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PLEASEWell, it’s that time of year again. If you live in America and 
have to pay federal income taxes, please remember that Razorcake’s 

consultants.). By donating to DIY punks, you may avoid paying 
Uncle Sam. We’re super-good about sending receipts of all 
charitable donations. Flip this page over, and we’ve whipped up six 
once-a-year incentives to further encourage you to donate before 
the end of the year.

“Where do the donations go to, Todd?” Good question. Besides 
helping keeping us in business, we’re all about infrastructure 
at Razorcake. We heavily pre-consider what we’re going to get 
ourselves into and then become a freight train of productivity. Two 
and a half years ago, we started podcasts. No “let’s ramble and repeat 
our names ego-jive” either: independent music and plenty of it. As of 
this writing, 135 of them are posted on razorcake.org. A new one goes 
up every Friday, like clockwork. Looking to hear some great music? 
Give our podcasts a shot.

Due to a donation from James Jay, we purchased four little video 
cameras. Within a month, we’ve posted twenty videos on our site 
with many more on the way.

We’re just looking for more ways to share the culture we’re the 
most excited about. Not only can you read about it in our pages and 
on razorcake.org, you can now listen to it and watch it. 

If you would like to give Razorcake some longer-term, hands-
on assistance, we’re looking for volunteers in the following areas: 

area, we could always use a helping hand. 
Contact us via www.razorcake.org if you’d like to help out. 
Thank you. –Todd Taylor

Although it never hurts to circle one, we can’t promise what you’ll get.



As many of you probably already know, Razorcake
is a bonafide non-profit music magazine dedicated 
to supporting independent music culture. All do-
nations, subscriptions, and orders directly from 
us—regardless of amount—have been essential 
components to our continued survival.

If, by any odd chance, you made taxable income 
this year, you don't want to pay Uncle Sam the 
full amount, and a tax-deductible donation would 
help you out, remember that Razorcake is a bona-
fide charity.

We'll promptly send a receipt of your donation and 
your dollars will go towards a highly motivated, 
majorly efficient operation perpetuating the very 
culture you hold dear, not to nuclear warheads, 
wars in foreign lands, and bank bailout subsidies.

You can donate through our site:
At www.razorcake.org, click on the 
"Donate" button on the left-hand side 
of the homepage.

If you want to send us a donation 
directly through paypal, our address is 
payments@razorcake.org

We also are happy to receive 
checks sent to PO Box 42129, 
LA, CA 90042

To sweeten the deal, till December 31st, 2010 we're 
offering an incentive to donate any extra cash you 
might have lying around.

For donations over $10, we'll send you a stickers and 
buttons set, with a special donator-only button.

For donations over $20, we'll send you the Razor-
cake #50 silk-screened poster designed by Kiyoshi 
Nakazawa and screened by CaliMucho.

For donations over  $30, we'll give you a year bulk 
subscription (or addition to an existing sub).

For donations over $40, we'll give you a first class 
subscription (or addition to an existing sub).

For donations over $50, we'll mail you a kickass 
Punk Rock Rad Bag featuring items from Fat, No 
Idea, Kiss Of Death, Frontier, Traffic Street, Red 
Scare, Goner, It's Alive, and more.

And if you donate over a $100, we'll 
send the poster, the first class sub, and 
the fucking rad bag!

SIX REASONS TO DONATE TO

RAZORCAKE

SHANTY CHERYL
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Stale beer streaked down our arms before the end of the night. 

hats. As the evening progressed, the middle-aged softballers got 
louder and cockier. The aim on their beer empties to the trash cans got 
progressively worse. We’d usually wait until all of the games were 
over before starting what we’d come to do with about half an hour 
before the lights were turned off.

he still gets for placing free, well-written, well-constructed signs in 
helpful places, like trail heads, bike paths, and several painted cans 
near the softball diamond. The writing said something to the effect of 
“Please help the Boy Scouts earn their way to camp by placing your 
recyclables in here.”

Even thirteen-year-old me, a kid who took directions to heart, 
knew that the writing on the cans at the softball park was merely a 
suggestion. At the end of the evening, we would empty out all the 
regular trash cans and then pull out and sack up all the recyclables. 

cigarette butts from our recycling cans. Then we’d clean up the large 
concrete steps used for seating before we loaded our tightly bagged 
cans into the car.

We were largely invisible, ignored, like most janitors and grounds 
keepers. On the drive home, the windows would be down. It smelled 
like we’d all been drinking heavily even though the opposite was true.

France. When World War II started his family moved to London, and 

eater I’ve ever known. He eats slowly and eats everything on his plate. 

When he’s eating, it’s not hard seeing him as a kid, food severely 
rationed, going outside to play as a sort of a gift in between the 

large barrels on the side of the house. Garage sales. Thrift stores. 
Fixing what we could before calling for help. Performing all regular 
maintenance ourselves.

There is no shame in this. There is no romance in this. This is 
survival. This is living within one’s means in a country that celebrates 
its excess like a competitive game. This is having a goal, however 
modest, and doing—with long-term discipline—what most people 
aren’t willing to do, what may seem beneath them, what may not even 
occur to them.

Almost ten years ago, Razorcake started. Under the bright lights 
of big-time punk getting drunk on its own successes, Sean Carswell 
and I started collecting our “cans,” published a zine, and, instead of 

interest in independent culture.
Fifty-nine issues and almost ten years in, I’m happy to say we’ve 

never over-made an issue. We use local companies for printing and 
supplies. We don’t overcharge for advertising. We have so far avoided 
the death that came to hundreds of other zines and a large swath of 
punk rock. We never bought into our own bullshit, but we’d buy 
celebratory twelve packs.

We were raised to live with little and to never expect more. We 
continue to thrive when we should be dead. We have all of the people 
who believe in us to thank. 

…and that makes us successful beyond our wildest dreams.
–Todd Taylor

Contact Razorcake via our regularly 
updated website, www.razorcake.org
or PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042

THANK YOU:  Slime time thanks to Sharod Bines for asking nicely, being 
very talented, turning it around on a dime, and making duct tape look like 
a meat wad for the Rumspringer cover; Tuned into Japanese radio thanks 
to Brad Beshaw for his illo. in Sean’s column; He’s like the Gauguin of the 
baseball airwaves thanks to Craig Horky for his illo. of Vin Scully in Jim’s 
column; To the day when doors open like camera apertures thanks to Bill 
Pinkel for his illo. in Amy’s column; “I thought you were watching that 
program about the ballerina” thanks to Ryan Gelatin for his illo. in Nørb’s 
column; Wait a sec. The Rhythm Chicken’s grandfather was a jackass? It 
both explains and confuses at the same time thanks to Jackie Rusted for 
the Chicken’s illo.; The Crimson Ghost gets his own panel even though he’s 

go with that,” thanks to Jason Armadillo for his illo. in Gary’s column; I 
wonder if Nardwuar softened and gave her the Little House on the Prairie 
lunchbox at the end thanks to Steve Larder for his illo.; How rad would 
it be to cross a bridge into San Francisco and be met by a statue of the 

Rock’n’roll
Highschool. That’s all you need to know thanks to Billups Allen and Amy 

with the Rumspringer interview; Circuit boards and making people feeling 
uncomfortable thanks to Jimmy Alvarado, Alex Cvetovich, Pat Perez, Alan 

Gender interview; Chris Baxter is our reprographics specialist/Photoshop 
wizard. We’d probably look like pale mud without him. Thankee; “Oh, yeah. 
There’s this stuff called ‘life’ that happens in-betwixt reviewing records, 
books, and zines. It’s not as easy as it seems” thanks to the following 

Shut, Aphid Peewit, Keith Rosson, Adrian Salas, Ian Wise, Billups Allen, 
The Lord Kveldulfr, Garrett Barnwell, Steve Hart, Rene Navarro, and Andy 
Conway; The following either helped us look less stupid with editing and/
or physically touched the zine you’re touching right now and/or helped us 

Ever’s friend, Garrett Barnwell, and Susan Chung.

This issue is dedicated to the memories of Ari Up (The Slits) and Mark Sheehan (Out Cold).

Recycling

–John Steinbeck, 

Jennifer Whiteford and David Collister's only official 
wedding announcement's in Razorcake. Fancy!





76      Top 5s  Howard Zinn. I always knew I was lied to in history class, 

78      Record   For further reference, see, “Contested Territory: 
        The Curious Relationship between Golden Grahams 
        and French Toast Crunch.”...
104    Zine        A guaranteed fifteen minutes of radacity, which is a rare thing...
109    Book      If everyone in horror films sat with their backs to the wall 
        holding shotguns, they would survive...
112    DVD       Here’s where I get to pull out my Andy Rooney...
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My Favorite Kind of Madness

T

LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

SEAN CARSWELL

“Identity is just a 
sum of the things 
we’ve done and 
how we felt 
about them. ”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

There’s this moment where it’s late 
July in the Zane Grey Ballroom. Flagstaff, 
Arizona. Every seat has a butt to warm 
it. Three of the four walls have shoulders 
leaning against them for support. Somewhere 

come out and squeezed into this room. It’s a 
Sunday night and most of them have to work 
the next morning. And what are they here to 
see? A poet. In 2010.

The poet is James Jay. This is the release 
of his book The Journeymen. He’s reading 

It’s about another moment frozen in time: a 
picture of Jack Kerouac. He’s tuning a radio 
to the perfect frequency. But the poem itself 
is a picture of James Jay tuned into the picture 
of Jack Kerouac, and right now it’s me in the 
front row of the Zane Grey Ballroom tuned 
into a frequency powerful enough to hold 
me, James, and Jack. There’s something 
about this moment.

You could say it’s a moment of 
vindication. After all, I published The
Journeymen. James sent the poems to me 
individually and we talked about them. He 
sent me the collection and I edited it and 
he revised—often with enough good sense 
to ignore my advice. I typeset the words 
inside and designed the cover outside. I 
slapped cash on the barrel to print a couple 
thousand copies and moved those copies into 
bookstores and distribution warehouses and 
storage spaces. I even brought several here to 
sell later. And I could look around the packed 
house of Flagstaff locals—drinking their 
beers and hanging on James’s every word 
and looking like anything but a crowd for a 
poetry reading—and say, “This is why I did 
it.” But it’s not why I did it. That’s not what 
this moment is about for me.

It’s something else.

In a weird way, poetry and punk rock 
are blended together in my mind. Both came 
to me when I was still an adolescent stuck 
in small town Florida, hoping like hell that 
there was a bigger world than what I’d seen 
in my life. Hoping like hell that there was 
some form of rebellion, some meaningful 
way to, if not change the world, at least 
change my life. So, like most of you, I 
stumbled across bands that expanded my 

none of you, I stumbled across poets who did 

me an anthology of hers that had poems by 
Gregory Corso and Allen Ginsberg. The 
poems exploded the walls that I once thought 
were built around me. They invited me into a 
world of intense experiences. They inspired 
me to seek out my own.

All these years later, I still spend a lot 
of my time (maybe most of my time) with 
books and music. I read poetry the same 
way I listen to my favorite records: focusing 
mostly on new stuff, always looking for 

a new favorite, but also going back to the 
ones that invited me into this new world 

Threat, the Clash, the Ramones on the punk 

Snyder, and Lawrence Ferlinghetti on the 
poetry side. Watching James Jay read in the 
Zane Grey Ballroom to me is tantamount 
to seeing the Riverboat Gamblers at Alex’s 
Bar. It means something.

I also think about that time trapped in 
light, because there’s another aspect to this. 
Back in real time, the time when I write this 
column (which is a couple months before you 
read it), I’m still thinking about that frozen 
moment in Flagstaff, still trying to make 

uneasy because, a couple of weeks ago, some 
college kids were playing around in a nearby 
park. They were dressed up as knights, doing 

these societies for creative anachronism 
reliving the middle ages at the beginning of 

mean little man inside of you wants to make 
fun of them and the nice little man inside of 
you has to say, “Dude, they’re just having 
harmless fun. Let ‘em be.” For me, though, 
watching these kids play pretend made me 
think about the anachronisms I’m playing 
with. I wonder sometimes about poetry 

wonder if they’re both part of a past that I 
pretend to live in even though their time has 
come and gone. I helped start this here punk 
rock magazine twenty years after punk was 
declared dead and two years after the smart 
money said that magazines were done and 
readers had moved electronic. Now this 
fucker is almost ten years old. On top of that, 
I just published a book of poetry in 2010 as if 
it were 1956 and I was Lawrence Ferlinghetti 
trying to put the poetry renaissance into print. 

Then, I went to the reading in the Zane Grey 
Ballroom as if I were living in the Gallery 
Six scene of Dharma Bums. I wonder what’s 
next for me. Will I dress up in rusty armor 
and sally out onto the Spanish plains like 
Don Quixote, without even a trusty Sancho 
trailing behind on his mule? Will I get my 
own cloak and foam sword and join the kids 
in the park who at least acknowledge that 
they’re living in the past?

This issue of living in the past is a 
tricky one. The Japanese have a word that 
is sometimes translated as heart, sometimes 
as mind, and sometimes as soul. The word is 
kokoro. I don’t speak Japanese, but the nearest 
I can tell, kokoro doesn’t exactly mean heart, 
mind, or soul. It’s more like the aggregate 
memories and feelings about those memories 
that construct an individual’s identity. Think 
about that concept for a second. Think of 
how useful it would be to have a word like 
kokoro. In American English, we have over 

words each for various genitalia and bodily 
emissions, but we have no word to express 
the beautiful and painful memories that add 
up to make us who we are.

Even without the word kokoro, we still 
understand the concept. We understand 
that, when we talk about who we really
are, that identity is just a sum of the things 
we’ve done and how we felt about them. 
This kokoro is stuck to us like a shadow. It 
determines how we’re going to act in every 
situation that requires us to act. It creates the 
context for how we’ll feel about that action. 
In this way, we live most of our lives trapped 
in memories.

Take this moment at James Jay’s reading. 
Part of the power of the moment resides in my 
kokoro. There’s the memory of a seventeen 
year-old me who was so taken by the Beats 
that he dreamed of one day fostering a Beat 
renaissance. There are the memories of me as 
an aspiring writer, kicking around Flagstaff, 
drinking beers with James Jay and talking 
about starting my own City-Lights-style 
press, or driving down to Phoenix with Todd 
Taylor, talking about how rad it would be 
to start our own ‘zine. There’s the fanatic 
in me who loves poetry too much to write 
my own, who loves punk rock too much to 
start my own band, but who still wants to 
publish it and write about it. There’s also the 
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moment that goes with this memory when 
I can turn to that seventeen-year-old me 
and that aspiring writer me and that fanatic 
me—none of whom are really me anymore 
and all of whom still live inside of me—and 
say, “Look, man. Look what you’ve done, 
not to make this moment, but to nurture it to 
the point where you can now just sit back and 
enjoy it.”

Still, so much of the meaning of that 
moment is trapped in memories. And, still, I 
feel like there’s more to it.

I listen to the poem itself. That’s why 
everyone is really here: the poem. Sure, James 
Jay is a man about the town in Flagstaff. He’s 
well-liked. He seems to know everyone. He 
could probably draw a crowd for just about 
anything, if he really wanted. And, sure, he 

has a comfortable stage presence and stories 

poems. But it’s like a Dillinger Four show: 
sure Paddy’s antics between songs are funny. 
That doesn’t change the fact that you came 
for the music and your favorite part of the 
night is hearing the actual songs. Likewise, 
for all the pleasing madness of this reading, 
the real pleasure is in the poem. And “Time 
Trapped in Light” captures something about 

in the poem is the sense of things to come. 
It’s as if James is looking at the picture of 
Kerouac, saying, “All right, Jack. I’m dialing 
in that frequency of beauty and pain and 
lunacy and transcendence. I’m gonna put 
words on a page and hope they give shape 
to the abstract notions that can’t be put into 

the next generation of readers as your poems 
were to me.” It’s this optimism, this looking 
forward, more than the connection to the 
past, that moves me.

Because, sure I live a lot in the past 
just like everyone else, but at the core my 
motivation isn’t to keep reliving the past. 
Instead, I want to be part of the construction 
of a future in which new records keep me 
from digging the old ones out of the stacks 
and new poems keep me from reading Howl

punk rock and poetry are perpetually valid 
forms for new expressions, perpetually 
exploding walls and opening new worlds.

–Sean Carswell

BRAD BESHAW

There’s the 
fanatic in me 
who loves 
poetry too 
much to write 
my own, who 
loves punk 
rock too much 
to start my 
own band, 

but who still 
wants to 
publish it 
and write 
about it.
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LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

would start with the crack of a bat, the crowd’s 
rising excitement as the ball sails toward the 

add the snap of the ball in the catcher’s 
mitt, the plate umpire’s call, the crowd’s 
murmuring disagreement or rapturous assent. 
But to purists, nothing says baseball like the 
voice of their hometown radio announcer. 

boys of summer.

This is strange. People tune in to a baseball 
broadcast to listen to the game, but what they 
get is a recreation in words, a narrative in 
numbers. The game can’t speak for itself, so 
the announcer is the vessel through which the 
game is expressed. They become the game. 
Radio announcers are the holy spirits of 
baseball. They are beloved while television 

latter add commentary to what can be plainly 
seen. One is essential, the other redundant.

At least, that’s the way it used to be. No one 
listens to baseball on the radio anymore. 
Only the most die-hard traditionalist would 
suggest with a straight face that baseball is 
still the national pastime. It’s been replaced 
by… Variety shows? Scandal mongering? 
_____ing on the Internet? Today, American 
sports fans worship at the House of Football. 
(Pro and college football are the number 
one and two sports by a margin so large that 
there isn’t really a third place.) It’s not just 
television and radio ratings that are lagging. 
Attendance is down. Ad sales are declining. 
Fans between the ages of eighteen and thirty-
eight, a key demographic with advertisers, 
are dwindling every year. Even the little 
league infrastructure is in trouble. “Catching 
the game” has become a euphemism for a ten- 

the lawn and taking a nap. The majority of 
fans who faithfully follow the sport do so 
via television, and that’s a shame, because 
baseball is terrible TV. 

