars, they looked different shades of green, some dark, some
very faint greenish off-white. As my focus scoped back into the
Big Picture range, it started to sort of look like a giant dollar bill
behind it all. Well, as soon as my mind made that mental note,
the dollar bill started to barely light up, neon-like, behind the
sky, eventually shining faint enough that I could tell it was
there, a giant fuckin’ dollar bill lurking over the shoulder of that
universe of stars. | woke up at that point to the nasal assholery
of the alarm. I got up, sprayed water over my body, rubbed this
fluoride paste back and forth on my teeth and went to work. It
was terrible, as usual. Very de-energizing.

The next night, the theme continued, and I was vibing
on the same sky. The neon bill wasn’t highlighted like before
though some stars were green, so | knew what was up. There
was a barn in the pasture though, which isn’t there in real life.

You have to be careful; you might be sitting here doing
this thing, reading, whatever, thinking up a master plan with
nothing but sweat inside your hand, and you’'ll be like, “I’'ll check
the score to the game,” or “Let me look this one thing up on
google,” or “l wonder if there’s a Simpsons rerun on right now,”
and next thing you know, you’ve wasted two hours on some
electronic stimuli. On top of that, it sucked all your motivation
away and you're left with another wasted night. That’s the
drug right there, the destroyer of your conscious to piss off your
sub- and unconscious. I'm not preaching; I'm as guilty of it as any-
one. I'm just saying, is all.

So, you see, there was this barn. A little one, in the pas-
ture of the Compound which, by the way, we're actually getting
ready to buy. Well, we won’t own it in a real owning sense, as my
shitty government, both federal and local will expect tax rev-
enues from me. I'm simply pretending to own it, which is a form
of rent | can’t escape. Which means they own it, because if |
don’t pay my tax/rent, they’ll seize it from me. Those cocksuck-
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ers. Well, that barn was there, and I hear all this laughing from
time to time, real goofy ominous “AH HA HA” throat laughter. So
| creep up to the barn... wary, because in my conscious world,
there is no barn there. I peek through the barn doors and it’s the
Count puppet from “Sesame Street,” sitting at a table that’s
really a piece of plywood with putt-putt grass carpet on it, sit-
ting across two sawhorses. The Count’s got stacks of money,
and he’s counting it—being the Count and all—-just like he did on
“Sesame Street,” all obsessive and over-exaggerated like. “ONE!
Ah ha ha! TWO! Ah ha ha! THREE! Ah ha ha!” I go through the big
parn doors, and he’s still concentrating on the ducats, “FOUR! Ah
ha ha! FIVE! Ah ha ha!” I'm walking all slow towards his ply-
wood desk, when finally he sees me. He jumps up and starts
talking to me in serious bastardized street slang, with a south-
ern accent. He just keeps talking at me, about all types of
money-related things, fast and furious, like the Count counts.
About money not being necessary so I should give it to him
because if he can convince enough dumbasses like me how it’s
not necessary he can accumulate enough to cross that threshold
to the other level of the game... and when he said that, | realized
that it was Bushwick Bill under the Count mask. But you can’'t
really ask a puppet to take off his mask, because that’s his
whole thing, being a puppet. At least that’s how my mind saw it
that night in dream herb world.

For a few nights I didn’t have any real relatable
dreams, until the second chapter, which was probably one of the
more lucid dreams I've ever had in my life; except the couple
where my dead uncle visited me posthumously, but that’s for
another time. The second chapter had me kicking it in Farmville,
where I grew up, right at the College Plaza Shopping Center next
to the Advance Auto parts store. So this limo rolls up to me, and
in very Hollywood-like fashion, the back window comes down a
few inches, and some dude in a dark suit with sunglasses on
says, “You want a job, kid? It pays fuckin’ killer, and you can
quit whenever you want, no questions asked, and still get paid.”
I, being a man, thought somebody was gonna try and take my
manhood, so | stepped back. Dude in the car said, “It’s no weird
shit, kid, straight up decision-making skills to help my boss, you
look like the perfect guy.” And the door cracked open, so I slid
into the seat with the back by the driver’s compartment, facing
the dude in the suit and his boss, Ronald Reagan, who was
asleep with his mouth open, slumped over against the door. The
suit dude looked like every Secret Service guy you’'ve ever seen
in 2 movie and he said, “This is my boss, and | think you know
who he is.” | was like, “Yeah, that’s President Reagan.” (In dream
world, he was still President—which he may actually be, who
knows. ’'m more of the belief that George Herbert Walker Bush
has been running the country since 1980. But hey, beliefs are like
donuts, they all taste good when you glaze them over and they
all have a big hole right in the fuckin’ middle.) So suit guy’s phone
rings, he whips it out, and is like, “Yeah? Really? Okay, let me
see.” Then he looks at me, “Should we bomb the shit out of
Italy? Some soccer team burned an American flag with Ronnie’s
face on it after they scored a goal today.” | was mortified that
they’d think about bombing over something like that, and even
more mortified that he was nonchalantly asking me about it.

“No way, man.” And the suit guy got back on his phone
and told whaever on the other line to hold off and see how it
plays out, maybe the other team would score and even things
up. “Shouldn’t you wake him up and ask him?” The suit guy
looked over at Ronald Reagan, then back at me, “No, he basically
Jjust sleeps in here while we ride around.”

“Hey, you know what? You can let me out up at the
stoplight.” So I got out, the suit guy rolled the window down
again and gave me a hundred dollar bill with Bush'’s face, the
older Bush that was President first, rolled the window back up
and they screeched off. I was looking at the bill when it connect-
ed to the First Chapter as the same dollar bill that was behind
the stars in the sky. Goofy, yes, but it was one of those dreams
}that made me sit there on the edge of the bed, freaked, because
it seemed realer than a shower.

That led up to the recurring themes I've been having
Now, the third chapter, which has been involving the same char-
a_t:ter every night, but in different places each time. The first
time was just a chance encounter with the character. Again, sub-
Conscious tweaked conscious, and the west end of Farmville
(ves, it has ends) had been altered. You know how dreams do
that, everything’s laid out the same but everything is different.
Well, this part of town was blank pretty much and I rode a cab
to this restaurant for some reason; | had to ride a cab because
€very car that parked around this part of town had the wheels
and doors stolen and had been set on fire to make it look like
burned out ghetto scenes in modern movies about how hard it is
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to obey the law when you're a black guy in the city. I go in the
restaurant and it’s jam-packed, but not orderly, like you'd expect
arestaurant to be. It’s just rooms, like in a house, but every
room has tables cramped together with people sitting every-
where. Big tables with lots of people, like when your family is
too big but you still have Thanksgiving at Grandma'’s trailer
since she’s the one who has to fix the turkey, and you all drag in
the picnic table, set up the jigsaw puzzle collapsible table, use her
regular kitchen table, and you still have to eat in shifts. It was
cramped in like that, but it was all sorts of folks, all colors, peo-
ple I recognized from my conscious life and strange ones.
Everybody was drinking and eating so that every table looked
like the inside of the gatefold of ZZ Top’s Tres Hombres LP. |
ended up at this one table across from a shaggy looking black
dude my age. He was wearing a shitty sweater stained by paint,
like he was a housepainter (imagine that, a housepainter drink-
ing) and his pants were all dusty and shit. He seemed cool. A
table full of people kicked it and I drank some beer. That dream
was pretty uneventful, other than there being rioting and loot-
ing outside but we were all safe inside as part of this fucked-up
little community. I didn’t think about that when I had the dream,
but it makes sense to me now. The main part of that dream was
it established that black hobo housepainter guy in my subcon-
scious memory bank.