Back in the early 1920s, radio executives felt 
the same way about baseball on the radio. Too 

broadcast over the airwaves took place on 
August 5, 1921 in Pittsburgh Pennsylvania in 
a game between the Phillies and the Pirates. 
Among baseball historians, the 1920s belong 

to The Lively Ball Era. In the spring of 1921, 

uniform, and in 1929 Harry Harman used the 
phrase “Going, going, gone” to describe the 

Field and was produced by KDKA, the 
Pioneer Broadcasting Station of the World, 

which was owned by Westinghouse Electric 

to announce a baseball game on the radio 

foreman and nighttime studio announcer 
named Harold Arlin. The broadcast took 
place in a box directly behind home plate. 

connected to a wire that ran from Forbes 
Field to the KDKA studios. The Pirates 

The broadcast was an experiment, and one 

games, including the World Series that year, 
were recreated in the studio based on wire 
reports. If the wires were slow coming in, 
the announcers stalled, citing a “weather 
delay.” There were a lot of weather delays 
in those days.

been like to turn on a radio and hear the 
sounds of a ball game coming through 
the speakers. Listeners were accustomed 
to hearing news, drama, and music over 
the airwaves, but it all came from studios. 
Today, we think of radios as portable, but 
transistor-based circuitry wasn’t invented 
until 1954. Listening to the radio in the pre-
transistor era was something people did in 
their homes, and when they turned it on they 
had a reasonable expectation of where the 
broadcast was coming from, much like the 
land-line to land-line telephone calls of my 

was bringing the game of baseball into the 
listener’s living room. What did the roar of 
the crowd, a sound we’re all so familiar with 
that its expression has become cliché, sound 
like to them? 

Baseball purists are always going on about 
the timelessness of the game. It’s one of the 

frame. There is no clock in baseball. But with 
radio, an eager fan didn’t have to wait for a 

news announcer or the next day’s newspaper 

were the days of going down to the barber 
shop to wait for someone who’d heard the 
wire reports to come in. The results were 
immediate. It was almost as good as being 
there, which was exactly what the owners 
were afraid of. They feared attendance would 
plummet if fans could listen for free. 

This assumption seems naïve. Radio ushered 
in the Golden Age of Baseball, an era 

During this period, baseball announcers 
were household names: Red Barber, Connie 

Hodges, Ernie Harwell, and Vin Scully. 
The Golden Age ended when television 
supplanted radio. That’s when baseball 
announcers started getting lazy, adding 
signature slogans and getting hysterical over 
home runs. The passing of Ernie Harwell, the 

this year, leaves Vin Scully, the last of the 
Golden Agers, in a class all by himself. 

In an age of hype, Vin Scully is reserved 
and genteel, almost formal. When Scully 
started with the Brooklyn Dodgers in 1950, 
there were two other baseball teams in New 
York, the Yankees and the Giants. He was 
aware that his listeners weren’t necessarily 
Dodgers fans, and strove to be as succinct as 
possible. He is a master of brevity. Imagine 

when the game moves the slowest: a ball 
soaring upward in its unknown trajectory, 

play, the players in the dugouts, the spectators 
in the stands, and the listeners at home all 
awaiting the outcome. If the ball is staying in 
the park, Scully, like a hypnotist breaking a 
spell, utters a single word—“Playable”—and 
listeners across the country are relieved of 
the anxiety of not knowing. Released from 
the burden of hope, they can recalibrate their 
expectations and prepare for the next at bat, 
the next inning, the next game. Vin Scully 
is the reason why I, a casual sports fan who 
moved to L.A. in 1992 from a state without 
a professional baseball team, became a 
Dodgers fan. 

Also, Vin Scully reminds me of my father, 
which is odd, because even though he’s an 
Irish-American from the Bronx—just like 

JIM RULAND

“We’ll tune 
out. We 
already have.”

LAZY MICK

Going...Going...Gone?



Vin Scully—my father doesn’t give a damn 
about baseball.

If Vin Scully represents the end of the Golden 
Age, Ted Lietner, voice of the San Diego 
Padres, is the epitome of what’s gone wrong 
in the modern era. His delivery is breathless, 
his manner brash, and his broadcast has all 

his latest conquest. It’s not a baseball game. 
It’s an ego-driven infomercial of the self. 
(Apparently, I’m not the only one Lietner 
rubs the wrong way. He’s been divorced four 
times.) And, he refers to himself in the third 
person as “Uncle Teddy.”  When I moved 
to San Diego three years ago and started 
listening to Padres games on the radio, I was 
convinced he had a drug problem. 

San Diego is a bush league sports town with a 
pair of bush league professional sports teams 
that have never won anything. No Padres 
pitcher has ever pitched a perfect game. No 
Padres hitter has ever hit for the cycle (when 
a batter gets a single, double, triple and home 
run in one game). Lietner is the broadcaster 
the Padres deserve. Every year, baseball loses 
more fans, and broadcasters like Ted Lietner 
are a big reason why.

But I’m worried about Vin Scully, and if you 
care about baseball, you should be worried, 

off for the last time, goes permanently off the 
air, and passes on to that great press box in 
the sky? What will happen when there’s no 
one worth listening to on the radio anymore? 

We’ll tune out. We already have. A game 
whose function is to connect us to our past 

this out yet, but the advertisers already 

for stars to promote, but they’re looking in 
the wrong direction. The game needs better 
broadcasters. We need a reason to care. We 
are a wireless generation with unlimited 
access and no connections. Our shared history 
is on the verge of extinction. Vin Scully is the 
last curator of our collective past. When Vin 
Scully goes, baseball will go with him. 

–Jim Ruland
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will go with him.



OOpen letters! Because no one else will read 
these otherwise. 

Dear Trader Joe’s,
Firstly, I just wanted to say that if you 

weren’t a corporate entity owned by some 
mysterious Swedes, I’d probably have a 
really big crush on you. 

Secondly, I’m afraid we may be growing 
apart. I used to be a complete devotee and never 
questioned the value you offered or the quality of 
your goods. But after watching the documentary, 
Food, Inc., I’m wary of all of your store-branded 
items and how many of them probably contain 

for having a crush on a grocery store. 
Thirdly, when will ya’ll get a real

produce section?
Yours in quinoa and spinach, 
Amy

Dear Amy Carter,
Did you know that my pops named me 

after you? You know, because your dad was 
president at the time and my father had great 
ambitions of raising children named after 
the children of presidents. (Oh, but I jest. 
Alan’s named after a Hong Kong pop star 
and Albert’s named after a prince.) 

Yours and mine,
Amy

Dear People Who Think I’m a Bad Driver 
Because I’m Asian and a Woman,

I’m actually a very good driver and if 
I should perform a small infraction such as 
pulling out in front of you a bit too soon or 
merging too slowly/quickly, it isn’t because 
of my ethnicity or gender. It’s simply because 
I’m not paying attention. 

Or, you’re thinking, it’s because it’s 
hard to see out of these slits I call eyes. Or, 
it’s because my hormones are totally out of 
control from the slit between my legs. 

Road ragin’,
Amy

Dear Justin from Second Grade,
I’m sorry I said what I said to you when 

you innocuously asked to borrow some crayon 
colors that you didn’t have. I looked you straight 
into your blue eyes and blithely uttered, “Go to 
hell.” I’m sorry you told our teacher, who took 

me behind the building to admonish me as I 
sobbed and cried my apologies. 

Y’see, the night before some character on 
some TV show had said the exact same phrase 

curiosity, wanted to test out those words. I 
had no idea what “hell” was and how it may 
be offensive to suggest to a classmate that 
he should go there. As a non-native English 
speaker at age seven, I constantly confused the 

misuse of English occurred daily, and it just so 
happened that I really misused a word that day. 

I know now that hell is a bad place and I 

your way there rather than borrow a crayon from 
me. Presently, I know many more offensive 
things to say in English and am completely 
competent in their usage and seldom do I use 
them in inappropriate situations. 

Well, there are exceptions. Like when 
I used to live in China and would be at the 
bank withdrawing money from a teller and 
just before they handed me my cash, I said 
in plain speaking voice, “Gimme my money, 
bitch.” They always did. 

Hope you’re not in hell,
Amy

Dear Udon Noodles,
It’s no secret, I love pho. I mean, no one 

can resist the brothy goodness of Vietnamese 
noodle soup, with its garnish plates of basil, 
bean sprouts, cilantro and a lime wedge. But 
I haven’t written you to confess my love for 
other noodles—I’ve written you this as an 
ode to your loveliness. You have such perfect 
texture that is so fun to slurp. You’re easy to 
prepare and green onions make you sparkle. 

Slurpingly yours,
Amy

Don’t worry, It’s totally normal to really 
hate your parents and spend your time in pre-
algebra daydreaming about running away by 

would need to live on your own. 
They’re just watching out for you, doing 

the best they can. You can keep being a 
disgruntled, angst-ridden brat though, because 
otherwise you’ll end up a very boring adult. 

Lovingly, 
Amy

Dear Americans Born in the Aughts, 
I kinda feel sorry for you. You’re growing 

up in a world where you’ve been bred to be 
oversaturated with media and advertisements. 
All you will ever know are things that are 

You will be socialized to never not know 
through social media—social networking to 
the point where some of you don’t feel as if 
you’ve experienced something unless it goes 
online to be validated by your peers. You 
will never not know all the trivial stuff that 
streams through your Facebook homepage 
or Twitter, but simply shrug at all those big 
things that matter. 

television sets that didn’t have remote 
controls and you had to get up to turn knobs 

video game cartridges when their eight-bits 
aren’t showing up right. 

Being nostalgic can be a waste of time, 
but really, it’s a shame you’ll never know 
how cool it feels to be carrying around a 
pager! A freakin’ pager! Ha!

Best,
Amy

Dear Richard Sanchez from Fourth Grade,
You were a real asshole, you know 

that? You tormented me, seeking me out 
during every single recess just to hurl 
childish slurs at me. It seems silly now 
in hindsight, but when you would call 
me a chink, or ching chong, or gook, or 
whatever the fuck else, it hurt because I 
was ten years old and never faced such 
blatant daily racism and I just didn’t know 
what else to do but cry. 

You were the reason I hid in the girls 
bathroom, sitting on a toilet and waiting for 
the minutes to tick by until the bell rang again 
and it was time to return to class. You made 
me hate going to school—even worse, you 
made me hate recess. But you never made me 
hate who I am. 

So there,
Amy

How do you work?! No seriously! What 
are you doing down there? Someone told me 
that your copper vibe chops the heads off 
spermies that are trying to fertilize my shit. 

AMY ADOYZIE

“My not-so-secret goal 
is to become the next 
David Sedaris, but in a 
shorter, more yellow 
female way.”

MONSTER OF FUN

Dear You



I know that ain’t true because sperms don’t 
have “heads” per se. 

What is going on down there?! Have 
you made my cooter hostile? Is it a “bad 
neighborhood” now and no one wants to 
hang out there? 

Regardless, I’m just stoked I’m not on 
hormones and I don’t have to remember to 
take a stinkin’ pill everyday. 

Thanks!
Amy

Dear Ira Glass,
When are you going to call me?
Granted, I am not Jewish, nor am I a gay 

white male or a straight white female with a 
nasally voice. Granted, my acerbic sensibilities 
do not come from a middle class, white 
suburban upbringing, but I’ve got sass too!

Ira, call me! I’ve got stories and I don’t 
stutter nearly as much as I did in fourth grade. 
I’ve got stories and they are about growth and 
change and the human condition and how my 
dad’s pet name for me is “homeless.” I’ve got 
stories about America, about its people and how 

and grow into and out of each other.

Ira, don’t you know that my not-so-secret 
goal is to become the next David Sedaris, but 
in a shorter, more yellow female way?

Now you know. Call me!
Toodles, 
Amy

Dear Gong-gong,
I remember the steam buns you used to 

cook in the home where thirteen of us used to 
live together. I hope you’re still baking them. 

I’m sorry I was so far away, but part of 
me thinks it was probably better that way. 

Love,
Lai

Wow! You’ve lived a very long time. 
Have you hit the wall yet? Y’know that 
metaphorical wall all old Asian women 
encounter where they transform from looking 
very good for their age, into looking like a 
hunchback gremlin? 

Whoa, I just did the math and it’s 2068?! 
Holy fuck! Are there hover cars yet? Do you 
have an iEye implanted in your retina where 
you play your mp19s and the world is in 4-D? 

Why not?! 
See you soon,
Amy

Very Depressed,
You may come back again, but I’m 

grateful you’re at bay for the time being. You 
blindsided me. I was wholly unprepared for 
your darkness, but somehow I was able to 
climb out of you, to shed off your illogical 
mumblings in my ear and the weight of pain 
that had settled on my chest. 

I’ve changed a bit because I have known 
you, and sometimes I’m very upset about it. 
There have been moments where I pine for a 
time before you were in my life, but pining for 
something like that is like grasping at wind. 

What doesn’t kill you makes you 

for me? Is it true? 
Sincerely, 
Amy

–Amy Adoyzie
amyadoyzie.com

BILL PINKEL
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Aalbums i bought have all had strings on 
them. Someone, somewhere, can go to hell. 
I mean, seriously: What the fuck? Let me 
hasten to add that i am not necessarily anti-
strings, i guess – they do sound good on 
ballads, for whatever that’s worth ((e.g., 
“Skyway” by the Replacements is a great, 
great song, and i always liked the voice + 
strings album version of the Jam’s 
“Smithers-Jones” better than the 
comparatively normal guitar/bass/drums 
version that was the UK b-side of “When 
You’re Young” [[and, speaking of weird 
versions of punk songs that kinda came 
and went, whatever became of that oddball 
psychedelic version of “True Confessions” 
that used to be on the US version of the 

released it on CD, they replaced it with a 
normal version, which is a shame, because 
i’m pretty sure i like the weird version 
better than the normal version. Is it lost at 
sea? Do we need to instigate an Amber 
Alert? Do i need to buy an updated copy of 

Modern Dingbat in charge of such matters 
fucked up the contents? If so, i think i’m 
due. Beer me, Mrs. Simms!]], and, heck, i’d 
go so far as to say that “Love Is All Around” 
might actually be my favorite Troggs song 

then]] and i suppose the cellos at the 
beginning of “Action” did produce a nice 
aura of taut foreboding to kick off Sweet’s 
“Give Us A Wink” album ((US version)) 
((which, by virtue of my purchasing it as a 

album” in my life, had i gone on to 
appreciate ROCK, in the ROCK sense of 
the word, more than i actually went on to 
do)), and the mangled viola bits did 

Velvet Underground album fairly well, and 
i suppose the Fabulous Poodles didn’t 
totally suck ((although i’d be hard-pressed 
to tell you where exactly the “electric 

are)), and, yes, once i did famously talk a 
person of the female persuasion to give me 

“Head” album – which does indeed include 
a track called “Swami – Plus Strings (Ken 

Thorne)” for whatever wacky pot party 

proceedings in the album’s mylar cover 
((hey, you use YOUR pickup lines, and i’ll 

orchestral crap on the “Rock ‘n’ Roll 
Swindle” album is sort of all right, i 
suppose, and i appreciate the Nutley Brass 
as much as the next twit, but, 

((and maybe ELO, come to think of it)), 
IT’S AN OUTRAGE I TELL YOU!!! I 
mean, that cheese-ass string section didn’t 

((and, believe you me, when my old band 
was given the opportunity to cover “End of 

cathartic for me to record myself spinning 
a few seconds of the string section which 
led off  “Baby I Love You,” then violently 
scratching the stylus across the rest of the 
song, gouging my purchased-as-a-new-
release-when-i-was-but-a-high-school-
freshman vinyl copy of EOTC all to 
glorious fuck – and subsequently sticking 
said heretical Ramones-mangling on our 
Ramones tribute album for future 

en masse to embrace the instrument family 

rod at us from the back room of the video 
store, and smote us with a plague of 
effeteness? Are we that in love with the 
crystallized notion of our own seeds of 
transient genius? Are they now producing 

themselves getting BJ’s as they note the 
stunning bow-work of their hired string 
sections? 

ON
 I mean, purchasing ONE album 

with strings on it would be a non-event of 
barely noticeable parameters. It’s like a 
man barely nibbling on a dog. TWO albums 
with strings would signify not much more 
than a few people coincidentally getting 
the same obscure idea at the same time – it 

only because the dog stepped in the man’s 
mouth on his way to the lavatory. But 
strings on THREE OUT OF THREE of my 
last album purchases??? THAT’S like 

Gomer Pyle biting the balls off of your 
mom’s Chow while he jogs with the 
Olympic Torch down the middle of Velp 
Avenue! In pleated dress pants! 

One out 
of three albums having strings just 

– it’s like you went out for ice cream, got a 

something normal like Chocolate Chip 

but the third scoop was Boysenberry or 
something retarded like that because you 
felt like being a mild fuckhead about the 
whole thing. If you buy three albums, and 
two have strings, it’s just a peculiar 
aesthetic coincidence. It’s like two separate 
people offering you peach Jolly Ranchers® 
in the same six-month period. Three-for-
three, however, means something altogether 
different. I don’t really know WHAT it 
means, only that what it means surely does 
not involve ice cream nor Jolly Ranchers®, 
and can therefore go fuck itself, mildly 
((not to be confused with “Do The Fuck 
Yourself” off of Nobunny’s “First Blood” 
album, which is one of the elpees in 
question, nor “Thru The Past Darkly,” 
which is probably my favorite Rolling 
Stones album of all time [[the fact that it’s 
a greatest hits package notwithstanding]], 
and, come to think of it, also has strings, go 

sixteen or so, i was sitting on my bed one 
Saturday afternoon, listening to this 
selfsame Stones album {{w/the die-cut 
blue stop sign face-smushing cover that 
Boris The Sprinkler kind of  ripped off for 
the under-tray photo for our “Suck” album 
– which, for the record, contained no string 
sections whatsoever, nyaah}}, and the song 
“She’s A Rainbow” – with its string sections 
and tinkly pianos and what-not – came on. 
Without advance warning, my mom opens 
my bedroom door, pokes her head in my 
room, and starts looking around like a 

“what the fuck? Does she think i’m 
smoking pot in my room at two o’clock on 
a Saturday afternoon or something?” but 
she keeps darting her head around my room 
intently, not even looking at me {{which 
was good, because i was shooting up 
Drano™ at the time}}. Finally, having 

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT
“PROGRESS is, 
was, and always 
shall be a DEAD 
FUCKING END in 
punk rock.”