A couple nights later, for some reason, | was driving a
shitty car that broke down. I have lots of bad car dreams, prob-
ably stemming from the fact I’ve driven over 30 different cars
in my life regularly, and most all have ended up completely
broke down beyond repair in one way or another (or at least
financially irreparable, which happens a lot quicker if some uncle
or dude down the road is offering a new ride for $300 on a regu-
lar basis). | also used to be tormented by these dreams where |
would wreck and get thrown through the window and my
whole body would feel like a scraped knee. Or I'd be driving a car
that couldn’t slow down and I'd have to decide whether to run
over the couple people on one side of the road or the other. Those
probably stem from me feeling like | have no control over my
life and how machines will destroy me. Stupid machines.
Anyways, my shitty car broke down, and | knew the railroad
tracks were the same ones | had crossed twice on my trip from
home, so | walked the tracks back to my home where I started.
The tracks were raised, and I eventually ran into that black
dude again. We walked and bullshitted, since we were going the
same direction along the tracks. In this quieter, more serene
environment, I realized that even though he didn’t look at all like
him, he was this dude Micah from my high school; his voice and
the way he talked was exactly the same.

Micah came to our school from Fresno in tenth grade.
He had gotten busted out there for drugs and shit, and got sent
by his mom to live with his dad outside of Farmville in a rural
area called Prospect. His folks used to be Black Panthers, and his
dad had this crazy old house. It was very run down, yet cool;
missing exterior things over the walls on one side so it was
exposed plywood, yet the inside had books and a big fish tank
and anything you needed. Micah and me hooked up quickly, as |
usually did with new kids because | was very friendly back
then, owing mostly to my desire to find somebody new to do
drugs and alcohol with, and Micah had puffy hair, which was
uncommon for brothers back then. Maybe a De La gumby style
fade, but not a full head of afropuff—not yet at least. Oddly
enough, The Lady of Rage who did that “Afropuff” song was
from Farmville and used to baby-sit this dude | rhymed with. We
wrote a song with her called “Rated Triple R” since he was Rob, |
was Raven and she was Rage, but she wouldn’t even record it
with us on an 8-track because she was scared of Suge killing her.
She had a really nice Explorer with all the options, but she and
her Kid lived in the same shitty house she grew up in. The music
industry is a con. Anyways, like I said, me and Micah were cool
from the word jump.

The first day at lunch, he was telling me about the gang
fights between Mexicans in his old high school, and I told him we
didn’t have much good shit like gangs or fights here. No shit, no
sooner than I said it, two big black chicks got to scrapping across
the fuckin’ table from us. One got their shirt ripped off, but she
just kept kicking ass in her bra, big black tits bouncing all over.
She did kick the other girl's ass, too, even longer than usual
because the assistant principal, a big dude we called Sailor Bob
who looked like Shemp from the Three Stooges, was sort of
uneasy about grabbing this Aunt Jemima chick with no shirt on
from behind. But he did. And me and Micah laughed and laughed
and got high together after school in the woods behind the park-
ing lot.

Micah and me became great friends. He'd stay the
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weekend over at my house, just showing up, his dad driving the
peat up bucket they drove; we’d talk my mom into going out for
a day or two and throw parties where a room full of kids would
do acid and play World Cup soccer on the Sega Genesis. That was
the style back then. We’d go into the woods in groups and get
Jost and I'd pretend I'd know exactly where we were, even
though a head full of four blue unicorns were making everything
blow back and forth like a hurricane, and plus eyeballs were
dripping from the sky, but somehow we’d end up back at my
house in time to finish off the last bottle of Absolut Citron.
Those days were great.

It got really cool when Micah’s brother got out of jail
and didn’t want to live in the same house as his dad, so he and
Micah put.a wood stove in their livable shed and painted the
walls blue. They had a couch and a bed and we’d hang out there,
getting drunk on cheap wine and talking about the bitches at
school and how they were all prudes for not wanting to do acid
in wood-heated sheds twenty miles away from town. College
was gonna be better, which is what all kids who have parents
with money or parents with signatures good enough to co-sign
on some government loans say about high school. Then they say
things will be cool after college. Then they get a job and life
sucks until they die. But at least none of them ever admit it’s
been downhill after high.school, which ]l guess—if you use one
played-out saying’s meaning—means things got easier because
you’re going downhill: But I'm thinking more of over-the-hill and
you're not as high in the world as you were. Those two always
contradict each other, yet they’re both popular sayings.

Anyways, in my dreams, this black hobo housepainter
fucker. who talked like Micah... oh wait; I forgot to tell you the
creepy thing about Micah. The whole time I wrote all that, it
made me feel really gay. We stopped hanging out as much
because, again while really fucked up, he started talking about
his girlfriend back in Fresno, Lily, and how much | reminded him
of her in my attitude. At first, it was like, “whatever” and we'd
pound another shot. But once he did this a few times, | was
doing alot of drugs back then, and it freaked me out: I'm not one
to think maybe I shouldn’t judge somebody. Fuck that, my fat
gut has intuition for a reason, and if 1 feel something, no matter
how unfounded it may be, I'll go by that shit, regardless of the
consequences. It’s given me some scars, and made me piss off a
few a girlfriends, but it’s saved me.from ever having a black kid
from Fresno try to molest me; though a black guy from
Richmond did try to molest me. He was unsuccessful, and then I
ripped him off of some weed, but that’s another story for
another day.

So the black hobo housepainter is laying all this shit on
me that’s really heavy, | mean the type of shit that your con-
scious mind breaks in with a thought on your subconscious
dream to suggest, “Hey, you ought to remember every fuckin’
word of this shit, because it’s money, baby, pure money!” Of
course, | didn’t remember any actual word of it, but I had the
meaning stuck in my gut.

He kept coming back, night after night. We picked up
some bitches one night. He got the ugly one because they were
country white girls from Piedmont, North Carolina, and country
white girls don’t like black dudes, much less raggedy hobo ones,
so me and thig hot bitch named Cindy had to talk her friend into
hanging with the other guy. We’d always end up riding in some
shitty vehicle or walking along railroad tracks, and get to talk-
ing. I'd never remember what exactly we discussed, but I would
wake up with the feeling that most of what I see is not what I
see.