POWER POP POLICEI
REV. NORBI
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ODE TO A GRECIAN URN
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apparently either found or not found that 
for which she was looking, she glances up 
at me and says “Oh. I heard the music and 
thought you were watching that program 
about the ballerina,” then shuts my door 
and goes on about her business. This, then, 
may be the crux of my unease around string 
sections: They attract the unwanted 
attentions of ballerina-seeking mothers]])). 
And it’s not even like these records – 

aforementioned Nobunny platter – are 
BAD records. In point o’ fact, they’re 
actually kinda good. It is just WEIRD and 

RIGHT that they all have strings on ‘em. 
AND, not only are there strings on all of 
the last three albums i’ve purchased, there 
are strings on FOUR of the last SIX 
((“Turn-Ons” by the Hot Rats being the 

far less troublesome than their awful and 
highly unnecessary cover of an already 
awful and unnecessary Doors song)). So, 

released the only sans strings album in my 
last half-dozen elpee purchases that wasn’t 
recorded in 1980 ((that long-coveted album 
by Protex, indeed, has no strings, but, then 
again, being as how it was recorded when i 

was a sophomore in high school, probably 
predated the invention of the violin, cello, 
et al, anyhoo)). And, the REALLY sad 
aspect of things ((apart from the legitimately 
brilliant “I Can’t Cope” not being on said 
Protex album, what the fuck?)) is that the 

measurably better or more interesting than 

hanged. If i actually knew what “it is what 
it is” meant, i would say it here. All i know 
is that suddenly, for no good reason, the 
vast majority of the records i’m buying 
have some kinda strings on ‘em, and this 
can only mean…THE END…of…
something? However i’m not sure of what, 
exactly, is ending. I dunno if it’s the End of 
The Century, the End of The Ramones, or 
the End of The World As We Know It, but i 
feel weird. All i know is that strings are a 
sign of PROGRESS, and PROGRESS is, 
was, and always shall be a DEAD 
FUCKING END in punk rock. Don’t get 

there’s just no future in it. I mean, what 
comes next, when all the nascent geniuses 
decide they’re sick of arranging string 
sections on their records? I suppose they 
could take to farting around with brass 
sections for a few months – then all the 

twats who were too cool to own Saints 
records when it meant something to own 
Saints records can go out and own Saints 
records, and then they can talk your ear off 
at the bar about how great “Prehistoric 
Sounds” is, even though it actually kinda 
sucks ((though i’m starting to kinda warm 
up to it three-plus decades after the fact)). 
Or maybe they can noodle around with 
oboes or congas for a few minutes. I dunno. 
All i know is that at some point in the not-
too-distant future, this whole zany 
“progress” concept is gonna completely 
implode inward on itself ((with or without 
a grand string fanfare)), clearing the way 
for the umpteenth resurgence of the 

and TALENTLESS that is punk rock. For 
helping to hasten along this glorious punk 
rock Ragnarok, i salute Nobunny, the 

Kids, and realize that it is, in fact, i who am 
going to hell. Now, if you’ll excuse me, i 
need to go back to ROCKING OUT – i 
need to dig some more choice violin riffs 

door looking for the ballerinas.

Løve,
–Nørb

RYAN GELATIN
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producing
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T

I’M AGAINST IT

The Dinghole Reports
By The Rhythm Chicken
(Commentary by Francis Funyuns)
[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf]

Twenty-nine years ago I started 
drumming. This excited my father immensely, 
for his father was a drummer as well. Soon, 
all my aunts and uncles were congratulating 
me on picking up the instrument of my 

me an old black and white photograph of 
my grandpa playing his drumset on the front 
lawn of his farmhouse. I asked around, but 
no one knew what happened to his drumset. 
It was lost forever, most likely smashed in a 
wildly, jubilant polka frenzy from the early 
1900s. In lieu of the drumset, I was given 
my grandfather’s helmet and gasmask from 
World War I. The helmet hangs on the wall of 
my new living room in Ellison Bay.

Greetings from Ellison Bay, Wisconsin! 
Yes, the move has been made! After over 
a decade of quality trashy trailer living, I 

a well-thought-of trailer dweller. No longer 
will I have to deal with the rampant mice, 
the snakes on the water heater, the moldy 
mildewy walls, the years and years of spilled 
beer stains on the carpet, the sagging ceiling, 

woodchuck of questionable friendliness 

or worse, my trailer days are behind me. So 
long, old friend! So long Sister Bay!

Hello Ellison Bay! I have moved a whole 

Bay, Wisconsin. Ellison Bay has three roads 
and (luckily) three intersections! Ellison Bay 
has a general store, a greasy spoon diner, 
a coffee shop, a supper club, a fancy high-
end restaurant, and a few little motels on the 
water. Ellison Bay is, by far, the tiniest town 

farther away from what most people consider 

away from damn near everything! The only 
thing I’m closer to is the skinny tip of this 

Honestly, I couldn’t be happier. This town 
rules. Ellison Bay makes Boulder City look 
like Las Vegas!

As I said, my trailer dwelling days are 

This house is an authentic Sears Roebuck 
house from around 1940! This house has 

two things which excite me greatly, two 
things which the trailer was sadly lacking: a 

is now my lab of lunacy and the corner of 

now have a kitchen table, a washer and dryer, 
and the real gem of the deal, a mud room! 
I’ve always dreamed of having a mud room! 
I type at you now, living the dream.

(Yeah, yeah, yeah. Big whoop! The Chicken’s 
got a new nest. Fine. Whatever. – F.F.)

details of your new nest are of little interest 
to the spiky-haired readership of this slam-
bam punk rock magazine. – Dr. S.]

Well then….

Dinghole Report #116:
Tour Like It’s 1999!
(Rhythm Chicken sightings #464 to #470)

Now that I, the Rhythm Chicken, am 
currently bashing through my eleventh 
year of all-out ruckus-raising, I’ve noticed 
that my performance habits have morphed 
somewhat. In recent years my shows have 
been more drastic singular displays in far 
off places (on a pontoon boat on the River 
Elbe in Germany, at the Railroad Pass Casino 
parking lot near Las Vegas, in the crowd at 
Insubordination Fest in Baltimore, or across 
from Von’s Records in West Lafayette, 
Indiana). All this drunken globe-trotting has 
left my home audience somewhat neglected, 
or even forgetful that my unholy ruckus even 
exists! This summer I decided to return to 
my old habits from when I started up this 
misshapen ball of crotch rot back before 

assault on my homeland, the unrelenting 
continual displays of no-talent ridiculosity. 

classic Door County tour!
Back when I started this ill-advised 

lazy summer afternoon by zipping around 
the county in my Rooster Roller. We would 
throw up the Chickenkit in record time at 
socially awkward locations, roll out the 
barrel of ruckus at each, then rip it down and 
accept a few free beers before zipping on to 
the next crime scene! It always left many 
tourists totally confused and in near disbelief 
for what they just witnessed. It usually gave 
many locals a nice break from their hectic 

workday and had them scurrying for their 
cameras. The tours from the days of yore 
would sometimes be followed by excited new 

control something they didn’t understand. 
They were new and exciting.

It was a warm Saturday afternoon 

represent Sin City in this quiet corner of 

“the Eggman” Eggert, and I were fueled up 
and ready to attack the county like it was 
1999! We started the tour in the one town 
smaller than Ellison Bay. We set up in front 

named sleeper town of Juddville! Until 

ruckus rock rolled! A few cars honked, and 
one pulled over so the driver could take a 
picture. Hello Juddville!

Our next stop was on the busy sidewalk 
outside the Bayside Tavern in the next town 

and made way for my circus of zaniness! 
Patrons of the tavern poured out to hoot and 
holler! Cars honked! People cheered! Beer 
was brought out to appease the beast, and we 
packed up to head down the street.

One block down the street we set up 
outside the newly rebuilt Cookery Restaurant. 
Diners on the outdoor terrace watched in 
confusion while we quickly threw together 
my musical weapons. Then I unleashed my 
most offensive rhythm sludge, bashing and 
slamming away on my steadily deteriorating 
Chickenkit! Some diners cheered, while 
others stared in complete confusion! The staff 
came out to scream their approval and take a 
quick ruckus break from their weekend rush. 

In the next town of Ephraim (Wisconsin’s 
only dry town, a total enigma), my militia set 
up my kit in front of Wilson’s Restaurant, a 
historic landmark in Wisconsin’s cutest town. 
I set up facing the street with Wilson’s as my 

ritual I was partaking in. Tourists screamed 
and roared! I gave them a most potent taste of 
my eleven years of distributing mayhem! As 
many cones of ice-cream melted during my 
show, my thunderous beats echoed through 
the quiet harbor town. Next stop, Sister Bay, 
my former hometown.

Upon rolling down the hill into downtown 
Sister Bay, we noticed local folk rock band, 
the Nicks, playing outside of Husby’s Tavern. 

New Nest

RHYTHM CHICKEN

“As many cones of 
ice-cream melted 
during my show, my 
thunderous beats 
echoed through the 
quiet harbor town.”

THE DINGHOLE REPORTS



assembled across the street on the porch of 
the Sister Bay Bowl. The Nicks continued 
playing, but could see the coming storm! 

ruckus! I pounded and pounded relentlessly! 

as my explosive show drew people out 
of the tavern and the bowling alley alike! 
Sister Bay’s main intersection erupted in 
enthusiastic applause! The Nicks, knowing 
my gig would be short-lived, simply bowed 

we had the kit packed away and were rolling 
ever northward.

On the north end of Sister Bay, we set 
up just outside the kitchen of the Waterfront 
Restaurant. I decided to dedicate this 
particular gig to the kitchen staff! I rocked 
one hell of a show to the crew in chef coats 
while they hollered and pounded on the glass 
from inside. While I was tearing down, Chef 
Jesse screamed through the window, “Take 
your clothes off!” 

around to the back of the building where 
people were enjoying cool brews at the Sugar 
Shack, a small outdoor tiki bar on the harbor. 

There I rocked out another well-appreciated 
gig to the rum-swilling sailor crowd! With 
the patented Door County sunset as my 
backdrop, I gave them an evening display of 
perversion they will not soon forget!

Dr. Phil drove us up to the tip of the thumb, 
Gills Rock. I set up outside the Shoreline 
Restaurant while a few of the patio diners 
were overheard saying, “Oh, we get our very 
own Rhythm Chicken concert!” They came 

evening’s tour with the loudest and craziest 

and staff came out to holler their approval. I 
was welcomed inside for a beer, then another, 
then another, then dinner, all as payment for 
my impromptu dinner music. The tour was 
complete. The county is still buzzing about 
the Chicken’s return to the local tour circuit, 
same as it ever was.

Chicken! – Dr. S.]

(Yeah, I’m really touched! If I didn’t mildly 
despise you, I’d give you a hug! – F.F.)

So, a few weeks after the tour, my Father 
called me to say that he attended a family 
wedding in the small farmtown of Denmark, 
just outside of Green Bay. The leader of 
the event’s polka band looked somewhat 
familiar so my dad approached him with 
some questions. It turns out, the accordionist 
is the son of my father’s next door neighbor 
from 1940! In 1952 my grandfather gave his 
drumset to the neighbor’s kid so he could 
learn to play… and he still has it! Just last 
week my Dad retrieved the antique kit and it 
will soon be in my possession: the drumset 
of my grandfather. I have not seen it yet, 
but last night my dad told me it still has 
the three-cowbell rack and ridged bullhorn, 

made in 1912, making it an amazing ninety-
eight years old. I will soon be in total awe of 
my grandfather’s drumset. After it is in my 
possession, I surely will desire nothing else. 

And that, my friends, is punk rock.

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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If I didn’t mildly despise you, 
      I’d give you a hug!



A
I’M AGAINST IT

A couple of issues ago (Razorcake #56), 
I dedicated a column to a few of my favorite 
bands from the ’80s era—Dramarama, The 
Replacements, and The Psychedelic Furs. 
The feedback I got was pretty positive. Since 
then, I started thinking to myself, “Shit the 
bed! For the ’80s being cast under such a 
dark shadow, there sure was a good number 
of tookus-kicking rock made within that ten-
year stretch!” Thinking beyond that thought, 
I soon got curious to see just how many 
records I could come up with that came out 
exactly thirty years ago, just in 1980 alone. 
I soon started sifting through the shelves of 

few shining examples. 
Boy, was I ever surprised. 1980 was a 

one hell of a year for rock and roll! There are 

say out loud, “No fucking way! This came out 
in 1980?” This explains one of two things—
you’re either getting up in years like yours 
truly and/or need to put down the bottle and 
go buy a new wall calendar. Behold, some of 
my favorite offerings from that year:

Black Flag Jealous Again EP—Ron 

triumphs in this South Bay wallop of pure, 
pissed-offedness (yes, it’s a real word. Look 
it up). I still can’t help myself from going into 
my best Chuck Dukowski air bass every time 
I hear the ascending riffs before the vocals 

 when I get the opportunity 
to monkey around on a P.A. system. Such a 
great back-to-back stack of Flag that’s right 

 EP of 1978. Absolute, 
essential listening. 

The Cheifs Blues 7”—While it’s only 
a three-song 7”, it’s still one of the most 
overlooked, yet severely underrated debuts 
from L.A.’s Cheifs. Jerry Koskie’s front man 
rasp (think early Tony Adolescent) is a perfect 
pairing with the rest of the band’s pulsing, 

guaranteed to get you swinging your ass like a 
hopped-up chimp. The original single pressed 
on Playgems Records (like The Gears debut, as 
seen below) can set you back as much as 500 
clams these days, but there have been a few 
great re-releases (including the one we did at 
Flipside years ago), that include this single as 
well as a grip of their other material that’s nearly 
impossible to get your hands on. You can easily 

The Cramps 
LP—I had to include The Cramps’ debut 
here, for the sole fact that they alone brought 
roots rock back—and made it something very 
cool and special again—with their trademark 
garage/swamp twist pressed onto both sides 
of this full-length. They even threw a Sonics 

band (fuck you, you know exactly who you 
are) owe their black dyed hair, “spooky” 
careers to The Cramps. Way to go, Count 
Dragyournuts. Cash that shit in.

Dead Kennedys Fresh Fruit for Rotting 
 LP—This one’s a no-brainer. It 

sounds like a greatest hits collection rather 
than a debut full-length. “Let’s Lynch the 
Landlord,” “Forward to Death,” “Holiday 
in Cambodia,” “Chemical Warfare,” “Drug 

are prime examples 
of Jello’s outrage, not to mention the now-
classic “California Über Alles” (that John 
Easdale of Dramarama re-recorded a few 
years back with an Arnold Schwarzenegger 
lyrical twist that’s fantastic). The album’s 
a notable kick-off of extremely catchy 

with silly and insulting humor. It packs an 
aural beating resulting in a thrashing, sonic 
whiplash like that of your favorite cartoon 

That make sense at all? Awesome. 
DOA  LP—

This trio of Canadian punk mainstays 
debuted a hefty, full-length chunk of fuck-all 
punk rock, right before their classic Hardcore 
‘81 and War on 45 rekkids. Some may say 
Something… doesn’t match the intensity of 
the two later releases, but I defy you not to 

like “Last Night” and “The Enemy.” You go, 
Joey Shithead!

The Gears 
LP—As was The Cheifs’ Blues single, The 
Gears LP was also released on Playgems 
Records back in 1980. Hands down, one of 
my favorite L.A. punk records of all time. 
Every single song on this full-length is a 
hit, especially “Trudie Trudie,” “Let’s Go 
to the Beach,” and “High School Girls.” 
While the original press with the silk-
screened cover can run you upwards of 
one hundred bills or more, there’s been 
a couple of re-releases of this with their 
1979  7” added on 
(that includes one of my all-time Gears 

 bueno LP, 
friendo. Get on it.

Paranoid Time EP—While 
technically not as stellar as their Double

 record (you’re welcome, 
Red Hot Chili Peppers), I had to include the 

shows the guys getting their proverbial 
powerhouse ducks in a row for the band’s 
soon-to-be groundbreaking things to come. 
Listen to that bass winding around everything 
going berserker and then stopping on a dime. 
Then, go! Yes sir, that’s the shite, right there. 

Ace of Spades LP—While 

no means slouches, Ace of 
Spades galvanized the band’s well-deserved 
spot amongst its metal and punk peers. “The 
Hammer,” “Fire Fire,” “Live to Win,” “Love 

Crew,” and “Ace of Spades”? If there isn’t 

your heart, you’re a fucking moron. Pardon 
my French. You know what? No, I take that 
back—I pardon nothing. Buy or die!

Ramones  LP—Forget 
the light-handed production on this rekkid by 
Phil Spector. What makes it shine is the great 
songwriting on tunes like “Do You Remember 
Rock and Roll Radio?”, “I’m Affected,” 
“Danny Says,” “Chinese Rock,” “The Return 

It on Time,” “This Ain’t Havana,” “Rock and 
Roll High School,” “All the Way,” and “High 
Risk Insurance.” Oh yeah, and their cover of 
The Ronettes’ “Baby I Love You” ain’t too 
shabby, either. What’s that? You say I just 
listed the whole rekkid’s tracks? Told you so, 
cocko! A great song’s a great song, and this 

X Los Angeles LP—Like the DK’s Fresh 
 and The Gears’ 

records, Los Angeles 
spins as if it were a greatest hits collection, 
from front to back with tunes that cut deep 
like “Sex and Dying in High Society,” 
“Nausea,” “Johnny Hit and Run Paulene,” 

of course, the LP’s title track. Consistently 
great musicianship and writing from all four 
members made this band great. Bonebrake’s 
a more musical drummer than you think upon 
closer listening, while John and Exene have 
that shit wired. And you know why Billy 
Zoom stands there onstage with that smile on 
his mug every time X plays live? Because he 
knows how easy he’s making it look, that’s 
why. This is one of the few L.A. bands that 
played (and occasionally still plays) real 
punk rock and roll. Los Angeles is a must.