I know, | know. You're thinking one of two things.
Either, “You fuckin’ tweaked out freak, you need to stop taking
So many fucked-up drugs,” which isn’t true at all, because I don’t
hardly do drugs anymore. Or you're thinking, “Well, no shit Mr.
D_umbass Mack, everybody knows the world is a hypocritical
Plece of shit, and you haven’t discovered a fuckin’ thing.” That's
true, and I'm as cynical as the next three guys put together.

The thing is—=most people are pussies, and | don't really
Say that too much because my wife is a liberated type into
Susun Weed, like I said, and she’s told me the pussy is powerful
and not weak. It can stretch to have kids pass through, so me
calling someone a pussy doesn’t really do the trick. When 1 tell
You my wife is liberated, she’s not a cranky, academic type.
Before she had a kid, she could outdrink most anybody, and our
farly dates basically consisted of getting a case of Budweiser
a“fl driving till the box was empty, then turning around and
Pointing the machine back home. So don’t go thinking some
s"EI'EEOt:ypical liberated chick shit about my ol’ lady. Most liberat-
Gfd chicks are educated beyond their intelligence, as Jerry Clower
liked to say. But you understand what I'm saying when I tell you
Most people are pussies.
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And I’'m not talking about an Us vs. Them type thing;
not the cool kids who are into the underground and have fireball
tattoos and shit like that against the squares of the world. |
mean, out of that room full of kids sitting around with me and
Micah taking acid and fighting over who could be Germany or
Brazil in World Cup soccer, probably all of them are squares now,
at least on the outside. The long hair has been cut, the drugs are
faded memories and the carelessness has been replaced by
investing money for a future that ain’t guaranteed. Beyond that,
when |1 was in my 20s, | bet out of that room full of guys sitting
around pounding liquor and playing dice all night, arms covered
in tattoos and mouths full of contempt for the regular world, I
bet at least half of those guys wear shirtsleeves over their tat-
toos and have stocks and great credit and all that square shit by
now. Fuck, I bet half of you reading this right now, in 10 years,
will be exactly what you despise right now, but you’ll have some
sort of convenient psychological justification for it - growing up
or settling down because you had a kid or almost dying or
almost going to jail or some bullshit excuse like that. It’s
American nature, to eventually prostitute your naive idealism to
get in on the party that everybody seems to be enjoying. No mat-
ter how much you say, “no fuckin® way, asshole,” right now, half
of you will. Guaranteed.

I turn 30 in a few months, and I'm as fucked-up looking
as | was when I cut my hair like that dude in Voivod when I was
13.1 hate the world as much as 1 did when I carved FTW into my
arm with knife from the flea market with my boy Evil Ed. We
were all about stealing wine from the Big Star and sitting on
milk crates in the woods behind the store, getting drunk and lis-
tening to Extreme Aggression or Feel the Fire or Reignin Blood or
Beyond the Gates, and generally being River’s Edge before 1
knew what a VCR was. It was great. And it still is. Now, granted,
I've got an ol’ lady and daughter, so I can’t do what I used to do
all the time; I have to not quit my shitty job with a shitty lying
bossman, but | do come in late every day and leave early every
day and have dreadlocks and a hillbilly beard and wear my ME
LOVE WRESTLING t-shirt to work, just to keep him at unease.
Other than the dream herb infusions and some painkillers and
drinking heavily, but no liquor anymore, | gave up all the party-
ing, cold turkey and moved on. Having my head all cleared up
like it is now, it makes me more political. Not like I'm gonna
organize things and vote the same way as other people in my
organization even if it makes no sense to me, but political in that
I'm pissed off at/people. How could some of the dudes | used to
be tight with and so antihero with now be such fuckin’ sell outs?
I'd chop their fuckin’ hair off, but they already did it voluntarily.
The reason man will never be able to travel in time is because
we are three-dimensional creatures; if we had that fourth
dimension to throw in, every 18-year-old would jump in a time
machine to see what he’'d be like 20 years from now. And then
he’d kill himself because he was gonna suck, and such actions
would twist ourselves out of existence. When they experiment-
ed with time travel in that Philadelphia Experiment thing or
whatever, and sent that warship into the future or the past-I'm
not sure if they even knew where they were sending it—people
not only died, but they became embedded in the walls of the ship
and were still alive, screaming. That is twisted. And very real.

And I guess 1 find some comfort in the fact that the 16-
year-old Confederate Mack wouldn’t want to murder the 29-
year-old Confederate Mack, though he’'d probably think I talked
too much about how the government is evil, no matter what
country you’'re in, and he’d want me to stop watching Mexican
wrestling and put some fuckin’ Motorhead on, but hey, at least
he wouldn’t kill me. We don’t need no fuckin’ time machines,
because there’s a shitload of people out there who have, and a
shitload of you right now who will, end up stuck in walls, not
understanding how you got there, yet too fuckin’ square to care.

Keep playing your game, maybe one day somebody will
let you win a little bit. I'm gonna go sit in the backyard. I just got
a burned copy of Pussy Galore’s Exile on Main Street from some
dude, and I’'m gonna crank that up and drink from my box of Old
Milwaukee until there aren’t anymore left. The sun will come up
and people will care and will rush off to work but I've already
called in sick tonight, and I’'m gonna take my daughter to the
river. We're just gonna hang out there with our feet in the water,
throwing sticks for the dogs. Everything is not how it seems,
that’s what | remember needing to remember from that hobo
housepainter talking. And I am not an unemployable drunk, I'm a
good father.

Contact the Confederate Mack c/o
ravenl@aconfederatemack.com and visit
www.confederatemack.com for more wit and witticism.
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It is a very fine thing to be in Avignon yet again, in
the sultry July sunlight, for another edition of the theater
festival. I've written about this several times in past c14 stories,
so I'll cut to the chase and forego detailed descriptions of scanti-

ly-clad actresses and teenage thespians (and their moms!!!) in
revealing summer dresses and low-heel mules. It has been three
months since the stage lights went dark; I wish I had written
this down earlier, when the memories were crisp and fragrant.
Unfortunately, I delayed and dilly-dallied, so now they’re rather
well done and pungent. And this is how it went.

I managed quite well with the press pass (but you
expect that from this veteran of the backstage traipse). I had
my ID photos in hand, an old copy of C14 to prove my creden-
tials, and a ready smile to wrap it up with the lovely Sophie
Giraud, press-agent for the “Off” part of the festival—the one
that matters most for the bedraggled and casual, yet artsy,
observer. First item was a 10:30-in-the-morning Japanese piece
called Dream of a Labyrinth, by the 1028 company out of
Tokyo. “Ohayo gozaimas,” flashing of the presspass, and I'm
in... immediately I started feeling guilty, for only one other per-
son attended the performance. Was she comped as well or did
she pay? A bare stage, a woman playing keyboards on the left,
and the two spectators spent an hour oscillating between dream
and nightmare, possible comprehension and utter bafflement, as
a man enters a labyrinth seeking his vanished loved one.
Ectoplasms, demons and geishas battle shades of his beloved as
our hero seeks one thing, or maybe fights another.... or
maybe... I tried very hard to follow and grasp shreds of mean-
ing from the ominous gyrations and seemingly guttural
Japanese, but without much success. At the end, having been
unable to surmise much of the arcane meaning, I ran into the
charming Japanese ticket agent for the company who asked me
how I had liked it. “Very much,” I replied, “I enjoyed the look
and feel of the play, but I didn’t understand much of what was
going on.” “Oh, it’s OK,” she smiled, “neither do we... .”

Later that day, a French version of A Mid-summer
Night’s Dream was on the program. In a beautiful medieval
church, formerly the chapel in the local Templar Knights chap-
ter house, the Casalibus company gave us a big great mish-
mash of rambunctious oddments: erotic cavorting, sly innuen-
does, random quotes from the Bard and other luminaries of
world “Theatah,” a goodly dose of low-brow musical buffoonery,
Aretha’s “Think” as a conduit for magical tricks, some audience
participation, a cute Hermia, a fat Titania, and a fine perform-

ance by the boys,
Photos and tﬁxt hamming it up to
by Michel Polizzi

the end... and I
could understand
the words to this
one!

Back to
verbal mystery
with the resplen-
dent Hamlet pre-
sented the next
day in the same
venue by Nottle, a
Korean company
based in Wonju. A
very mysterious
and hermetic read-
ing, highly cine-

) OMIP GOES TO THE THEATRE
THEN GETS FEY ANID ENRAPTURED BY DRUIDS

matic in its presentation of this most famous of Shakespeare
plays with great and dramatic lighting effects and stunning
costumes from the Middle Empire’s mythology, dipped in acid,
fire and brimstone. The actors were most physical in a paroxys-
mic presence at the edge of dance, leading a bewildered audi-
ence through a series of hallucinatory tableaux and magnificent
set-pieces, akin to a wild waking dream.

A nightmare wide awake is more of a description for
Hiroshi Jin’s J-Boys/Company East reading of the eternal myth
of Medea. Mixing Noh, Kabuki, Western-style movement theater
and modern jazz dance, Jin and his boys (and girls) staged an
hallucination of utter evil and absolute beauty, unbelievably
powerful in striking costumes of sparkling colors and serpentine
undulations. The music was a savant mix of Japanese orches-
tral avant-garde (in the Western classical sense), put together
by the live sound engineer. I went over to him at the end of
the performance so as to find out what was what, but his
English was as sharp as my Japanese and all I got was a
knowing nod when I mentioned Toru Takemitsu, and that’s as
far as that went.

In a previous OMIP, I waxed lyrical about a flamenco
presentation by Luis de la Carrasca and Serge Barbuscia of
Federico Garcia Lorca’s Theory and Performance of Duende,
where spoken word intermingled superbly with Flamenco song
and dance. This year, de la Carrasca and his company present-
ed a pure Flamenco dance performance of greatness and brava-
do. Carrasca’s voice, Antonio Abardonado’s flash guitar, the per-
cussion of Juan Cortes served their purpose in setting up the
tremendous physical attack of the three principal and two
‘corps’ dancers. Over an hour of unadulterated flamenco magic,
with all the hurt of Andalucia in Carrasca’s voice and the las-
civious abandon and lustful braggadocio of the dancers, pouring
emotion and carnality on the incandescent stage, virtuoso one
and all. The audience went delirious, I left shaking in a some-
what similar mood to 1998’s duende revelation. Flamenco must
do that to me!

But the utter delight and blissful surprise was to be
Résonances, another Japanese production by Compagnie A-n
from Tokyo, run by the beauteous and talented Yuka Akagi &
Mizuki Nishyiama. With Résonances we saw emotion in its raw
state, with gorgeous interplay between dancers, musicians and
singers, in both the more formal indoor version, and the
tremendously engaging live-in-the-street performance. When I
chanced upon several of them in costumes (elaborate kimonos
for the girls) and make up, giving out handbills on the street
under the hot sun to advertise that evening’s performance, with
two veritable living porcelain-dolls playing the Shamizen, whilst
Yuka and Mizuki essayed a preciously mincing dance step or
two, I knew I was enslaved. I had to see and it had to be that
day. But don’t get
the idea of some
geisha theater of
Eros, or lurid west-
ern “Orientalist”
phantasm. While
Yuka, Mizuki and
the male lead
where engaged in
song and emotive
display (as far as I
could tell, it was a
love story about
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loss, despair, love, friendship and love, fear of being and not
being, and love...), several other cast members and musicians
had conversations on the side, pointing and giggling at the
principals and in the process mixing profundity
and some very bearable lightness of being.
During some songs, the plaintive tone of the
shamizen and shrillness of the flute met
acoustic and electric guitars for some odd rock
and roll of fine efficacy. The live version was
taking place at night under the stars of
Provence, on a large plaza beneath the Western
fortifications, where two large caf terraces
meet. A few hundred people watched in fascina-
tion; the playful interplays, the powerful songs,
the variegated kimonos, the sounds of East and
West colliding in amorous sonorities... children
everywhere were entranced and the adults
charmed by so much enchantment.

Year to year, my luck with the
Avignon festival varies. Luck it is, for how do
you pick a handful of plays to see—almost all
world premieres—from a treasure vault of 600
performances in every type of place and venue?
2001 was an off year for me: boring, mundane
or inconsequential were the half-dozen stagings
I randomly attended. 2002 was another story, with greatly
exhilarating theater, inspired and inspiring performances on
many stages, mixed with succulent food and frosty drinks sever-
al times a day, not to forget dolls of dollness at every corner
(and yes ladies, these can be males too!) for yet another yearly
spell of delight in the southern summer sun.

I then headed further south to Montpellier where my
friend Jean Francois awaited me to take me up into the ancient
wilderness of the Cevennes. I'll just mention the extraordinary
afternoon we spent on our trail bikes, Lance Armstrong-style
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(except without the Erythropoietin or the cortico-steroids, or
whatever it is the Texan freak favors) but in my case of course,
MUCH slower!! We pedaled to the French equivalent to the
Grand Canyon, le Cirque de Navacelles, smaller
surely but extraordinarily awe-inspiring. Then
after a few miles in desolate and desiccated
landscapes, we chanced upon a forlorn field,
strewn with stunted pines and dwarfish shrubs
where an eerie circle of two dozen ancient stone
menhirs beckoned us into its otherworldly inte-
rior. We spent a good hour within this arcane
portal, awaiting a signal from these adamantine
stones certainly possessed with ultramundane
powers from beyond time itself. How many cen-
turies had these antiquated alignments passed
through? The thought of human sacrifices car-
ried out by ancient and primitive tribes, practic-
ing within these weird premises the baleful
rites required by preternatural beings akin to
the Old Ones of C’'Thulu, gave us chills and
thrills of wonderment. Especially as we discov-
ered within the circle a strangely odd abun-
dance of ‘cardabelles,” a most rare and unusual
local type of thistle, everywhere protected by
law and the fervent disapproval of area
denizens for all who would cut the prickly plant for a souvenir.
In this stony circle of bewitchment, they grew in most abundant
numbers, mystifying local knowledge and understanding. I pro-
ceeded to pick one, with a reverential thought to gods of aeons
past, hoping for a respite from drear punishment in the under-
standing that my trespass was in full respect and homage for
Yog Soggoth and Nyarlathotep, Mordiggian and Tsathoggua!