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

“Muy, MUY 
bueno LP, 
friendo.
Get on it.”

Offerings ‘80

22



Zero Boys  EP—Before the Zero 

National Forest back in 1982 with their blistering 
 full-length, they recorded a rollicking, 

gritty EP called  two years prior. 

The Stooges, The Dogs, Ramones, The Cheifs, and 
one of my all-time favorite Southern California bands, 
The Zeros (the ones that formed in 1976 from Chula 
Vista, not those purple-haired clowns!). I could even 
picture The Zeros and Zero Boys touring together 
(with some funny/smart-ass ”Zero” tour name) at the 
time this  EP was pressed and passed 
around. While clean copies of the original EP have 
traded hands recently for prices up to and exceeding 
$1,700(!), there has been a re-release called 
that can be found with a little searching. Or, if you’d 
like, hit up Amazon for a digital download for a paltry 
ten greenbacks. The re-release includes the 

EP, as well as their rare-as-fuck 
recording from 1984. It is well worth your listening 
time, fo’ sho’! 

Other honorable mentions that should certainly be 
included here, in no particular order: the Psychedelic 
Furs self-titled debut (the band that I spoke of earlier 
here, from issue #56), Echo and The Bunnymen 

 LP (right, Clint?), Devo Freedom of 
 LP (great, just GREAT), B-52’s Wild Planet

LP (a whole other animal back in 1980 with these 
guys), the Pretenders self-titled debut LP (sounds 
remarkably fresh, even today!), David Bowie Scary
Monsters LP (one of The Thin White Duke’s more 
underrated records, in my opinion), The Jam Sound
Affects LP (it’s The Jam. DUH.), The Vapors 

 LP (listen and see), Plasmatics 
for the Wretched LP (balls-out R’N’R craziness!), Iron 

the metal heads and punks together back then, with 
Paul DiAnno singing! Rock!), Black Sabbath 
and Hell LP (Ronnie James Dio’s great debut with 
the band), Van Halen  LP 
(Bullshit, you can not

LP (For alone!), and AC/DC Back in 
Black
Brian Johnson fronting the band). 

Keep in mind this isn’t a be-all, end-all list. In fact, 
I’d like to hear about any other artists or bands that 
released anything back in 1980 that gets your musical 
goat. If anyone even mentions The Eagles, I’m sending 
The Torrez over to their house to rearrange your car 
stereo and surrounding dashboard. Thank you.

I’m Against It,
–Designated Dale
designateddale@yahoo.com

DANNY MARTIN

The Zero Boys 
planted their fuck-you-this-is-Indianapolis 
flag atop Hardcore Mountain located in the 
Punk Rock National Forest.
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I’M AGAINST IT

We’ve all heard of the tale (or curse) that 
famous people die in threes. I’m concerned 
because upon turning on my computer this 
morning, I read that Tony Curtis died. 

I believe many things happen in threes. 
For me it’s usually things that are humorous. 
Take for instance this threesome thing that 
happened to me last week. In dealing with my 
agoraphobia, I decided to go out for a Friday 
night movie. It had been awhile since I had 
done this, but I had to get out of the house. We 
decided to go to the cheap three dollar theater 
and see , which 
was a very funny movie. Things began to get 
amusing as the credits began to roll. First 
off, some large man in the back began to 
clap, which only prompted one other fan boy 
to join in. It was a good movie, yes, but the 
movie was in the three dollar theater—which 
is a heartbeat from DVD—so was it really so 
good that in this guy’s sixth viewing it still 
commanded a rousing applause? 

At the very end, this animated character 
of this Pilgrim guy comes out and head butts 

style, to which another fan boy cried out, “He 
doesn’t fricken do that in the game.” In what 
forum does this guy impress on the movie 
goers how big of a nerd he is? Also on the 
topic of nerdom, why do so many people text 
before the credits are done rolling? Do you 
really want your one friend to know that you 
saw this great epic in the sticky seats of the 
three dollar movie theater?

So that was three things, but I’m counting 
them as one because of the proximity in 
which they happened. The second funny 
thing happened outside in the parking lot. 
While walking to the truck, I glanced down. 
To my right, stuck to the tire of one of those 
munchkin-powered Hondas (you know, the 

a perfect slice of pizza. It just hung there 
defying gravity, which made that car seem 
almost cooler (cynicism). I tried in vain to 
capture the sight with my cell phone, but 

I also pondered the idea that the cheese on 
that particular slice must have had the same 
chemical properties as super glue because 
that sucker was preparing for a long road 
trip. Even as we pulled away, that pizza was 
positioned perfectly against the black tread 
of that Yokohama tire and framed perfectly in 
the yellow light of the parking lot.

have been funny to my wife and me and no 
one else, but it still counts. After the movie, we 
decided to get some ice cream and drove over 
to Der Wienerschnitzel to get some sundaes. 
The parking lot there has a tall wall covered 
with ivy to block itself from the apartment 
complex next door. As you order, out your 
passenger window you can see the complete 
expanse of this wall. On this particular night 
when we peered out the window, we saw the 
cow cat. It was a giant twenty-plus pound cat 
with what looked like swinging udders and 

like a dairy cow. Funnier still it appeared that 
this rotund cow cat was going to attempt to 
scale that giant wall, which just wasn’t going 

admit that the story of the cow jumping over 
the moon was true. Instead, I think the cow 
cat just walked around the fence.

I drove home  slowly, hoping for 
something else to jump out and make 

happening in threes is true. This has 

capture the wonderful magic in a bottle 
and share it with others in the pages of 
Razorcake. Enjoy, everybody.

VINCENT PRICE 
PRESENTS #15
Bluewater Comics

As a kid, I watched all those horror movies 
that Vincent Price was in and was tickled by 
the Simpson’s episode where he tried to drive 
the bus home from the Super Bowl. When I 
saw this one on the rack I had to get it. What 
horror nut wouldn’t want a cover of Vincent 
sitting on a ledge eating apples while winged 

great. It was like reading a short story made for 
. Spirits and revenge always 

make for a great storyline. The artwork is very 
cool and, at the end, Vincent returns from the 
dead to sum things up. A very cool comic for 
those who dig suspense. (bluewaterprod.com)

YO! BURBALINO #1
By Greg Farrell
If you like puns then this is the comic for 
you. It’s a never-ending slew of pages, 
mostly with the characters Chef Don and 
Earl the Squirrel running about, using puns. 

funny. By the end of the comic, I hit a 
saturation point. The best ones are the one-
shots, like the guy who wants his shirt back 
but the guy wearing it claims, “But it has 
spots all over it” to which he replied, “Those 
are my cumstains.” Well, I thought it was 
funny. For the most part, this little dude was 
humorous and I can only hope the other two 
build on this one. (yoburbalino.com)

HENRY & GLENN FOREVER
By Igloo Tornado, $6.00
Who would ever have thought in their 
wildest punk rock dreams that one day a 
piece of pulp would showcase the comical 
homosexual pairing of Henry Rollins and 
Glenn Danzig? I didn’t see that coming! 
I wondered out loud if either of those two 
had read this. I then saw some reviews and, 
apparently, Henry has and he seems to take it 

ride was going to start, but I have to admit 
this is one frickin’ funny book. The idea 
that two giants of punk would be lovers is 

are the devil worshipers Hall And Oats and 
they all get along is just disturbingly funny. If 
there is surrealism in comics this is it. I laugh 
but I don’t know why. The two guys taking 
bubble baths, buying shoes, or talking about 
feelings is just weird. Hell, the drawings alone 
punch me in the funny bone because their 
physical attributes are above and beyond. 
If you’re not homophobic, you’ll cry tears 
of laughter reading this one. (Cantankerous 
titles, PO Box 14332, Portland, OR 97293, 
cantankeroustitles.com)

HOMOBODY #6

I don’t know if this was the issue dedicated 
to gay pride, but here comes another gay title. 
Some of the humor in this one goes right over 
my head. I guess I just need to change my 
view on appropriateness because some of the 
stuff in here seems funny, but I don’t know 
if it’s supposed to be or if my humor base is 
slanted. For example,, I laughed at the panel 
with the dinosaurs in their underwear sizing 
up some poor dude and I have no idea why. If 
somebody gets this book, send me a line and 

NE Broadway #737, Portland, OR 97232, 
riosafari@riseup.net)

SQUEEZE MY HORN

“I drove home 
slowly, hoping for 
something else 
to jump out and 
make me laugh.”

GARY HORNBERGER

Nerd-dom, Sticky Pizza,
and Cow Cat



A DISCO FOR FERNS #1

This one is just plain bad! Where do I start? Is 
it the fact that names of bands and personnel 
are slandered or that the story is predictable, 

town, stabs pig in eye, the end. See how easy 
that was and how much paper I saved? It’s 
unfortunate because the artwork is pretty 
good. (Jason, 8^ Records, PO Box 465, Pilot 

TRANSYLVANIA BIBLES
BOOK #1: DRACULA
By Redguard, $1.00
When the tag said “inspired by Tijuana 

Bibles,” I thought they were kidding. 
They’re not! The short of it is the Count 

the morning. As a short, this is a quick 
two-chuckle read. Now, if he can get all 
the movie monsters and put it in one book, 
it’ll be a goldmine. I like movie monsters. 
I like Hustler, I’d only have to buy one 
magazine. Loved this one. (PO Box 1568, 
NY, NY 10276, redguard@gmail.com)

ISLAND & ALOHA, THE
By Desmond Reed, $ 2.00 + .50 shipping
I love little books because, for some 
unknown reason, they are always the best. 
Let’s start with the “Island.” You read it 

thinking the outcome is predictable and then 
it’s not. Ha! Ha! Why would I have ever have 
thought that there was a dog and a man on a 
deserted island? Then there’s “Aloha” with 
nothing but an axe next to the title and when 
we open it up, we have some lunch with 
worms discussing dirt. Well, you know what 
happens when you cut an earthworm. If you 
don’t, you’re going to have to get the two-
pack of these comics. It’s always great when 

happens next. (etsy.com/shop/desmondreed,
desmondreed@earthlink.net)

–Gary Hornberger
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That cheese must have had the
 same chemical properties as super
  glue because that sucker was 
      preparing for a long road trip.

JASON ARMADILLO
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I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar: Who are you?
Florence Welch: I’m Florence?
Nardwuar: From?
Florence: Uh, London.
Nardwuar: 
Florence: Yes! [laughing] I’m scared 
you’re going to hit me in the face with that 
[the mic]! 
Nardwuar: Welcome to Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada, Florence.
Florence: Thank you for having me.
Nardwuar: I have a gift for you, right off 
the bat.
Florence: Really?
Nardwuar: Yes, it is a 12-inch single from 
your friend, Pharoahe… [Hands over a 

Florence: 

Nardwuar: What can you tell the people 

Florence: Well, I can’t tell you that much 
about him. Just that he’s one of my favorite 
artists, I think. And “Simon Says” is one of 
my favorite songs of all time, pretty much. 

what we were singing along to. We used to 
go to this hip-hop club in London. It was 
pretty fun. 
Nardwuar: So I thought that would be 
something to welcome you to Vancouver, 
British Columbia, Canada.
Florence: How kind of you! I love Vancouver. 
Everyone’s so nice. [laughs]
Nardwuar: Florence, I was curious, is it 
true that you drink stuff that gets thrown up 
on stage?
Florence: Wha? I wouldn’t drink things 
that someone had thrown up on stage! 
[laughs] But, I mean, sometimes people 
send me shots and drinks up on stage, but 
you gotta be careful. I mean, I check what 

Nardwuar: It was at T In The Park that you 
did that, didn’t you?
Florence: Yes, and in New York. Actually, 
the other day someone gave me a tequila 
shot on stage. Tequila equals bruises. 
[Laughing. Shows a big bruise on her arm.] 
At the afterparty, ‘cause tequila induces much 

Nardwuar: How do you check if it’s okay, 
Florence? I’m curious.

Florence: You just gotta have faith. [laughs] 
Gotta have faith in the fans that they’re not 
trying to poison you.
Nardwuar: I know a band called The Phobics 
from Camberwell.
Florence: Really?
Nardwuar: Yes, and the lead singer Tom 
said he may have given you a ticket to All 
Tomorrow’s Parties. Do you remember 
anything about that?
Florence: I remember going to All 
Tomorrows Parties. I don’t quite remember 
Tom from The Phobics there. I don’t know if 

one time.
Nardwuar: He said that you owe him some 
money.
Florence: [laughs] I don’t think so.
Nardwuar: How about the band, The 
Violets? Have you heard of them?
Florence: No. Are they from Camberwell, too?
Nardwuar: Yes, I think they’re from 
Camberwell.
Florence: I think I just read something about 
them. The Violets. Are they three girls?
Nardwuar: I think it’s a girl singer.
Florence: I don’t know them.
Nardwuar: And The Cherry Reds, a punk 
band?
Florence: Wow! This is all Camberwell 
gliteratti! No, I don’t know them, either. I 
have to get back to Camberwell. The scene’s 
back, it seems. [laughs]
Nardwuar: Now Camberwell, Boris 
Karloff is from Camberwell. Boris Karloff, 
famous movie actor, Frankenstein, lived in 
Vancouver for a bit. A connection!
Florence: [laughs] Amazing.
Nardwuar: A Camberwell-Vancouver 
connection, but there’s more. You like 
Fairuza…
Florence: Balk. Yes.
Nardwuar: Who lived in…
Florence: No way!
Nardwuar: Yes!
Florence: No way! No! No way! Are you 
serious?
Nardwuar: Yes, she lived in Vancouver.
Florence: You’re making that up.
Nardwuar: No, she lived in Vancouver, 
Fairuza Balk.
Florence: I thought you were gonna say she 
lived in Camberwell. [laughs] I was like… 

whoa. I was about to like lose it, ‘cause I 
thought Fairuza Balk came from Camberwell, 
but Vancouver is still pretty cool.
Nardwuar: But you like Fairuza though. 

: that was important for Florence. 
That was important.
Florence: 
Nardwuar: But more Camberwell-
Vancouver connections. Well, kind of, ‘cause 
you like Hot Hot…
Florence: Hot Hot Heat?
Nardwuar: Yes, who live in Vancouver.
Florence: Yeah. Oh, well they did a really 
good song with Lightspeed Champion, who’s 
a friend of mine.
Nardwuar: Florence, you seem to be 
fascinated by cutting.
Florence: Cutting… What do you mean?
Nardwuar: The circumcision of Christ.
Florence: No, not particularly…
Nardwuar: Saint Agatha?
Florence: Oh, Saint Agatha. With her, she cut 
off her own breasts and put them on a plate. 

when I was a kid and I think that was one 
frieze that sort of stuck with me because it’s 
a pretty violent image.
Nardwuar: There’s a connection, though, 
to Florence, between cutting nipples and 
breasts, isn’t there?
Florence: Why? [laughs]
Nardwuar: Your harpist! Didn’t he almost 
have his tits ripped off?
Florence: Yeah! [laughs] He, uh, was doing 
a gig, and he thought it would be cool to put 
like, bicycle clamps on his nipples so they 

time. After a while, he was like, “Oh my god, 
this is really hurting.” He had to stop playing. 
He’s like the punk harpist. He had bright pink 

like “This is really painful. This is really 
painful.” But he kept going all through the 
whole show, and when the show ended he 
looked down and his whole shirt was soaked 
in blood. When he took the clamps off, yeah, 

Nardwuar: I have another Canadian 
connection for you, Florence. You love Little
House on the… [gives Florence a Little
House on the Prairie lunchbox]
Florence: Prairie! Oh my god! That’s so 
cool! Thank you so much!

“Gotta have 
faith in the 
fans that they’re 
not trying to 
poison you.”

Nardwuar vs.
Serviette

Florence
and the

Machine!



Nardwuar: I’m not sure if this is a gift, but 
Little House on the Prairie—how does this 

Florence: When I was a kid I was really 
obsessed with Little House on the Prairie,
and me and my sister used to make our bunk 
beds into the house and then the rest of the 
room would be the prairie. We would have a 
towel for a lake and stuff. I was really boring. 
[Laughs, then looks closer at the lunchbox.]
Nardwuar: It’s actually signed by Nellie 
Oleson, but she is not on the lunch box. 
There’s Nellie right here [Nardwuar pulls out 
a Nellie Oleson pic.] Believe it or not, there’s 
a Canadian connection because her mom was 
born in Vancouver.
Florence: Oh my god.
Nardwuar: Nellie Oleson’s mom was born 
in Vancouver and was the voice of 

!
Florence: No way! [laughs]
Nardwuar: Nellie Oleson’s mom was the 
voice of !
Florence: .
Nardwuar: I have some lyrics for you here, 
Florence, from Nick Cave.
Florence: Okay…
Nardwuar: “Bukowski was a jerk…but 
Berryman was the best.” [Nardwuar then 
hands Florence a John Berryman book.]
Florence: Oh, I love John Berryman so much.
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people 
about John Berryman?
Florence: John Berryman is one of my 

probably Dream Songs, I think, and he 
was very famous, sort of quiet. Tragically, 
he died of drinking, John Berryman. But 

he is really just my favorite poet ever. 
This is wonderful.
Nardwuar: I have another book I want to 
ask you about Florence, from Florence And 

here is called Recollections of Three Reigns.
[Nardwuar pulls out a book]
Florence: Yes.
Nardwuar:  It’s by this guy Sir Frederick 
Ponsonby and he was a personal assistant to 
basically the Lady Gaga, Kanye West, and 
Jay-Z of his time. Some important people.
Florence: [laughs]
Nardwuar: Now, if you open this book right 
here to the mark that I have there, who did 
the intro to this book right here? 
Florence: 
Nardwuar: I thought that’s amazing. Your 
grandfather did the intro to this book about 
Lady Gaga, Jay-Z and Kanye West. What can 
you tell the people about your grandfather 
and his writing?
Florence: 
um… my grandfather was the editor of 
The Telegraph, which is a newspaper in 
England, and he also was a journalist. He 
was actually at the Nuremberg Trials. He 
did a piece on the Nuremberg trials. He’s 
got a few books. This is amazing, wow. 
How crazy.
Nardwuar: Florence, winding up here, I 
have some quotes. “Get your pins out!”
Florence: [laughs] That’s what all the 
women, female, video directors I’ve worked 
with have been saying to me. [laughs]
Nardwuar: And why is that? That’s your 
legs, right? Your pins?
Florence: I think women, especially female 

video directors, are all about 
showing the legs. Girls love legs.
Nardwuar: And Florence, have you thought 
about playing with any of the other “and” bands? 
For instance, you are Florence And The…
Florence: 
Nardwuar: But there’s also Atom And His…
Florence: Ants?
Nardwuar: Package!
Florence: [laughs]
Nardwuar: And you’re nickname is Flo…
Florence: Flossie.
Nardwuar: Flossie. And there’s a band 
called Flossie And The Unicorns. [Nardwuar 
pulls out a Flossie and the Unicorns album.]
Florence: Oh, that’s cute.
Nardwuar: It is amazing. It’s music for 
puppet shows.
Florence: Oh, that’s so cute.
Nardwuar: And Quintron is in the band. The 
amazing spellcaster, Quintron!
Florence: 
Nardwuar: Why should people care about 

people care, Florence?
Florence: You don’t have to. I mean, if you 
come to the show and you like it, you know. 
I think it’s about seeing the live show really, 
and then you can make up your mind whether 
you care.
Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much Florence. 
Keep on rockin’ in the free world and doot 
doola doot doo…
Florence: Doot doo! 

To hear and see this interview visit: 
www.nardwuar.com  
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Nardwuar:
Is it true that 
you drink 
stuff that 
gets thrown 
up on stage?

Florence: 
   Wha?





It’s always kind of a dicey prospect trying to 

discuss rock’n’roll in a literary sense. How can 

one discuss the raw and raucous sounds created 

without over intellectualizing? Since rock’n’roll, 

punk and garage rock all rely on feel and nerve, 

the discussion of the music out of context can be 

writers” have failed to combine this dichotomy into 

a workable and readable piece of writing. Luckily 

for all of us, Eric Davidson has done a fantastic 

job with his book We Never Learn—The Gunk 

Punk Undergut 1988-2001. Covering the entirety 

book does an excellent job providing insight into 

this scene while avoiding being overly intellectual 

or coming across as too fanboy.

In many ways, it makes sense that Eric 

Davidson would be the one to write a book like this. 

Having fronted the New Bomb Turks for the better 

part of a decade-and-a-half places Davidson in a 

unique position to retell the stories of the bands, labels, 

and involved parties. From Pussy Galore and the Gories 

to the Black Lips and Clone Defects, the one band that 

met several people over the years who claimed to hate 

garage punk... except for the New Bomb Turks. It’s kinda 

like how a lot of people hate country music but everybody 

likes Johnny Cash, only on a much smaller level. That the 

Turks could share a stage with Zeke one night and Billy 

Childish the next and go over well with both crowds, is 

telling of their widespread appeal. 

There is a good chance the only reason the access 

to the variety of folks in the book was available was 

because Eric Davidson was doing the asking. Fans of the 

garage punk scene will love this book and people who 

a list of stuff to check out. Like a strong LP compilation, 

reading a book about a music scene should put a dent 

in your wallet for a long time to come. We Never Learn

accomplishes that task perfectly.
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Mike:
the book?
Eric: Basically around 2007. I had been living 

Edison, who was in the Raunch Hands, was 
working at BackBeat Books. He told me to 
pitch him some ideas. He was working at Hal 

stuff is older music. Their bread and butter is 
stuff like tablature books and Broadway stuff. 
But they bought BackBeat, a small imprint, to 
put out new music books. The book basically 
came about thinking about all these bands that 
we all liked—these vaguely trashy garage punk 
bands from the ‘90s—that never got swept up 
in the alternative rock thing, the grunge thing, 
or the Green Day/Offspring punk thing. They 
never got swept up in the whole Hives/White 
Stripes whatever, but, somehow, were around 
for ten years and put out tons of records. Now, 
the Oblivians or The Gories do a reunion show 
and the shows sell out in a week or whatever. 
Jay Reatard and the Black Lips were all into 
this stuff and it just got me thinking about 
writing about these bands in some sort of 
cohesive way. 
Mike: How long did it take you to write it 
once you decided to do it?
Eric:

on this great show and there were like forty 
people there. I meant it in a totally nice way, 

High Street—the main street in Columbus—
saying, “Fuck Eric Davidson.” Sure enough, 

wanna bitch because you’re a target. Your 
band is out there doing something and being 

a medium pond.” 
I thought that kind of thing might happen 

with this book, but most people have been 
really supportive and happy about it, because 
I think they realize that there aren’t too many 

Archie And The Pukes and all these bands 
that I mention in the book. I realized that 
there was not one big household name out 
of this scene so I wanted to saturate it with 
as many bands that I thought were great out 
of this—whatever you wanna call it—scene 
or kind of a scene. Whatever the fuck it is. 
I just expected that people would say, “This 
douchebag is in this fuckin’ band. Who is he 
to say?” I did not write about any band that I 

a waste of time. I just tried to coalesce that this 

actual writing was probably the easiest part. 
The hard part was getting in touch with 
people and getting the interviews done. I am a 

people who would transcribe the interview 
cassettes for free because the budget was 
next to nothing. All of that took a long time. 
The actual writing—this is stuff I have 
thought about and known about. I bought 
these records, I knew these bands, and I had 
talked about them with friends. The company 
wanted the book to be between 80-100,000 

It was twice as long as they wanted. The 
book is the best part of everything, but we are 
gonna upload shit that got cut out of the book 
on the website. We’re slowly posting that on 
weneverlearnbook.com.
Mike: What were your expectations for 
the book?
Eric: I remember years ago in Columbus, there 
was an all ages house venue. I started writing 
a weekly column for the paper there and I 

the show. I said it was a great time and I said 
the venue should probably ditch the country 

and promote the show. It was one of those 
classic indie rock places that only wanted 

didn’t sound like the Oblivians, who didn’t 
sound like Guitar Wolf, but over an eight- to 
ten-year period these bands played with each 
other and ended up being on the same labels. 

high energy live shows, ‘50s and ‘60s roots. 
There you go.
Mike: That is why I thought you were an 
excellent choice to write a book like this 
because, in my opinion, New Bomb Turks—
all bullshit aside—are the center of all of that. 
Eric: Well, I kinda think the Devil Dogs are 
that band because I am not going to say that 

Gearhead told me, “I don’t know how you 
are going to write this book and not mention 
what an impact your own band had, because 
that’s gonna look douchey,” and I know that. 
I am not trying to be falsely modest. I like our 

said, “When you guys came out to California, 
people would go see the Phantom Surfers but 
wouldn’t see the Dwarves. Suddenly, all those 
people went to see you guys.” I understand 
that, but I still wanted to show that there was 
a thing that was happening with these bands 
that was kind of forgotten for a little while, 
like the Didjits or the Devil Dogs. People 

All band photos by TODD TAYLOR

ESTRUS RECORD HONCHO, DAVE CRIDER

DWARVES



either went this über trashy route—which 
was Gories/Oblivians/Teengenerate—or the 
faster sort of Supersuckers/Didjits/Dwarves 
route, but all those bands had the same kinds 

playing with each other. Crypt had the Devil 
Dogs but they also had the Gories. In The Red 
had Pussy Galore and other bands.
Mike: I thought it was kinda smart of you to 
make it a partial memoir in a way, where you had 
some of your own experiences in there as well.
Eric: Partial, because I’m not Bono. No one 
is gonna care if Eric Davidson writes his life 
story. But, I tried to frame other bands’ stories 
with our own stories from that time. I think that 
bands trusted that, whether they liked the Turks 
or not. I was in a band. I had toured. I know who 
Long Gone John (ex-owner of Sympathy For 
The Record Industry) is. We had toured squats 
in Germany. They knew that I had been around. 
I am not gonna write some goofy-ass exposé 
from some outsider perspective. So someone 
like Billy Childish, I talked to him for three 
hours. Other people read him as being bitter, 
but he’s actually a really funny, nice guy. He 
knows that I know Tim Warren (owner of Crypt 
Records). I know who Estrus’s Dave Crider is. 
Billy’s a great guy and he is just really blunt. 

sometimes, but it’s just “I don’t give a fuck.” 
He’s just telling you what he thinks.
Mike: Why did you decide to move out of 
Columbus?
Eric: I met my girlfriend Leslie, who is out 
here with me. She is from Cleveland originally. 
She lived in Brooklyn. The band was done. I 
had applied to a really small creative writing 
program at Ohio State that only accepts eleven 
or twelve people and I didn’t get accepted. 
I had also lost my job in Columbus. I love 
Columbus but you tend to hit a glass ceiling. I 
love it. It’s a great town but I pretty much did 
everything I was going to do in Columbus. I 
miss my friends. I did what I wanted to do and 
I always really liked New York. I love New 
York. I have good friends in New York and I 
just thought I would try something else, see 
what happens with this relationship, and now I 
have been there six years. 
Mike: Was it a pretty major shift as far as 
standard of living or expenses?
Eric: Where we live in Brooklyn, yeah, rent 
is expensive but I don’t have to have a car. 
When you subtract what it costs to have a car—
insurance, parking, tickets, all the bullshit that 
happens with a car—and add it on to your rent, 
it kind of evens out. Restaurants are a couple 
of bucks more than in Columbus, but not a lot. 

on the Upper West Side. When people think 
of New York, they either think of tourists at 
42nd Street or they think of . If 

largest city in the United States. It’s a huge area. 
We live in a nice little neighborhood. I love 
movies and there are tons of revival houses. 
In the summer there are free movies and free 
concerts all over the place. I met and saw James 
Ellroy do two readings in one week. I meet all 
these interesting people. I love New York.
Mike: In the era that most of the book is set, I 
was wondering about the idea of this character 

Buddy Bradley that Peter Bagge created for 
Hate Comics. I met a lot of people throughout 

am always curious if it is a chicken or egg 
type thing. Was Bagge able to create such a 
caricature because of these types of guys or 
did people start trying to be Buddy Bradley?
Eric: When people say the chicken or egg 
idea, we are talking about a distant Darwinian 
idea when humans didn’t even exist. There was 

an egg and, as usual in life as you get older, you 
realize that it is somewhere in the middle. 

I had a friend Jerry Wick, great guy, who 
was in a band Gaunt in Columbus and he 
really was fucking Buddy Bradley. He had the 

jeans with holes in the knees. He smoked cheap 
cigarettes and complained about music while 
loving it entirely. He really was like that and I 
didn’t read Hate until maybe the eighth issue 
and Jerry was already reading it, but Jerry was 
already like that. So I think probably Bagge—
and I can’t speak for him—but he probably 
was about three years older than most grunge 
bands and he was probably already tired of the 
mini hype the second it started. But he already 
had a concept of that era of people—college 
students who were white and in their early 
twenties. There was a lot of that, people who 
were just misanthropes but they didn’t really 
know why. They were prematurely bitter, 
smoked too much, drank cheap beer. They all 
had great record collections because vinyl was 

So to say chicken or egg, it was somewhere 
in the middle there. There was probably some 
chickens shitting out eggs somewhere. They 
were probably thirty or twenty-eight and the 

really shitty way to put it, but Peter Bagge 
really captured something pretty fuckin’ 
special, obviously not knowing it at the time. 
The slacker thing was annoying and bullshit, 

hate hippies and all that but I am sure that there 
were hippies who were around in ’69, ’70, ’71 
who felt like they missed the boat by a year or 
two and punk didn’t happen yet, so there they 

stereotyped either but maybe they listened to the 
United States Of America or whatever fucking 
forgotten hippie band, but they were still getting 
high and they still had long hair. You don’t like 

of it might be true and seventy percent of Hate
was really true. Where did you grow up?
Mike: I was in Salt Lake City for this 
whole era.
Eric: So, for a guy from Cleveland you 
would be on the West Coast.
Mike: It’s kind of funny because I always 

Colorado and Wyoming. But people say, 

always seemed pretty far East to me, but the 

Eric: That is a whole other political 
discussion right there. The thing about 
Cleveland is that Cleveland was one of the 
largest cities in the country for a long time. 
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is huge. When I grew up in Cleveland, it 
was union, blue collar, democratic, old 
school Polish people. Two hours south 
to Cincinnati was white bread, southern 
accents, football, that’s it. When they talk 

that was not Cleveland. Cleveland was 
somewhere between industrial and East 
Coast intellectual cynicism mixed with 
shitty weather and blue collar, which is 
what Detroit is like and Pittsburgh is like 
and a little bit of Toledo. But the second 
you go a few hours south, it’s way fuckin’ 
different. And it ain’t fuckin’ Utah and it 
ain’t Kansas either. I actually sort of love 

weird, complete difference everywhere. 
Everyone thinks that every town has a 
Starbucks and Old Navy and Home Depot, 
but underneath all that crap…

Mike:
Lake City, the Turks never played there. Did 
you have a couple of shitty shows early on 
and just say, “Forget it.”?
Eric: There are sort of drab little things that 
don’t get talked about. Everyone likes to think 
that there are controversies: somebody pissed 
somebody off or somebody hated that town. 
Really, it was just that our booking agent 
didn’t have a lot of contacts in that town. We 
always booked our own shows, but once we 

really know anyone back then. 
So, we found Julianne, our booking agent, 

because she booked the Devil Dogs and 
Supersuckers. You tend to go from Chicago 
straight to Fort Collins or something and 
the next thing you know you’re in Seattle. 

were forty people. But we had a good time 
so we went to Bozeman again. Columbus 
in the ‘90s started to get more bands than 

Cleveland or Cincinnati, which are only two 
hours away. Because people were cutting 
through the middle of Ohio to get to Chicago, 
they realized that Ohio State was the second 
largest college in the United States. 

It’s all those weird little things that add up 
to how far you want to drive, where you can 
be guaranteed that somebody is going to show 
up. They’re not sexy, scandalous stories. We 
always had a great time in towns like Fargo. 
We had great shows in Regina, Canada. Then, 
when you play the tiny little town that nobody 
gives a fuck about, you might go back. Green 
Bay, Wisconsin had one of the best scenes of 
the ‘90s. A lot of bands never went there. 
Mike: How did you get into freelance writing?
Eric: Before the Turks even formed, I was 
living in Cleveland and I had a friend who 
worked at  magazine, which 
is a weekly that is still around. I went in there 
and they said to pick a few freebie records and 
write about one of them. I got paid ten bucks 

41

ERIC DAVIDSON photos by DAN HALLIGAN





and that is pretty much how it started. I was 
just a fan of music and I had an in. Honestly, 
freelance writing hasn’t gone up much in pay 
over twenty years. 
Mike: How did you end up working at 
( )?
Eric:
York I had no job. I was writing freelance. I have 
a very patient girlfriend. I met a guy who was 

guy, at a bar one night. This 
is one of the good things 
about living in New York. 
He e-mailed me a couple 
days later and he said, “I 
was sitting at a bar last night 
and the editor of  was 
sitting there complaining 
that they had to interview 
for a new assistant editor 
position. Here’s his email.” 
I sent them my resume and 
I got the job. The pay wasn’t 
much. I was there for three 
years and didn’t get one 
fuckin’ raise. Classic .
They basically work you 

 and blah, blah, blah, but he tries hard.
Mike: What is the status of the New Bomb 
Turks at this point?
Eric:
2002/2003. Basically, we are all still of sound 
mind and body. If something fun comes up—
every summer inevitably some European festival 
asks us to play. When a European festival says 

it’s pretty hard to say no. So, every year we 
usually end up doing a few things. We played 
my book release in Brooklyn. It was packed it 
was great fun. Once or twice a year, somebody 
is throwing a birthday party, someone gets 
married. We’re all still friends so we do it. Once 
in a blue moon we kind of knock around the 
idea of recording a covers single or something, 
but they all live in Columbus and they all have 
kids or good jobs or whatever. Our drummer 
is the live touring drummer for RJ-D2. He’s 
really busy. But we’re good friends. We stay in 
touch, and it’s fun to play a show. I still feel and 
I honestly can say that if I didn’t feel we could 
put on a good show, I would say enough. 
One or two shows a year. I wouldn’t want 
to do a ten-day or two-week tour. 

until you quit and they hire some twenty-four-
year-old trust fund kid. I loved it. I had a great 
time. I got a lot of freebies, not a lot of money, 
but I was working at a magazine and got free 
passes for their festival. The editor is a great guy. 
He probably should pay everybody a little more 
at the magazine, but he means well. He started 
it out of his dorm room in 1979 and to this day 
he is mortgaged to his ass half the time trying to 
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Mary Woronov is an actor with an impressive filmography. Yet, even 
after working with a variety of well-known directors over forty-plus 
years, only a loyal following of cult film buffs know her by name. She 
is also dynamic, often portraying characters traveling up the ladder 
of empowerment or disintegrating into madness. 

Her deep voice and stern disposition make her stand out in films of 
varying quality. She has put in several lead performances, but more 
often she is relegated to small roles in which she shines brightly. 
When she is on the screen, Woronov exudes a uniquely vicious female 
presence that is devoid of the tomboyish charm often associated with 
harder female character actors. Her steadfast ability to command 
authority on screen is tough, yet unmistakably feminine. A sinister 
glare from Woronov can evoke primal fear in male characters, often 
reducing them to a wormlike state.

Woronov has had a long-standing connection with rock’n’roll 
throughout her career, including on-stage performances with The 
Velvet Underground, a key role in the Ramones vehicle Rock ‘n’ Roll 
High School, and an appearance as a demented 1950s housewife in 
the music video for Suicidal Tendencies’ “Institutionalized.”