OMIP on the web: http://mpoll.free.fr/index1.htm




I first stumbled
onto Bomp maga-
zine in 1977 (in a
store called Record
Museum), and
immediately
became a fan. I still
read Circus occa-
sionally, and
bought Creem on a
regular basis, but
Bomp was some-
thing new to me.
Creem covered
punk rock in a
backhanded way
most of the time,
with snickering and condescension the rule of thumb more often
than not. Bomp reveled in the punk explosion and went out of its way
to bring lots of bands to the public eye who might have otherwise
gone unnoticed. The magazine’s ads were some of the only places you
could find out about or order records from bands you’d never see
mentioned anywhere else; I bought my first copy of Chrome’s Half
Machine Lip Moves from the band’s own mail order ad in Bomp.
Once I realized Bomp was also a record label, I sampled what they
had to offer and, for the most part, kept coming back. Fast forward
to early 1994... I’m interviewing the man who created everything
Bomp, Greg Shaw, on the occasion of the label’s 20th anniversary. It
was then I found out about Shaw’s involvement in the record indus-
try and what led to Bomp expand from magazine to record label.
Now, nearly nine years later, with the label’s 30th anniversary just
around the corner, I spoke with Greg Shaw about a different Bomp
Records—a 21st Century Bomp if you will; because although much
of Bomp’s/Shaw’s overall philosophy and attitude remain the same,
the way the record industry itself operates—more specifically the
way Bomp operates within and outside of that system—has changed
immensely.

—Larry

How did you connect with people like Lester Bangs, Richard Meltzer
and Mike Saunders for the early issues of Who Put The Bomp?
You've gotta understand, at the time you didn’t have to find these peo-
ple... there weren’t that many people, there were like 200 people who
cared about rock and roll in the early ‘70s. We all knew each other, and
we were all writing for each other’s magazines. I was writing for all the
professional magazines. I was one of the first generation of writers for
Rolling Stone. So I knew Griel Marcus and Lester Bangs and all those
people; I was in it before those people were! I was one of the ones who
had already been doing it when they came along, so they knew who I
was. Even though they were all more talented than me, I just by happen-
stance had started doing it a year or two before. Still, I got points for
having the prescience, or whatever, to start doing it before almost any-
body else. Paul Williams was doing it, but on the West Coast there wasn’t
really anybody else. I mean, I don’t measure up to any of those guys in
terms of literary ability or critical acumen or any of that, but I was a fan.
Not before they were fans, but I was an organized fan; I was publishing
stuff, mailing it out and doing things organized fans do. Those guys had-
n’t heard of organized fandom yet because it didn’t exist in rock and roll.
It did in science fiction, so I had the jump on them because of that; when
you’re a fan—you publish a fanzine. That’s how come all of us who were
first generation—Lenny Kaye and so on—a lot of us all came out of sci-
ence fiction because that’s the same tradition of publishing stuff and then
exchanging your magazine with other people’s magazines. So you auto-
matically had a little club, and then as
others came along, they joined the club.
It kinda spread like that; it was a very,
very small community. I mean if you
look through some of the early issues of
Bomp Magazine, you see the people
who are writing letters in there and they
all became somebody later, they all
started something. It’s really funny.
Have you ever thought about collect-
ing all the issues of Bomp together in
book form?

Well, there’s a problem. There isn’t real-
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ly that much stuff that’s... it was fine for it’s time, but what it was really
good for was building a community. And [ stress the letter column, that
was the most important part; there would be 40 pages of letters and
maybe like 10 pages of stuff—and that stuff would be somebody who
just happened to have said, ‘Hey, can I write an article about gospel
music?’ and I'd say, ‘Sure, write it.” It wasn’t really edited like a maga-
zine, it was more like a nexus, where people could come together and
show their ideas. Then of course all the ideas that would come forth in
one issue’s letter column would lead to twice as many letters in the next
issue. To me that was the important thing about it, it was connecting
people and talking about the idea of rock and roll fandom as a commu-
nity that could have some kind of self-awareness and maybe take some
control of what was going on. Because what it looked like at the time
was all this music we loved had now been forgotten and shoved aside be
these industry weasels who were pushing all this crap we didn’t want to
hear, and we felt powerless. We were the ones who really loved the
music, why couldn’t we have the power? I was inspired—I didn’t dream
that up either—I was inspired by the people in the doo-wop and the
rockabilly communities, who were doing the same thing. They were dig-
ging up these obscure artists and re-issuing their unreleased stuff, and
they were doing what the real record industry ought to do with artists,
except there weren’t enough people that cared about these artists then. I
was saying, ‘Well, if there aren’t enough people who care about rock
and roll, why don’t the ones who do care about it—us fans—take
charge of it?’ And that’s what I was doing at United Artists a year or so
later; I was in charge of the re-issue program. We did like 20 albums. I
was trying to demonstrate how you could do a re-issue album properly;
put obscure tracks on there, get liner notes, discographies. All this kinda
stuff was being done for the first time by those of us who were
exchanging these kinds of ideas. In the letter column of Bomp, Lenny
Kaye was saying, ‘Hey, wouldn’t it be cool to take some of these
obscure regional garage bands of the ‘60s and put them on a compila-
tion? We were discussing these ideas—only we were discussing doing a
series of like 30 compilations. He ended up doing one album and I
ended up doing the 30 compilations. These ideas go back to 1970, “71.
So this is, to me, what was important about Bomp. And yeah, it’s inter-
esting in a way to look at this stuff, but I don’t think it would be inter-
esting enough for the public to look at. Maybe for people who care
about this kind of thing. But the articles that have some substance to
them, I do want to reprint those. Crawdaddy has printed a book of their
articles, but those have substance, they stand up. They had people like
Meltzer and Sandy Perlman writing 10-page articles about the esoteric
significance of The Doors or whatever. OK, that’s something people
might want to read now, but I just don’t think the stuff I did really stood
up because I wasn’t coming from a literary background, I was coming
from an activist background; I was trying to stir up some enthusiasm
for keeping this music alive, it was a different agenda.

When you started doing the record label, was that to help the
Flamin’ Groovies get a real record label deal?

Yeah.