But her music associations only scratch the surface of her 
extensive work in movies and television. Ms. Woronov spoke to 
Razorcake about the triumphs and frustrations of negotiating her 
vastly eclectic catalog of roles in the midst of her involvement in a 
documentary currently titled Confessions of a Cult Queen: a film that 
may finally lavish credit on a largely overlooked career. 

Billups:
Mary Woronov: 

introduced to Truffaut and the French guys, and it wasn’t until I moved to Los Angeles that I 

Billups:
Mary: I am into Brooklyn rock’n’roll, sort of like the Shirells and stuff like that. The Shangri 
Las. I met Lou Reed (and the Velvet Underground) and I loved their music, but I didn’t know 

Blues and New Orleans blues after that. There was nothing after Lou Reed. It wasn’t until punk 
rock in Los Angeles that my music experience came alive. I was really, really dedicated to a lot 
of bands here. Then I went into heavy metal when that ended. I loved some of those bands. But 
I went immediately from heavy metal into Wagner. Now I’m just an opera freak, I guess. 
Billups: I have read the descriptions of your performances with Exploding Plastic Inevitable 

Please Kill Me. The book describes the performance as dressing in 

of the EPI?
Mary:
even heard of them until Warhol. I don’t think anyone had heard of them because they came to 
his studio unknown and he decided to back them. The radio wouldn’t even play them. So, they 
did the banana album ( ) and started the Exploding Plastic 
Inevitable, not just for the band, but also so that people could see his movies the way they 
were intended to be seen: as tapestries on a wall, or, you know, large paintings. They played 
on the walls around us, on the ceiling. We loved the movies playing in the background and the 
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Velvets would stand in front. There would 
be two movies on either side of this little 
stage and then a movie behind the stage. And 
then in front, dwarfed by the movies, would 
be the Velvets, who were not very showy. 
The Velvets were very hardcore. They just 
stood there and played the music and as if 
the audience disliked them, the band became 
more antagonistic, often turning their backs on 
the audience or just leaving their instruments 
near the sound box so it made this horrible 
screeching noise. But if the audience did like 
them—like when they played in the village 
the audience loved them—they wouldn’t do 
much else but stand there and play. 
Billups: So the Exploding Plastic Inevitable 

Mary: I don’t know how it went, but Warhol 
told (poet and Warhol regular) Gerard 

Do something. Dance.” Gerard was 
tremendously sexy. I had been discovered 
by Gerard at Cornell and was brought to 
Warhol to do a screen test. I did a couple 
of movies. Gerard took me as his dance 
partner. It wasn’t enough just to dance. He 
would think up things to do. For “Heroin,” 
all of the sudden he appeared with a giant, 
neon pink plastic hypodermic needle and 
he would mime shooting up and dance with 
this needle and I would dance around him. 
At one point, this guy ran up on stage and 
shot up in front of us. It was very alluring. 
He danced with strobe lights at one point. 

weights. I just stood there lifting weights. But 
our biggest and probably most sexy dance 
was for “Venus in Furs.” He put us in leather 
pants and then a bullwhip appears and he gives 
me the bullwhip. I didn’t really know about 
dominatrixes. Gerard did a movie where he 
did nothing but lick my boot and I just stood 
there and worried about what I had stepped 
in recently. We did another movie, which 
was taken from  where 
Gerard was tortured by me. So I understood 
the sexuality between us, which was not real 
in life, but was what he wanted to portray. I 
took my whip as the domineering force. 
Billups: Is this where your—would it be fair 
of me to say “severe”—persona started?
Mary: I had done plays at the Theater of the 
Ridiculous and they always cast me as some 
domineering force. I was in 

 once. Even Warhol would cast me as 
such. In  (1966), I am the raving 
lunatic bitch. In order to distance myself from 
the other superstars—who I found extremely 
annoying, most of whom were talentless—I 
decided not to portray a sexy girl but to play 
the male counterpart to these drag queens. 
In Hedy (1966), I played the policeman who 
was in love with this drag queen. The drag 
queen was playing Hedy Lamarr, who was a 
shoplifter. So I arrest her, become enamored 
of her, and I am supposed to kiss her, only she 
spent like 9,000 hours putting her makeup on, 
so it was like ruining a painting. But I embrace 

her. And I was so good at this. That was my 
role, but it came so naturally to me because 
they were portraying women. I liked working 
with them. They were the thing that Warhol 

a drag queen in their life. It was the dangerous 
area. I assumed this role more and more with 
Warhol, this strong and dark girl. I was nothing 
like that in real life. 
Billups:
few projects in New York, and then around 
the time of (1975) you 

more seriously.
Mary: I was told if I came to L.A. I could 
be in that movie. I wanted to be in movies 
because I did a play at Lincoln Center and 
it was a hell of a lot of work for very little 

did make a lot of money, but it was hideous. 
I hated it. I was an artist, a painter. I wanted 
to make money, but I didn’t want to work. 
One thing I could do, which I did, was to 
get married to someone who would support 
me. But the other thing I could do was make 
movies. I only had to do a little tiny bit of 
work, only a little bit of your life was taken 
up by it, but you made a lot of money to 
live on. That’s why I was in L.A. And I did 
support myself. 
Billups: Was it (Death Race 2000 director) 

Mary: Paul saw me in the theater and loved 
what I did. And he desperately wanted 

I LIKE GOING ON SOMEONE ELSE’S RIDE
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to work with me, but doing what? Then 
he got this movie for Roger Corman. He 
said: “Come to Los Angeles. Corman will 

this movie I’m doing called Death Race 
.” Paul understood the Theater of the 

Ridiculous and camp acting. He loved to 
work with me and he loved to act with me 
also, so we did (1976).
Everybody wanted us to do our thing in all 
these other movies, so we did. We became a 
team. Finally Paul said: “This is ridiculous. 
I’m gonna make a movie and you and I are 
gonna star in it because I don’t wanna do 
these bit parts all the time,” like acting in 

(1979). He had a 
small part and I had a relatively small part. 
Billups: I watched  the 
other day and I thought it was really funny. It 

meta-narrative themes.
Mary: Well, it was a take-off on making a 
Corman movie. Not that Corman fucked all 
the starlets, which was added in. Corman 
had no humor. He wanted to do grade-B 
movies and his movies were fabulous. 
They played in drive-ins for a certain set 
of people. If you went to a motorcycle 
movie of Corman’s, you got what you 
wanted. You got the motorcycles. You got 
the tits and ass. That wasn’t dangerous 
like in a Warhol movie. It wasn’t weird. 
There wasn’t even any fucking. It was sort 
of homey. People went to the drive-ins and 

had a good time and weren’t surprised. 
When Paul came, he was interested in 
humor. That’s why he brought me. He 
understood my sense of humor, or at least 
the way I acted. I’m not your normal actor 
who tries to be someone. Paul and Roger 
fought all the time. 

For
Blood,” and Paul would say “No! No blood. 
Everything has to be a game. These killings, 
they can’t be real. There has to be more 
humor.” Roger would take it out. Paul would 
put it back in. Finally, Alan Arkush, who was 
just an editor back then, said, “We can do 
a movie in one week using outtakes.” Paul 
and I put humor back in. I was almost insane 
about it. I was like, “This is what I want to 
do.” That is why Paul wanted to do a movie 
of just us. We brought that kind of humor to 
Corman’s movies. 
Billups: You mentioned 
School. Principal Togar is obviously a role 
people remember you for. 
Mary: I told Alan (Arkush) I would act like a 
principal and it was bullshit. I got out there and 
I was acting like some insane, lethal, bizarre 
woman that is totally screwed up that doesn’t 
exist in real life but is really funny. From then 

say the lines. I could do whatever I wanted 
because they couldn’t believe it. 
Billups: I read that you had once said that 

way. Do you still feel that way?

Mary: It did have a bad effect in the idea that I 
could not play Lassie’s mom. They would never 
think of hiring me for that. I might have been 
very good at that, and  what makes money. 
I didn’t do one or the other. If I needed money, 
I tried to do what they wanted. If I didn’t need 
money, I would do what I wanted in very low-

would have to do exactly what they wanted. So 
I was always on the fence. I should have stood 
on one or the other side. I should not have done 

and eventually I would have gotten a role or 
two that made me famous. Or I should have 

stayed with it and stayed with it, I would have 
made a place for myself. People would have 
gotten used to me and wanted me. I would have 
been more than just a cult queen. 
Billups: I think it’s a shame there is not 
more of a mainstream need for that: the 
severe persona.
Mary: Directors want what they want. They 
don’t want what you bring. Although, if you 
insist on doing what you want, you end up 
being like a Joan Crawford, and then they 
want you.
Billups:
known for is Paul Bartel’s 
(1982). Here, your character comes across as 
uncharacteristically naive.
Mary: There, the script was so wacky that it 
was better to undercut the script and it worked 
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well. It was a great movie and then he did four 
other movies and he didn’t hire me anymore 
because he wanted to work with real actors. I 
was pissed off at him. Any time someone would 

married,” and that ticked me off, too. 
Billups: You weren’t, were you?’
Mary: No! He’s gay. One time we were being 
interviewed and I said, “Look, I’m not going 
to interview with you anymore. You always 
tell everyone we’re married and I’m sick of 
it.” He said, “Okay. I won’t do that anymore.” 
And so the woman interviewing us asked, “So 
you’re married, aren’t you?” and you know 
what he said? He said, “No, we’re divorced.”
Billups: That’s a strange thing to do.
Mary: I don’t know why he did it. It certainly 
put a real dent in my career. People don’t 
want to hire someone’s wife. 
Billups: Something I particularly enjoy 
about  is that it seems to be sort 
of a reaction to overt sexuality. Is that part of 

Mary: It was the fucking lame times of the 
1980s where everyone was [with mocking in 

Billups: I feel like I’m having a similar reaction 
to the overt sexuality of the current times.
Mary: It’s so bizarre. It’s too sexy now. In 
L.A., the girls look like whores all the time.
Billups:
this time was  (1984). 
There is a scene where you tell (
co-star) Robert Beltran’s character that his 
friends were abducted. I only noted the scene 
because it seems incongruous from the rest 
of the script. I thought it might be an example 
of improvisation on your part. 
Mary: I did write that. The whole movie was 
upsetting, but he let me write the scene where I 
kill myself and he let me go and it was so great. 
Billups: That scene does stand out. I like 

itself is sort of nominal. 
Mary: The other movie that people know, I 
mean punk rockers love it, not like Richard 
Nixon was watching it or anything, the 
punk favorite, I found out much later, was 

(1986).
Billups: I’m not familiar with that one. 
Mary: It’s hard to get a hold of. It is about a 
monster inside a TV and I play this insanely 
hideous 1950s wife with Garrit Graham 
who is my insane husband. There is this 
hideous monster inside the television eating 
everybody. The punkers aren’t afraid of it and 
they take it out of the TV and train it to be 
nice and have dinner with it. It’s hysterical. 
Billups: I wasn’t sure whether or not this 

it much, but another movie I liked that you 
were involved with was (1983).
Mary: That movie was terrible. Because 
Alan (Arkush) did 
they said, “We want you to do this other 
rock’n’ roll movie.” It turned out not to be as 
good. It wasn’t fair to him. 
Billups: You did a lot of TV in the late 1980s 
to early 1990s. 
Mary: Just trying to make money.

Billups: Roger Corman’s book describes 
this period in time as one when small budget 
studios were going out of business fast and 
regularly. Do you feel the climate for acting 

Mary: I loved doing small budget movies. I 
could act how I wanted. Back then, I could not 
even explain what I was doing, I just did it. And 
the TV stuff, you have to do exactly what they 
want. “Let’s have her be the bad guy. She’ll 
actually be a lesbian.” But that can’t be in the 
script. So they hire me, and they sort of get 
what they want. Then they’ll do stupid things 

it was so bad and so behind. Pathetic. 
Billups:
it reunited the cast of  was Scenes 

 (1989).
Mary: No, I found the script to be really terrible. 
Not that it was terrible, but very Hollywood. It 
wasn’t like , which was very wacky. It 
was a well-done Hollywood script, so it was kind 
of boring. Sort of strained in places. But the other 
thing is Paul, once again, hired me and Robert 
Beltran to bring back the glory that he had and 
really failed because he miscast Ray Sharkey. He 
was the butler. He was terrible. (Bartel) wanted to 
do it with Frank Langella. He would have been 
fabulous. And Jacqueline Bisset.
Billups: She seemed out of place in that 
crew to me. 
Mary: She was. And so was Ray Sharkey. Why 
do you have a butler with a motorcycle? I worked 
with Ray Sharkey in Hellhole (1985). He’s a great 
actor. He’s brilliant in a certain kind of role. 
Billups: Are you ever surprised with what 
sticks and what doesn’t when it comes to 
movies you are working on?
Mary: I can tell when something is going 
south for me, but maybe the rest of the movie 
is going great. You can never really tell. I 
don’t pay attention to the whole movie. I’m 
not the director. I’ve been in movies that 
people have claimed are stupid and going 
south and I’ve actually liked them. 
Billups: I can imagine. 
Mary: Like in Hellhole, there is one scene 
that I think is really hysterical. 
Billups: I enjoyed a movie you recently 
appeared in called  (2009).
Mary: Yes. People like it. 
Billups: There have been a lot of positive 
reviews.
Mary: He is really ecstatic about the ‘80s. 
He loved making it so typically 1980s. 
Billups: Was there anything that drew you to 
the project particularly?
Mary: What drew me to it was the director, 
actually. I like working with young guys who 
are not entrenched in Hollywood-ism. He 
was very excited and determined. He was so 

to you and doesn’t look at you because he is 
so wrapped up in what he is saying. That kind 
of fascinates me. I like going on someone 
else’s ride and seeing what happens. 
Billups: Are you painting regularly? 
Mary: I am concentrating on it more now. 
I write for Artillery magazine. I write this 

series of seven paintings that are about the 

history of the reclining nude. Of course she 

main thing that I do. 
Billups: Do you feel your experiences as an 
actor have informed your approach, like for 
instance, you are painting bodies? 
Mary: No, I don’t. No, not at all. Two entirely 
different ballparks. 
Billups: Have you painted for long?

Mary:
gave me crayons and told me to shut up.
Billups:

Mary:
don’t have a place to do it. There are times 
when I don’t have any money. Finally, I 
rented a studio in Los Angeles. The other 
thing is writing novels. That didn’t happen 
until I stopped taking drugs, which I didn’t 

Billups: Wow.
Mary: When you take drugs, your mind gets 
anesthetized, which was good for me for a 
while. When I stopped—because I had this 
terrible operation, I almost died—my mind 
woke up. I wrote those books. 
Billups: And there is a documentary on the 
horizon, I noticed.
Mary: Yes. It’s two girls, not girls, women. I 
always think all women are girls because I’m so 
old. And they approached me. One is a fantastic 
photographer. The other, I have seen her work, 

Films and they are doing a documentary about 
me. I have written a book called 

 and that is sort of the backbone of the 

it is about the fact that I am not a Stanislavsky-
type of actress. I’m a bizarre actress. I took it 
from the Theatre of the Ridiculous to Corman 
and I have stuck with it. 
Billups: Do you have plans to release the 
book in congress with the documentary? 
Mary: They are working together. 
Billups: How is it being the subject of a 
documentary?
Mary: I’ve noticed something: I used to hate 
people asking me about Warhol. It was so 
annoying, but when I go over and over it, it 
is interesting how my mind changes about it 

don’t mind anymore.
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Joe: First off, has the phrase “tired as a 
chicken” caught on?
Mike: What do you mean has it caught on?
Joe: I think it’s pretty self-explanatory.
Melissa: I think it’s caught on a lot.
Mike: I hear it a lot.
Melissa:
Mike:
friend Chuck Wolfe did. He’s a brilliant man and 
he says what he feels. It’s caught on.
Eric: That doesn’t really clarify anything, 
though.
Mike: What do you mean? What are you 
confused about?
Eric: I’m not confused. Chickens are just 
generally pretty hyper.
Mike: Have you ever been around a chicken 
all day? I mean, it’s not really just “tired” as 
a chicken. Anything can be compared to a 

chicken. You can be as sleepy as a chicken or 
hungry as a chicken.
Eric:
a chicken.”
Mike: Really?
Eric: Yes. I heard it mentioned when the 
Heroin Addicts played with you guys at the 
Small Intestine in Baltimore.
Mike: That’s the problem when these things 
catch on like this has. You don’t always have 
full control of the intellect of the people who 
use the phrase. I wouldn’t have said that, but 
if it’s catching on in the high schools, like 

Joe: It seemed like there wasn’t a conscious 
decision made for The Thumbs to break up. 
You just all of a sudden stopped being active. 
Is that correct?

Mike: Well we toured a lot, and it kind of got 
to the point where we did the last tour with 
Lee Ashlin playing drums, and he was just 
kind of done with it. He did the Japan tour 
with us, which was awesome. It just took a 
lot of effort to collect ourselves, practice with 
a new drummer, get ready to go on another 
tour. And it did become a kind of conscious 
decision that we could either do another tour, 
or try to go to Europe, or do something we 
hadn’t done yet. But at that point I knew my 
wife Heather and I were going to have kids, 
and I didn’t want to be on tour and have kids 
at home. So we kind of knew that we’d have 
to stop and reinvent ourselves. It was a kind 
of conscious decision to stop, although we 
didn’t do any kind of “last show” or anything. 
We just stopped. 
Joe: Why didn’t you go “the festival circuit?”
Mike: We’ve played the Fest in 
Gainesville, which was about seven years 
after the last Thumbs show. It was just a 
simple matter of Tony Weinbender being 
in Baltimore hanging out with us, and just 
asking if The Thumbs would play. It just 
seemed like a good opportunity to play 
in front of more people than we would if 
we did a show in Baltimore, and in front 
of a lot of old friends who we wouldn’t 
otherwise have gotten to see. It was just 
a spur of the moment thing and he just 
happened to ask. For some reason we said 
“okay” and did it. We ended up playing 
one more show in Baltimore anyway. We 
were practiced up and felt guilty that there 
were friends of ours in Baltimore who 
were like, “Hey man…” and we felt bad. 
But we’re done now.
Joe: Was part of your rider for Fest that 
Panthro U.K. United 13 had to play?
Mike: [Laughing] That was just a nice side 

because it was Halloween the night before, so 
I went trick or treating with my kids. Sunday 

Sick Sick Birds drummer). But Jimmy (The 
Truth, from Panthro) was at our show and 
introduced us, which was fun. I still haven’t 
seen the reunited Panthro, but I’d like to.

CESAR MACIAS
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Joe: What made you decide 
to keep playing music after 
The Thumbs, instead of just 
hanging it up, in favor of 
focusing on family or careers?
Mike: I’d just been playing 
music since I was a freshman 
in high school and writing 
songs for that long. I keep 
writing songs and don’t know 
what to do with them other 
than record them and play 
[Laughs]. After The Thumbs 

hadn’t been in a band for about 
twenty years, and it’s a weird 
feeling. It’s uncomfortable not 
having an outlet for writing and 
creativity. So it was a matter of 
Bobby and me playing with a 
few different people for a few 
different months. Bobby was 
playing with some guys in 
Baltimore and I was playing 
with some guys in DC. Bobby 
wasn’t married yet—and 
thinking maybe he’d want to 
go out on tour still—so it didn’t 
really make sense to be in the 
same band. But then it just fell 
back together because we’d 
been writing music together for 
such a long time.

When we came up with the 
idea for Sick Sick Birds, it was 
more of a, “How do we survive 
as a band?” thing. But all of 
the complications have been 
welcome complications: having 
wives and kids and families 
and jobs and mortgages. It’s a 
different thing. You can’t just 
get in the van. So we thought 

thing. If somebody can’t do 
a show, we’re going to have 

them. We’re also not going to 
get to do all the shows we’d get to do when we 
were twenty-two. It was the only way to make 
it work, but we enjoyed writing and playing 
together enough that it was worth it enough 
to do it, and we’ve ended up meeting people 
who are in the same boat as us. It’s worked out 
really well.
Joe: Bobby isn’t playing with you tonight. 
What’s he doing now?
Mike: Bobby is on “sabbatical” from the 
band. He is in nursing school full time, so 
between that and taking care of his daughter, 
he’s busy as a chicken right now.  I’m not 
really sure if he will be back or not, or in 
what capacity. He may just help me work on 
songs and contribute in the studio, or he may 
come back in a more full-time capacity, or 

back any time. We love that guy.
Joe: Do you feel the more active members 
you have, the less aggressive your songs 

members at one point?

Melissa:
of us being able to do the things we do on 
our records live. There were a few things we 
had on there that would require an added-on 
guitar player.
Mike: I think the bands we all used to be 
in were all the kind that would set up in a 
weekend and record, bang it out, and be done 
with it. But this was more of layering things 
underneath. And it’s not that you have to have 
them all represented when you play live, but 
it’s nice to have some. We only played a 
couple of shows with three guitars but the 
idea to me was don’t stand there and play the 
songs like you’re the Ramones. Half the time 
I was barely even playing—there were two 
other guys there, and it wasn’t even really 
necessary, aside from, “Oh, I remember this 
little part I had in there, [guitar riff noise]!” 
I think part of the difference between Sick 
Sick Birds and The Thumbs is trying to make 
more with less, which is funny because we’ve 
just talked about playing with all these extra 
people. But you don’t have to be playing all 

the time in every song. Sometimes I just want 
to stand there. 
Joe: Was it also a conscious decision to 
always have at least one member of (Eric’s 
old band) The Gamma Rays in the band at all 
times? [Laughter]
Eric: It’s true.
Melissa: I didn’t even think of that.
Mike: It’s right, though.
Melissa:
drummer also from The Gamma Rays) was 
gone, we had to get you.
Eric: Not very similar bands either.
Joe: Do you also think that since Bobby’s 
“on hiatus”…
Mike: That’s “sabbatical.”
Joe: Do you think you saw that coming and 
wanted to prepare for that?
Mike: I don’t think we’d really thought about 
it. Bobby and I had talked about Eric secretly 
[Laughter]. We have friends who are better 
guitar players and musicians than I am. This 

songs and were like, “I’m going to give this 
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to my friend who’s awesome and writes really 
well, and see what their ideas are.” So we’d 
have a bunch of people come in and record 
a track or two. If we liked it, we’d put it on 
the record. If we didn’t, no hard feelings. But 
more than anything, we’d seen him playing 
guitar for years and he was at a lot of our shows 
anyway, like, “This guy should just be in our 
band.” [Laughs] It’s like, “I can play fewer 
notes and make room for Eric.” I like having a 

around. I don’t think it was a conscious thing. 
The whole thing from the start was to bring 
in multiple people and ideas, not just, “Here’s 
a song I wrote, now let’s do it. Play these 
changes.” We just saw a guy who was a good 
guy who wasn’t in a band that would be good 
to have in our band.
Eric: I was a charity case.
Mike: No, no! Is that how it came across?
Eric:
to be in a band that already has two guitars. 
Three guitars? But it worked out.
Mike: It’s like general manager on a sports 
team. You don’t always draft for need. You 
go for the best players that are available. So 
we got Eric. We like him.
Joe: As you were talking about recording, you 

Mike: Yeah. With The Thumbs and other 
bands, it’s like you’re cobbling money 
together. We’d be coming home, trying to 
get the songs written and recorded so we 
could just go back on tour, and it was just 

fun to not have much in terms of deadlines 
for a record. Anyone who’s been in a band 
whose recorded stuff knows there’s regrets or 
things you didn’t like a month after it comes 

this part,” or “I should have done this, but 
didn’t,” or “The engineer said it sounded 
punk,” which really just meant that he was 
ready to go home for the night. Even if you 
record it in a weekend and don’t give yourself 
the perspective to listen to it a week later, or 
a month later, all these ideas pop into your 
head. So it was a real luxury to have that 
time to go back and plug stuff back in that 

anything it was just, “We have no deadlines. 
Let’s put out a record where we’re going to 
have as few regrets as possible. If it pops into 
our head that something will make it a better 
song, then we’ll put it in there.
Joe: How did you fund the full length?
Mike: Twenty dollars a show and a lot of 
burgers. I guess it’s three years now that we’ve 
done Sick Sick Burgers at Insubordination 
Fest in Baltimore at the end of June—setting 

degree heat all day and night, and selling 
as many burgers and hot dogs and veggie 
burgers as we can. We’ve probably made 

shows. That covered some of the recording, 
but certainly not all of it. We chipped in a 
little of our own money, the show money, the 
burger money, and that’s pretty much going 
to be how it is again.

The other thing is that we have ProTools 
at the warehouse that we practice at, so some GREG SZETO
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of the stuff we record, and some of the stuff 
we work with somebody. But as we get more 
comfortable, we can do a lot more of it by 
ourselves which will save us some money, 
which will be good.
Joe: Did you also barter in exchange for 
recording?
Mike: Well, yes, as a matter of fact we 
did [Laughs]. I know that Dawn—who did 
the layout—Bobby built her a bed as her 
payment. She wanted a platform bed and 
was going to buy a shitty one from Ikea, and 
we were like, “Bollocks!” [Laughter] So 
he made her a bed, and I was supposed to 
help, but I’m not very crafty, so I just, didn’t. 
[Laughs] He’s crafty.
Eric: He helped by not helping.
Mike: I wouldn’t have been helpful. I can’t 
think of any other bartering. There were 
certainly people who came and played for 
free, and we didn’t give them anything but 
a copy of the record. That was nice of them. 
It added a lot. The bed thing, that was some 
good bartering.
Joe: Was there a reason a copy of the 

 was included with 
the record?
Mike: I collected as many as I could for 
that. I did a cardboard Sick Sick Birds 
stencil and my brother, who lives in South 
Jersey, subscribes. He had a bunch of 

people collecting and saving papers for me. 
There were some from Philly and L.A.You 
must have just happened to get one from 
Philly. The inspiration behind that was from 
Christmastime when you go up to the attic 
to get the lights and decorations down, and 
they’re wrapped up in old newspapers. And 
sometimes they’re really old, like a 1979 copy 
of the Washington Post, and you unwrap this 
little star and you’re looking at old newspaper 
headlines. I just think that’s the coolest thing 
in the world, to have that little snapshot. So I 
thought it’d be cool to save papers from the 
year the record was released, so when they 
open it up they have this front page, and it’s 
an easy enough thing to do.
Joe: Are there any Baltimore landmarks or 
areas that you view differently now that you 
have kids? 
Lee:
and zoos and things of that nature more than I 
have in the past. Other than that, it’s the same 
old crappy Baltimore [Laughter].
Joe: Do you think your approach to 
songwriting has changed now that you 
have children?
Mike: I write about what I read, what I’m 
seeing every day, and I’m a lot different now 
than I was years ago when I didn’t have kids. 

the fact that I’m a different person and that 

I write what’s in my head. There’s no rhyme 
or reason to it. I’m sure there is, but I’m not 
really smart enough to really think of how to 
really describe it.
Joe: The only thing I have left is a curveball. 
Eric, what is the best song to do the Wilbury 
Twist to?
All: [Laughter]
Eric:
Joe: I can’t say, but I asked a few people for 
things, and it was a young lady.
Eric: The best Sick Sick Birds song, or the 
best song?
Joe: I think for conversation’s sake we can 
go with either or.
Eric: The best Sick Sick Birds song to 
do the twist to would probably be “Your 

you’re doing the Wilbury Twist to any song, 
it would probably have to be the “Wilbury 
Twist,” by the Traveling Wilburys, because it 

Mike: That’s kind of a trick question!
Eric: I can’t hear that song and not picture 
John Candy doing the Wilbury Twist. It just 
goes hand in hand. It’s like saying what 
sandwich can you make with jelly?
Mike: It would have to be peanut butter! 
[Laughing]
Eric: So that’s where I stand on that. 

SHANTY CHERYL
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Ispent the afternoon of 
July 4, 2007 boiling in 
a kiddie pool in Arizona 

absolutely convinced that, 
if it actually existed, I had 
surely found myself in hell.

As if I needed any further 
proof, while on the way 

back from the liquor store 
several long and hot hours 
later, the car we were driving 
overheated in a dirt lot two 
blocks away from the party my 
band was supposed to play. I 
couldn’t wait for this day to 
end.  But later that evening, I 
was fortunate enough to meet 
the members of Rumspringer 
at a backyard punk show. I was 
thrilled to learn that a group 
of like-minded punks lived 
in the midst of what I had 
once considered the concrete 
wasteland of Phoenix, AZ. And 
as time went on, I learned that 
I had given Phoenix a raw deal. 
There was a vibrant DIY scene 
in a city I had written off for 
years as somehow not worth 
the time. Shows how much I 
know…  

This interview was 
conducted in the record 

room of my house after a long 
day of recording and drinking 
(well, except for Mikey, who if 
you read on, stopped drinking 
for some very odd reasons).  

Chris: So you guys have had 
to defend Arizona a lot lately, I 
would assume. 
Wes: It (SB 1070, a law aimed 
at identifying, prosecuting, and 
deporting illegal immigrants 
in Arizona) was passed right 
before we left on this last tour, 
so even if it wasn’t a topic that 
other people brought up, we 
were talking about it. 
Mikey: Wait, what are we 
talking about? 

Interview by Chris Mason
Photos by Old Hardcore 

Dude and Michael Hopper
Layout by  Todd Taylor

Wes: Guitar and vocals 
Matt: Bass and vocals 
Mikey: Drums  



Wes: SB 1070. 
Mikey: Oh, I don’t pay attention to that 
shit— I‘m not involved. 
Chris: Do you know if anyone wanted to 
go to your shows on that tour, but didn’t 
because they were boycotting Arizona? 
Matt: [laughter] No, no, that didn’t 
happen.
Mikey: Well, there might have been, 
but how the fuck would we know? They 
didn’t go. 
Matt: There was one dude in Baltimore 
that came up to us after the show and said 
he’d love to buy some merch but that he 
was boycotting Arizona. 
Mikey: Really?
Matt: Yeah, but he was fucking around. 
I was about to go off on him. 
Chris: So what were you’re feelings 
about that? I mean, there were a lot 
of artists who came out in favor of a 
boycott.
Mikey: Fuck all of them! 
Matt: But really, what independent artist 
is going to refuse to come to Arizona 
and somehow force the governor’s hand 
on the issue? Jan Brewer (Arizona’s 
Governor) isn’t going, “Quick, we better 
get rid of this law! Rage Against The 

just to not play Arizona. [laughter] 
Wes: It makes no sense to think that the 
people who involve themselves in any 
kind of indie scene identify with that law. 
Mikey: Yeah, 90% of their fans don’t 
agree with it. 
Wes: We didn’t vote for it. Yeah, fuck 
any band that would say that. 
Chris: So what would your reaction be 
to a band who participated in the boycott, 
but then the law is repealed and things 
are cool again? 
Mikey: Fuck them! Fuck them! 
Matt: [laughter] Oh it’s cool now? But 
I honestly don’t know of any DIY bands 
that I like who are doing that. Do you? 
Chris: Not offhand, but I do feel like 
maybe people think a boycott is all they 
can do. Got any other ideas? 
Wes: 
go into politics and not be in a fucking 
punk band? 
Mikey: But what does boycotting do 
anyway?
Matt: All it hurts is the people of 
Arizona. It hurts the migrant workers 
who you are supposedly protesting for. 
They lose jobs. 
Wes: And all of those workers are going 
to be really fucking pissed when Rage 

[laughter]
Wes: But I don’t know what we can do. 
Mikey: No one can do shit. Nothing! 
Matt: We’re all fucked forever! We are 
all fucked forever! 
Mikey: Arizona is racist as fuck. Don’t 
go there. 
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Matt: Arizona is kicking Alabama’s and 

know there are something like twenty-
two other states right now that are trying 
to enact similar legislation because they 
thought it was a great idea? Are you 
going to boycott all those motherfuckers 
too? Come on. 
Chris: I wonder why people don’t 

Mikey: It’s kind of weird, right? 
Wes: Please don’t skip our town! 
Matt: But there are groups who help 

leave water and tortillas out in the 
desert so people don’t die. That’s direct 
action, and that’s something you can 
do. But not playing music somewhere 
because you don’t agree with the law is 
completely ineffective. 
Mikey: We’ve been to several peaceful 
marches in Phoenix against SB 1070, but 
what does that do? 
Wes: Nothing, dude. 
Mikey: It needs to be violent. 
Matt: Goddamn! [laughter] 
Mikey:
pissed. What’s walking down a fucking 
road going to do? 
Matt: Strap a bomb to your chest. 
Wes: Wow! I really respect your opinion 
when it comes to things like this. 
[laughter]
Chris: Well I think people could go to 
Arizona and talk about it. 
Mikey: Yeah, that makes sense. 
Matt: If you’re a fucking artist and you 
boycott a state… 
Mikey: You’re dumb. 
Matt: I mean I don’t get it, and I will 
never help you in any way whatsoever if 
you boycott Arizona. 
Mikey: And that’s not me. Arizona is 
just where my shit is at. I didn’t build the 
goddamn state. It’s where my clothes and 
my fucking bed are. People are always 
like, “Why don’t you move?” 
Wes: That’s such a copout. 
Matt: And that’s such a slap in the face 
to every activist or anyone who has ever 
tried to change anything about where 
they live. This is my home. 
Wes: I’m trying to make it better. 
Mikey: So, are we done with the Fifteen, 
Jeff Ott part of the interview? [laughter] 
Chris: I get a feeling that not only 
have you had to defend Arizona 
lately, but, just in general, you’ve had 
to defend Phoenix for years. I know 
I’ve gotten drunk on more than one 
occasion and said something like, 
“Wow, you guys are so cool but why 
do you…” 
Matt: [laughter] “Why do you live in 
Phoenix?” I think as far as that goes, 
Phoenix has had a bad reputation for 
shitty turnouts over the years. It’s had its 

a place. It’s where we live. 
59
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Mikey: I think 
the best music 

ever comes out 
of places that suck. 
Wes: One of the 
weird things about 

the scene in Phoenix 
is that it has always 

been driven by crust 
and grind. Everything’s 

so angry. I mean, we live 
in the desert where it’s so 

fucking hot and nobody wants 
to come here. And maybe a lot of 

Mikey: That’s why that Shang-A-Lang 
record is fucking bullshit. Everything is 
not better in the summertime. You’re a 
fucking liar. 
Matt: [laughter] Nothing gets better in 
the summertime. Everything gets horrible 
and gross. 
Chris: 
I just… 
Wes: No, not in Arizona. Not in fucking 
Phoenix. [laughter] 
Chris: How do you feel about people who 
are like, “This place fucking sucks. I’m 
going to move to Portland.” 
Mikey: Later!
Wes: [laughter] Have fun! Have fun with 
everybody else. 
Matt: Phoenix only sucks if people let 
it suck. If you do shit and make things 
happen, it won’t suck anymore. But right 
now there are a lot of cool things going 
on. I think the DIY scene is awesome 
right now. It’s definitely the best it’s 
been since I’ve been in Tempe for the 
last ten years. 
Chris: And I’m curious about that, 
because Phoenix was a place for years 
that we’d just… 
Wes: Drive past. 
Matt: Yeah and I understand that because 
it used to be that you’d play in some shitty 
bar where no one gives a fuck. Touring 
bands would get zero support in the past 
and would just skip us. I know it happened. 
But we try to book shows and get people to 
come through, and, sure, sometimes it’s hit 
or miss house shows, but it’s not that bad 
anymore—I swear. 
Mikey: Right now there are several really 
great all ages DIY spots in Phoenix. It’s 
just like everywhere else, where we will 
go a period of time with no options but 
house shows  where the cops might bust it 
up at any minute, but now there are people 
opening up their  practice spots and doing 
shows. It’s pretty awesome. 
Wes: And I feel like it’s getting more 
integrated where we’re playing shows with 
hardcore and grind bands. 
Matt: It’s all getting mixed together now. 
Wes: Exactly. We don’t have a problem 
just because we play poppy music. We 
understand that we’re all at the same level 
when it comes to things like DIY. 
Matt: We’re all bound together by similar 

ethics. And, in the past, things have been 
pretty divided. I mean, not only is Phoenix 
so terribly expansive but people seemed to 
separate into their own little cliques and 
didn’t step outside of them. But now it 
seems that people are coming together and 
I think it’s fucking awesome. I’m proud of 
my city when a touring band comes through. 
And I haven’t experienced that a lot in the 
last ten years. 
Chris:
small towns in Arizona right? 
Mikey: The same small town called Coolidge. 
Chris: Did you two grow up together? 
Mikey: Kind of. We had the same babysitters 
and both of his parents were my teachers, 

grade or two under me. I knew who he was 
but he was a little dork and I didn’t talk to 
him. [laughter] 
Matt:
[laughter]
Matt: He had dyed hair. It was awesome. 
Mikey: You just said cool and grunge like 
that works. 
Wes: Those two are the same things, right? 
[laughter]
Chris: So how did you all end up hanging 
out after high school? 
Mikey: About eight of us moved from 
Coolidge after high school and we all lived 

door neighbor and we fought a lot. 
Matt: Yami (drummer from Parkway 
Wretch) threw me through your window 
and I cussed you out for it. 
Mikey: Yeah, I was just sitting in my house 
when I heard this argument going on outside 
on the patio and the next thing I knew I see 