Had they not gotten singed to Sire do you think you would have
continued to put out their records?

No, there wouldn’t have been any point in that. We did sell a few, but
what a band like that needed was somebody who could pay their air-
fares to Rockfield so they could record with Dave Edmunds. They had
like a $25,000 recording budget, I had a $300 recording budget to do
the B-side of that single, and that pretty much tapped me out. They
needed a label, and that was long before the days when an independent
label could take the place of a real label. I was in a good position,
because I had contacts in the industry. I was in the industry; the whole
idea was to get it on the radio—and I had a lot of contacts in radio—
and to demonstrate there was an audience for this.

But you also knew about getting a record pressed, getting sleeves
run, and things like that.

Oh, I had to learn about that as I went.

Back then there wasn’t as much easy access to that end of things as
there is now, but you were in the one place in the country, LA,
where there were pressing plants all over.

Yeah, it was a learning experience. Then, when I learned how easy it
was—I had these assumptions that if you wanted to be a record compa-
ny, OK, you had to get a business licenses, you've gotta have an office,
you’ve gotta have lawyers...

And you realized you didn’t have to do any of that.

Yeah. Each step of the way I would think that there was some hurdle,
people would say, ‘Oh, you can’t do this because you need that.” And
then I would just say, ‘Well how ‘bout if I just try to do it anyway?’ My
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first big lesson was that I don’t need lawyers. I started by going to a
lawyer and saying, look, I’'m gonna be working with bands, I guess we
need a contract to make it legal. And they gave me this thing and said,
“You can use this for a standard contract.” And I looked it over and I
said, ‘My god! I'm ripping off this band! I own their name, I own
their future, I own options on their children, and I'm giving them
nothing! What kind of deal is this?” And they said, ‘This is the stan-
dard deal.’ I think I made the mistake once of actually showing that to
an artist, but very quickly I learned you didn’t need it; eventually I
learned all you needed was a handshake and an understanding. But at
first I took a bunch of contracts from a bunch of different lawyers and
labels and bands, I asked everybody I knew who had an example of a
contract. And I looked for all the stuff they had in common, and then I
asked around and I found out which stuff ever actually really comes
into play in the real world. In fact, if you're not making any money
you don’t need a contract at all. Nobody cares if you sell a hundred
copies of a bootleg, it’s when you're selling tens of thousands that they
care. There’s a natural resistance to the thinking, ‘I can do anything I
want as long as I don’t make money.” Nobody thinks about it that way.
People think, ‘How can I make money in this business?” And if you’re
going to make money, then you need lawyers, you need to rip people
off. But if you actually want to do it as a fan, and be fair with every-
body and kind of break even and go on to your next project—which is
all I ever wanted to do—you can go without a lot of that stuff. I think
that’s a model a lot of independent labels have followed, although not
all of them. The more successful independent labels have been money
motivated, and that’s what you need to have any amount of success;
you really do have to have some savvy with money and business, and
I never had that.

Yet you have some level of success.

It depends how you define success.

Well, 29 years...

In my opinion, most people who get into a business—Tlike the way
Bob Biggs got into Slash Records. He didn’t want to do it for 30
years, just breaking even and living in an apartment, he wanted to
make a couple million bucks in a year. This is the promise of the
record industry—if you’ve got some street savvy, you pick up a hot
band, you go in, you make some deals, you stash away a bunch of
money and you cash out and go into real estate. This is the way busi-
ness-oriented people think; if you’re not making a million dollars
within the first couple years, move on to something else. I never made
a million dollars, I could never even pay my phone bill until a couple
years ago. It was just gradually getting more and more stable to the
point where you can sorta count on getting by without anything disas-
trous happening. But it took 20 years to get to the point where disas-
ters weren’t happening constantly. That’s not most people’s ideas of
success. But it is mine because, for me, business is a glorified hobby.
I don’t have to go to somebody’s office at seven in the morning and
do some degrading thing, I've got my own life and I set my own
schedule; I do what I wanna do. So I’'m happy to get by. I have kind of
a minimalist approach. I'm not really interested in making a lot of
money. I'm interested in living comfortably and having the things I
need, but I don’t crave new cars and big houses and stuff, I just want
to get by. But I want to do the things that I enjoy on my own terms,
and that’s more important. So you’ve gotta take each individual—if
you look at independent labels and the way they operate, their history,
and the decisions they’ve made and the things they’ve done, it usually
comes down to the character of who’s behind it... we’ve got a new
deal now, a new label called the Committee To Keep Music Evil, and
one of the premises of that is that it’s a label but it’s not a record com-
pany. I’'m doing it in partnership with Anton Newcombe from the
Brian Jonestown Massacre, and what we do is we go to bands and say,
‘Look, why don’t we make a live record with you guys. We’ll record
you at your gig, put it out, you get like 500 free copies, you make
three or four thousand dollars on the road.’ You get all this extra pub-
licity and stuff, you own the masters, we don’t have control of any of
your songs, we don’t have any contracts, we’re not in opposition to
anybody you’re working with, we help the people you’re working
with; everybody wins. I think it’s a good model. See, I've been look-
ing; every so often the industry changes and you have to find a new
model for the way things are done. Right now, with all of the changes
going on—the change to digital everything, the collapse of record dis-
tribution, the insanity with the major labels—I thinkithe best model
for most indie bands is to sell their records at their own shows and
have an affiliation with some people with some credibility. I believe in
partnerships and networks of people who all help each other out. So
when we work with a band, if they need to be hooked up with some-
body in Europe or an agency somewhere or anything else, we figure if
we know enough people, we can hook them up. We have a branch of
the Committee in Australia, and we’ve got a band from there we’re
going to be releasing, they’ve got an agency down there and they’re
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gonna be bringing in bands from here to tour; the bands will tour
together, they’ll record together, they’ll help each other out. There’s a
kind of synergy to it that does not depend on the economics of the
record industry as normally understood at all. We’re dealing almost in
a barter system; we manufacture the product, we barter the product
with the bands, they sell it retail, and instead of getting 80 cents a
record after deductions they’re getting $10 a record. It’s a lot more
sensible. I've always felt really uncomfortable working with major
labels. I've been offered deals by them; they’ve offered me millions of
dollars without even hearing the product, and to me there’s something
wacky about that. If they don’t understand the music and who’s gonna
buy it and why we love it, then we shouldn’t be getting in bed with
them. It is very tempting, and it always has been tempting to bands to
get in bed with mobsters but it just doesn’t feel right. But it does feel
right to work with people who are in the same network and love the
music the same way you do. I think it just is totally more effective.
Over the past decade or so there have been newer bands you’ve
been working with like Brian Jonestown Massacre and the
Warlocks. Are these bands coming to you, are you going out and
finding them yourself or are people telling you, hey you should go
see these guys?

Well, in the case of those bands, Brian Jonestown sent demo tapes to
everybody, including me—but they didn’t put any return address on
them. And I took the trouble to go to San Francisco and prowl through
the streets looking for people who might know these guys because |
was just knocked out by their demo, it was just so wacked out. But
that’s just me. If something really knocks me out, I’ll track it down
and I’ll find it. But that’s not how I think things are normally done,
even for me. Nowadays I usually look for a band that’s been around
for a while, has a couple records out, has a demonstrable following so
that we don’t ship records out into a void. But with the Warlocks, I
saw them play live about four years ago. They weren’t very good but I
thought, ‘I’ll keep an eye on these guys.” And then they started getting
better and better. Then they made a deal with this other guy who was
starting a label—he had a little bit of money from an insurance settle-
ment or something; he had $1000 and was gonna make a record with
them. So I talked to the band, and I said, ‘Why don’t I help that guy?
Why don’t we work together and do some kind of a partnership deal
where he’ll put in what money he has but we’ll do the job of getting
the record distributed in the stores.’—because he’s not gonna be able
to do that with $1,000 and no back catalog, plus he’ll never get paid. I
met with the guy and it seemed like a good idea. So we pursued that
model for a few months, and then that guy kinda freaked out and said,
‘No, I want to control everything, I want to own everything, and I
don’t have any money to put into it.” And the band said, ‘Look, if you
don’t have any faith in this, then we don’t want to work with you.” So
they came back to me; they’re free to go and they’re free to come
back. A lot of times bands will go towards something that looks more
attractive, and eventually they’ll come back. I'm comfortable with
that. We made two records with them, and now they’re just starting
with another label. It looks like they’re gonna do well there. But if
they don’t, or if the label fails or something else, they can always
come back; they’re part of the Bomp family. I consider them family.
It’s like if your kid wants to go off to college instead of joining the
family business, well, that’s cool. Now I'm working with this
Committee idea, most of the bands we’re working with nowadays are
going through that, but there’s a couple of other bands I'm working
with on the Bomp label. I look at each situation, see what they need
and what we can do for them, and try to structure it around that. I'm
really exploring, I'm looking for more effective ways to do things, and
I’m also aware that the business environment is changing constantly.
So I kinda feel like now I'm thinking on my feet and looking around
and not tied down to any particular way of doing things. I'm still
kinda trying to really sharpen my vision at this point. Cause I’'m pretty
old, I could retire soon if I had more money, but the fact is I'm trying
to work really hard to stay effective, to stay on the edge of what’s
meaningful to me and to make a difference in rock and roll and to
help good bands get where they need to go and not get bogged down
in the wrong way of doing things. So
it’s brought out a kind of intensity of
thinking and analyzing and trying to
figure out what works and what
doesn’t. It’s just in the last year or
two, I’ve kinda like woken up from a
slumber and gotten more aware of
the need to stay on top of change.
You’ve always done the subsidiary
labels, but he affiliate labels like
Alive and Total Energy and
Disaster are a more recent devel-
opment.
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That’s another person, those labels, that’s all Patrick Boissel. He comes from France; he
had a label over there, Marilyn. I knew him from the old days, and all the criminals in
France putting out illegal Stooges records. They all know each other; we all know each
other. He was never one of those crooks, he was a good guy and he had real good taste
in music—he was putting out The Flamin’ Groovies and Roy Loney and lots of cool cult
American bands. And then he moved over here and married my ex-wife, my business
partner Suzy, so he kinda became married to Bomp too. There really is no business,
proper contractual corporate structure to it, we just do everything together. He keeps
control of his masters and does his own promotion and artwork and everything, but the
distribution and the cashflow all goes through Bomp. We call it an affiliate label but it’s
really a separate group of labels. He has a completely different philosophy about signing
artists, but I like what he does and he’s got good taste, so it’s compatible.

I’m sure people have approached you about this before, but have you ever given
serious thought to writing your autobiography?

No, I haven’t. People approach me all the time but there’s one thing they don’t under-
stand. For one thing—there are a lot of books out there by people who’ve lived through
some important rock history and have written it down; they have really good memories
and all the details, anecdotes and stuff you wanna read. I have a terrible memory and I
have not really been that close to the center of a lot of really important action, with one
exception—the early days of punk rock; I was right in the middle of it. But for the life
of me I can’t remember much more than vague blurry pictures, and that’s not gonna
make much of a book. At the same time I've always been kind of—I don’t want to say
antisocial but I'm kind of a loner. I don’t really make friends very well so I have not
been intimately involved in a lot of these things, I've just been around. I don’t think that
really makes for an interesting story.

I see what you’re saying.

But there are some really good memoirs out there. I just recently read Mick Farren’s
memoirs—fabulous stuff. If I had a memory like his... but then, he had a much more
interesting life than I did in rock and roll. Actually I’ve been reading quite a few others,
I’m reading Simon Napier Bell’s memoirs now, and those are really interesting. The
Andrew Loog Oldham books are fabulous stuff. And that’s another thing, I appreciate
good writing, and I realize my limitations as a writer; some things I can do well, some
things I can’t. If I'm going to do a mediocre job of something, I’'m just not going to do
it. But on the other hand, I've got my bio online, where I’ve kind of rehashed as much as
I can remember of the interesting stuff and that—well, that’s gonna have to be good
enough.

So what’s the immediate future for Bomp hold? What’s in the cards for next year?
I’'m kind of excited about it, we’ve got a whole bunch of good bands, we’ve got strong
new distribution—the problems in the past with Caroline and others are kind of behind
us—and I'm very excited about the stuff Anton is doing. Brian Jonestown I think could
break this year; we’ve got stuff coming out with them in Australia, England and Sweden,
and I think all they need to do is a tour over there and it could break wide open for
them. They’re doing very well in the States, each record sells like 50% more than the
one before it; they’re up to like 10,000 now. Y know, if they release three albums next
year... plus he’s growing as a producer, he’s produced like six band’s albums in the last
few months. That's%ll really good stuff. So with him out there touring and meeting
bands all over the place, every band he meets—if they’re any good—he says, ‘Let me
record you.” He’s got his portable recording equipment, and they have a handshake deal
to do a live record. Some of them he’ll make deals to do studio records, we can hook the
up with friendly producers with home studios and do all those things on a low budget. I
can’t get out and discover a hundred bands, I’m not traveling like that, but I can organ-
ize it all, put it together and make it happen on this end. And it’s kind of an interesting
model; I’ve never worked that model before, I've always been my own A&R guy. It’s
kinda the same model Patrick is working on; he’s got Duane Peters with his Disaster
label, and Duane’s out there touring all the time and finding punk bands—finding great
ones, these bands are all doing really good. So we’re kinda concentrating more on
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streamlining and more effectively operating the label end of it. The talent flow is coming
through these kind of partnership deals we have with these artists, and that’s an interest-
ing model I’'m interested in exploring, too. I'm very excited by the potential of the inter-
net, I’ve been pretty much doing nothing but working on the internet the last few years,
building up the website—the website is like 700 pages now, and it’s growing all the
time. I want to add a lot more stuff into it, make it more interesting, it’s going to be
graphically redesigned... all of that boring stuff. But what I feel is the flow of traffic—
no, what I can see the flow of traffic to it is—is like 80,000 hits a month now. It used to
be like 2,000 people a week until a year or two ago. I've always thought the internet
wouldn’t mean anything in music until enough people were on it that you could sell
enough records to make a difference. Selling a thousand records a month is not enough
to keep a business like ours going, you still need normal distribution. But if you could
actually do without store distribution I think it would be a great kind of protection
against the vagaries of large corporate bullshit. I think all these corporate structures are
pretty much on very thin ice, they could all go under any time. They have very high
overhead, very low margins; I don’t trust any of them. We’ve been around long enough
we've seen all the distributors come and go, come and go; I can’t think of one distribu-
tor that’s around now that was around 10 years ago—certainly not 20 years ago. So it’s
an inherently risky type of business. Every time a distributor goes out of business a
whole load of labels go out of business because they owe them all money and all these
labels are stretched thin. One of the things I like about independence is having control
over my own destiny and not fearing that some other jerk-off is going to make some bad
decisions in his business and I’m going to end up going out of business. So I'm trying
to do all I can to make it more effective to promote and sell and have these band com-
munities on the internet. I see a website as kind of being equivalent to a fanzine, I really
do. I get the same feeling from it; you’ve got words and pictures, you can use it for
advocacy, you can use it to—it’s so much better than magazines in a way because you
can have these hyperlinks where you can point people to all kinds of other interesting
things and you can form these networks. I guess that goes back to the basis of my inter-
est in all of this stuff, networking and putting together communities of people of com-
mon but not particularly mainstream interest to insure that those interests are allowed to
survive outside of the mainstream. It’s always been a struggle for anything not in the
mainstream. So I see these new ways of doing things emerging and I’'m kind of playing
around and seeing what I can do with them; it’s a lot fun for me. As I said, we have a
whole bunch of cool bands, and one of the things that happens with a label is that when
you put out a band that a lot of people start to hear about and get excited about, all
kinds of other bands who do a similar type of thing start submitting their stuff to you.
And that goes back to another question you asked—you don’t have to really go out look-
ing for bands because bands will know that their record collection is full of stuff on your
label, they like the stuff you do, their stuff is appropriate for your label, and they send it
to your label. It becomes self-fulfilling thing. So if the Warlocks do really well in the
next year, which I think they will, and the Brain Jonestown keeps doing as well as they
have, we’re going to be getting more and more tapes from bands—well, CDs now-—who
kind of fit into that model. I just think we had a little bit of a period where there was not
much happening; I was very bored in the mid-"90s, I didn’t think there was anything
happening at all. And then around ‘97 there started to be a couple cool bands in LA, and
then I got really sick and went in the hospital. It was late ‘99 before I came out, and
then I started to piece together the makings of some kind of new scene. But it’s been a
long time. The last time I thought there was a new scene that I was really excited about
was the late “80s, early “90s; all those British bands like Spacemen 3, the Darkside and
all those kinds of bands. I wanted to be going back and forth to England and picking up
bands from labels over there and licensing them for over here, cause that was music [
loved. Then when that kind of didn’t work out, I didn’t have a new cause or a new scene
that interested me. But I'm feeling very passionate about what’s going on now in music
so I’'m happy about that.

W




Who Was Jhat
Masked Man?

A History of Mexican
Lucha Libre Wresting

by Mike Mindless

Wrestling was first brought to Mexico from America by a
German! VYes, it's true. Lucha Libre was a transplanted sport introduced
to Mexico by German promoter, Salvador Lutteroth, and rapidly gained
popularity to the extent that today it is one of the top 3 sports in
Mexico. Ironically, the first masked wrestlers were Americans masking
their identities from the Mexican fans. And yes, it is a sport. Unlike in
America, where wrestling is “sports entertainment,” the Mexican people
and press give their heroes the kind of respect the sport had in this
country until the 1970s, when WWF bastardized the sport into a soap
opera and played up the less believable aspects of wrestling. In Mexico,
w restling still receives mainstream media coverage, and matches are
sold as true athletic duels with no pre-ordained outcomes.

Many of the masks worn by the Mexican wrestlers are
based on designs from their ancestry, as the Aztec warriors would
attire themselves with eagle or serpent masks before heading into bat-
tle. The culture of blood and sacrifice was also instilled into the Mexican
people who worshipped masked priests that would slaughter women
and children in a quest to
find favor with the gods.
The Mexican tradition of
masks continues into the
present day where masks

al ive photos
by Dorothy Les

are donned for fiestas like the “Dias De La Muerte,” when the Mexicans
celebrate the death of the relatives with parties at the graves.
Wrestling masks have taken many forms since from the Alebrije fan-
tasies of Pablo Linares, to the most mundane techno symbol like Guerro
C-3, a Star Wars-like robot costume.

The first professional wrestling match in Mexico City was
held at the “Old"” Arena Mexico, on 9/21/33, and the sport quickly caught
on with the Mexican people. Masked wrestlers also became very popu-
lar, and soon the most famous wrestlers were all wearing masks. El
Santo began his career without a mask, as Ruddy Guzman, but quickly
became “Hombre Rojo” (sporting a red Santo type costume) before don-
ning the famous Mascara de Plata and becoming El Santo in 1942. (It is
interesting to note that the first Mexican wrestling masks were actu-
ally leather or pigskin, which is what the first Santo mask is made of.)
Due to the work of Lucha pioneers like Cavernario Galindo, Blue Demon,
Black Shadow, Rolando Vera, Black Guzman (Santo’s brother), and the
Guerrero family, the sport became ever more popular, and Luchadores
began to appear in American rings.

The Epoca Del Oro (or Golden Age) of the Mexican lucha cine-
ma began in the mid-1950's as Mexico became increasingly urbanized.
The pervasive influence from the north led to the beginning of a home-
grown film culture. The first films featuring Luchadores were filmed in
the mid-50s, and the Lleyenda de Plata was begun. Santo was the first
Enmascarado to appear in his own, which was curiously filmed in Cuba.
Most of these films follow a similar formula, and a few only feature
wrestlers fleetingly. The films became one of the largest selling genres
ever, particularly in the glory days of the late ‘60s big budget produc-
tions. The lucha films were only finally stopped by the collapse of the
Mexican film industry in the early 1990s, at a time when the devaluation
of the Peso seemed about to destroy the whole nation's economy.
There have been signs of rebirth lately though, as El Hijo De Santo has
just finished work on El Infraterrestre, a soon to be released (on video
and DVD) movie.

El Santo was the biggest of all the movie stars, and has a
incredible body of work encompassing all genres. His film career began
in 1955, and spanned the rest of his life. Santo was <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>