Chris: Why would you yell at him? 
Matt: Because Yami is fucking scary 
[laughter].
Mikey: But, yeah, we used to get into it 
a lot. 
Chris:
in together? 
Matt: Actually it was The Frat Boys, huh? 
Mikey: Yeah, The Frat Boys must have 

Matt:
bands, like Parkway Wretch and Small 
Appliances, and we ended up starting The 
Frat Boys together with a couple guys from 

“Hey, I bought a recorder. Want to start a 
band called Hotdog!?” 
Wes: Best band ever! 
Mikey: This is my second attempt at 
Hotdog!, actually. I tried to start Hotdog! in 
1998 but the two dudes I was doing it with 
did a whole bunch of meth. 
Matt: So much meth! 
Chris: But I still don’t understand why it 
is that you started a band if you guys were 

Matt:
hung out after Coolidge and we clashed a 
little bit. But I think we had a conversation 

once where I basically said, “Dude, I don’t 

like, “Dude, I don’t care about anything!” 
Oh man, let’s be in bands and not care about 
anything together! [laughter] 
Chris: So Wes, how did you hook up with 
these guys? 
Wes: I was in a band called Streetside 
Prophet. We were in high school… 
Matt: And I dug it. I would always ask 
them to play shows. 
Wes: 

or sixteen years old—and we couldn’t come 
inside. So we had to all sit out in the rain. 
Matt: We were hanging out afterwards and 
I asked if you all wanted to come over and 
drink some beers. 
Wes: I was like sixteen and you all were 
like twenty-eight. [laughter] 
Matt:
Wes: But that’s really a big difference when 
you’re sixteen. 
Matt: Yeah, and we were all hanging out 
and I remember you saying something 
about having to go to school. I asked if you 
guys go to ASU and you were like, “Uh no. 
We go to Chaparral.” Oh no, you guys are 
in high school! Wait, what are we talking 
about? [laughter] 
Chris: Well, you were talking about how 
you met, but how did you come to be in 
a band? 
Matt: Basically, all our bands broke up 
at the same time and we asked Wes if he 
wanted to be in a band. 
Wes: And a week later… 
Matt:
[laughter]
Wes: That put our plans on hold. 
Matt: And as I made plans to move back 
home, I asked Wes if he was in a band yet, 
and he said no. 
Wes: And I was miserable without a band. 
I tried so hard but nothing was coming of 

phone card every once in a while and tell 

was. [laughter] 
Wes: That was a joke. But we were talking 
about how we wanted to make this more of 
an outside of a state thing when everything 
I knew at that time about playing music was 
through the local scene and it was bad. 
Matt: At that time it seemed like the only 
thing going on was North Phoenix thrash 
bands. Everything about that scene was 
exclusive and elitist. And I’m pretty sure 
that they’d admit that. 
Chris: So you guys started the band with 
the intention of touring? 
Wes: Yeah, to branch out. I mean, that 

though I hadn’t left yet, I wanted to once 
I had the chance. 
Chris:
you were a four piece with Ryan from 
Streetside Prophet playing second guitar. 
What happened? 
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Wes: Ryan was 
always so socially 

awkward, but he’d 
tell me, “Don’t leave 
me out.” He’d say 

that when we go out, I 
should encourage him 

to get involved with more 
friendships. I tried to! But 

the more I tried to involve 
him, the less interested he 

seemed to be in the band. He kept 
calling off practices and I asked if this 

was something he still wanted to do. Right 
away, he got defensive and said he needed 
to quit the band. So that was it. 
Chris: You said something about his leaving 
in the liner notes of the split with Sleep Like 

Wes: He sang “Please don’t leave me…” 
Matt: You know that song is about his 
cousin getting murdered, right? 
Wes: “Please don’t leave me. How could 
you leave me? How could you forget about 
all the good times we had? Wish it would 
go back to normal again.” And he left right 
after we recorded those songs. He was one 
of my best friends and he bailed on me. I’m 
hurt. It was a bad breakup.
Matt: He lives in a cave in a white mountain. 
That’s all I know. 
Mikey: Ryan was Wes’s demon and he 
dealt with it. [laughter] 
Wes: All I know was he was my best friend 
and he bailed on me so spontaneously and it 
sucks. He just cut me off. 
Chris: So how have things been as a 
three piece? 
Mikey: I’m stoked now! 
Wes: With the 10”, that was pretty much 
half me and half Ryan. 
Mikey: No! A third. He wrote a third. 
Matt: Well, that was so long ago. I mean, 
we’ve been a three piece for a lot longer 
than we were a four piece. It doesn’t even 
seem like that was the same band. 
Wes: And even when he was in the band, 
he’d just leave right after practice and the 
three of us would smoke cigarettes and talk. 
It felt like it was just the three of us even 
back then. 
Matt: It’s better now. That’s all. 
Wes: It’s way better. 
Mikey: We always said that the three of us 
were on the same page and it was weird to 
have the one guy who we were unsure of. 
Chris: Well it sounds like you guys bonded 
and spent time outside of the band, which 
I think is a really important part of being 
in a band. 
Mikey: We’ve touched dicks. [laughter] 
Wes: Even when you guys (Shang-A-Lang) 
came to town… 
Chris: I think I called Ryan “weird guy.” 
[laughter]
Wes: He just gave a head nod and left. 
Mikey: “I’m gonna go play Solitaire in 
my car.” 
Wes: That dude had a massive addiction to 
online poker. But anyway! [laughter] 

Mikey: Did we cover SB 1070? [laughter] 
Chris: So, Wes, I found out today that 
you are twenty-one years old. But you’re 
playing music with a couple old men. 
Wes: Yes! I’m an old man, too, but… 
[laughter]
Chris: So how is that? Do they talk 
about things that you don’t understand? 
[laughter]
Mikey: Are you trying to break us up? 
Chris: I actually have a dream of doing the 

Razorcake interview that results in a 
band ending it all on tape. [laughter] 
Wes: You know, it’s mostly movie 
references. I actually bought Big Trouble 

it all the time. And I started listening to FYP 
because I couldn’t stand them talking about 
it and not really knowing all of their songs. 
But it’s strange because I met them when I 

anyone I’ve ever been friends with. 
All: Awwww! 
Wes: No, but it’s really not that weird. I 
don’t think of them of as “these guys who 
are ten years older than me.” I just think of 
them as my friends. 
Chris: I know you guys play a lot of DIY 
spaces, but I also know you’ve played bars. 
Mikey: Wes would just walk in. I don’t 
understand kids who won’t go to bar shows 
and try to get in. 
Matt: Carry a fucking guitar and they won’t 
mess with you. 
Wes: The only place I couldn’t get into was 
in Portland. I forget what it was called, but 
we played this place and they wouldn’t let 
me in to watch the other bands. 
Mikey: You were a sad little monkey, dude. 
Wes: I just sat outside of the porn shop 
and thought about going in and jerking 
off while everyone else was playing. 
[laughter] 
Mikey: But, honestly, I don’t consider 
Wes to be younger. I mean, I know he is, 
but I don’t talk to him like, “Fucking kid. 
You don’t know shit.” I just give him his 
baba and tell him it’s time for naptime. 
[laughter]
Mikey: I think everyone has the tendency 
to act like a fucking child no matter how 
old they are. I’m pretty sure at times I’m the 
fucking baby. 
Wes: Yup. 
Mikey: Fuck off, dude! [laughter] 
Chris: So does having a twenty-one-year-
old in the band offer some kind of different 
perspective?
Mikey: No, because I’ve been twenty-one. 
If I was born as a thirty-one-year-old, then 
yeah, I guess it would be. 
Chris: Well, maybe it’s my own issue. 
Sometimes I get down on things and I think… 
Mikey: I don’t get jaded and fuck jaded 
people. 
Chris: Well fuck you! [laughter] 
Mikey: Okay, I take that back. There are 
certain issues I get jaded on, but music—no, 
never. But, you know, a lot of people get 
older and stop doing this shit. 

Chris: But, yeah, that’s my point—I think 
we’re at an age where a lot of our friends 
start moving on to other shit and we’re still 
here, doing the same things we wanted to 

Mikey:
a part in things. We started a band with him 
and we get to hang out with a bunch of kids 
who want to go crazy, and it reminds me 
that, oh, there are still people who still want 
to go to shows and have fun. I think a lot 
of people my age think they’ve done their 
fucking time. 
Matt: “Oh I’ve already done that!” 
Mikey: The worst thing in the world is, 

Lenguas Largas, who was partying in the 
next room) hasn’t stopped going to shows 
and he’s forty. 
Matt: Whenever someone asks him what 
the best era in punk rock is, his answer is 
“Fucking now.” 
Mikey: Right now! It’s always right now. If 
you don’t think that way, then bud, you’re 
kinda done. 
Wes: I hope in ten years from now I’m not 
totally writing all this off. 
Chris: You’re going to graduate to 
rockabilly. 
Matt: Wait, I thought that was the retirement 
home for skinheads. 
Wes: 
are a lot older than me… 
Matt: We’re total fuck ups. 
Wes: No! But I like playing music with you 
two fuck ups! [laughter] 
Wes: But I have seen a lot of their friends 
who have totally ditched the scene… 
Matt:
fuck up. You’re only half a fuck up. 
Wes: 
still be something important in your life, 
even in your thirties. 
Mikey: Plus, I’m really fucking good at my 
instrument. Why would I stop? You know 
what I’m saying? 
Matt: Yeah, I’ve worked really fucking 
hard at becoming mediocre and I’m not 
going to turn back now! [laughter] 
Chris:
up and watch .
Mikey: The Today Show!
Chris: Oh my bad, so you watch The 
Today Show.
Mikey: Yeah? 
Chris: What do you get out of that experience? 
Mikey: The news! 
Chris: It’s not fucking news! 
Mikey: Yes it is! At least until eight in the 
morning—then they start telling you what 
to cook for dinner and how to build shelves. 
But early in the morning, it’s about the 
weather and stories from around the world, 
goddamnit! So I like the fucking news. So 
what? Where did this come from? 
Chris: I just think it’s interesting. I stayed 
at your house once and I woke up to you 
drinking coffee and watching The Today 
Show. I thought it was kinda funny. 
[laughter]



Mikey: Okay, yes, I’m an old 
man. I like the news, coffee, 
and Al Roker. So the fuck what? 
[laughter] 
Mikey: So you ask everyone else 
really interesting questions and then 
when you get to me you want to talk 
about The Today Show?
Chris: Why are you getting so 
defensive over The Today Show?
Mikey: First of all, you said 
Morning America. Fuck that shit! 
[laughter]
Chris:
that you quit drinking because you 
get too nice when you’re drunk? 
Mikey: Yeah, when I drink I’m 
nice to people I hate. And the next 
day when they want to talk to me, I 
feel bad because I was nice to them 
and have no interest in talking to 
them whatsoever. 

Chris: That completely blows my 
mind—the thought of you beating 
yourself up over being too nice to 
someone!
Mikey: Well, yeah. I mean I was 
giving people I couldn’t stand 
hugs and asking them about their 
lives—like I really cared. Then 
I’d see them again when I was 
sober and they’d want to be my 
best friend. So I’d end up feeling 
super bad because I was nice to 
someone I hate. 
Chris: Why don’t you want to be 
nice? What’s wrong with that? 
Mikey: I think it’s a backbone issue. 
If I hate someone, I should hate them 
drunk or sober, and when I’m drunk 
it’s like I have no backbone. 
Chris: So you want to be real? 
Mikey: Yeah, if I hate someone I 
should tell them to fuck off. I can’t 

do that when I’m drunk. But when 
I’m sober I can be a fucking prick.
Matt: You realize that everyone 
who reads this is going to wonder 
if you are talking about them, right? 
[laughter]
Chris: So why call yourself 
Rumspringer?
Wes: Rumspringa is a term for 
Amish adolescence when the rules 
don’t apply… 
Chris: But why Rumspringer? Did 
you feel like Rumspringa was too 
hip hop? [laughter] 
Wes: No, I just thought it sounded 
better. I’m gonna puke…  

63

MICHAEL HOPPER



part II

Wall of Gender, LINDA BURDICK



65

What I know to be true: A good punk 
band will bring you endless hours of 
fine, noisy entertainment, but the crème 
de la crème of ’em will also fuck up your 
sensibilities a bit. You may not always 
agree with what they’re saying, but if they 
do their job well, they’ll make you think 
beyond “fuck, that’s a great riff” long 
enough to ponder the idea that maybe, 
just maybe, all the stuff you’re being 
force-fed by the government, the school 
system, the media, the church elders, 
your boss, your parents, your peer group, 
and any other purveyors of “taste” and 
status quo enforcement is just heaping 
helpings of lies slathered with bullshit to 
help it all go down. 

Even the most cursory perusal of 
Nervous Gender’s recently reissued Music 
from Hell album will let the listener know 
they’ve stumbled across something far 
more incendiary than whatever innocuous 
fodder the local “alternative” station has in 
heavy rotation. They are among the elite of 

the aforementioned crème de la crème, a 
band that has consistently challenged their 
audiences, their peers, and themselves 
to think beyond whatever convenient rut 
and pigeonhole is available. From their 
inception they’ve taken on the group-
think police by confronting stereotypes, 
addressing taboo subjects, and relying 
on synthesizers (an instrument long 
considered anathema to all things “punk”) 
as their weapon of choice, resulting in an 
occasionally withering brand of music 
that has influenced just as many, if not 
more, folks as it’s scared off. 

Part one of our interview (as they say 
in the comic book world, “see last ish!”) 
recounted Nervous Gender’s early days 
as part of the late ‘70s/’80s L.A. punk 
scene. In part two, we discuss what’s 
happened in the years after that much-
ballyhooed era—the death of one member 
and the illness of a second, their continued 
embracing of new technology, and the 
things that led them to reform. 

Jimmy: [to Joe] How did you get involved 
with Nervous Gender? 
Joe: I was around. I used to go to all of 
the early Nervous Gender shows. I met 

synthesizers in the room, and I think we 
realized we were kind of kindred spirits in 
that aspect.
Michael: As opposed to our mutual friend, 
who was way off. Turned out he was more into 
bluegrass than what we were doing. [laughs]
Joe: 
synthesizer, didn’t have any musical 

someone invited me to be in a band. I was 

that was our mutual interest: synthesizers, 
pop, and punk music. One night he invited 
me to play with Vox Pop, and I guess I was 
kind of a permanent guest musician. At 
one point, after Edward had left Nervous 
Gender, there was a six month period 
before Gerardo decided to revive Nervous 
Gender, so that’s when it was Gerardo, 

Michael: We were talking about how a 
lot of people think gay people are soft 
and stuff, then you have these leather 
guys who are tough and mean. Gerardo 
liked leather, and there was this notorious 
leather bar. It was very small and was 
called The One Way. We played there 
and they had the best music. The first 
time I heard Public Image was at this 
bar. We walk in--this was before AIDS--

and left side was for sucking, right side 
was for fucking. People were out, doing 
their business, right in the middle of the 
bar. One of the things you would do was 
wear these keys to tell whether you were 
a top or a bottom. Gerardo would wear 
these keys, only they were plastic baby 
keys. [everyone laughs] That’s the kind of 
thing he would do, even in a leather bar, 
to try to push people around. He told me 
a story where he hooked up with this guy, 
they’re on top of some roof some place, 
and the guy had to quit, saying, “You’re 
really into torturing people emotionally, 
aren’t you.” He said, “Yeah.” This big 
leather guy ran screaming from Gerardo! 
[everyone laughs]
Jimmy: He channeled that into the music, 
of course. What caused the dissolution of 

Michael: Dissolution is kind of a strange 
term…
Edward: There’s a difference between 
things falling apart because of people within 
the band, but it wasn’t just the band. It felt 
like that scene fell apart at a certain point. 
People became more interested in raves and 
music that was just DJed, and I noticed there 
weren’t as many live shows anymore.
Jimmy: This was in the mid-eighties?
Edward: Yeah… and you feel like, “Why 
are we even doing this?” when people really 
don’t seem to be that interested anymore. 
Probably bands with more commercial 
value still had interest, but for us, we 
realized that people didn’t seem to be that 

interested, so we said, “We’re not going to 
do this anymore. We’ll just get regular jobs, 
do whatever we were going to do.” That’s 

said, “No, you can’t break up the band. I 
always wanted to be in your band. I’d rather 
be in your band than Wall Of Voodoo,” and 
so we decided to do a guitar version of all 
the Nervous Gender songs.
Michael: That was called Wall Of Gender, 
basically.
Edward: In terms of getting shows, in 
terms of lots of things, it was so much 
easier, working with the people from 
Wall Of Voodoo. But, in terms of creating 
something new, it was much more 
traditional in sound. They could play their 
instruments and reproduce the song the 
way it should be each time. At the same 
time, it lost its edge when we did it that 

with the three of us, we wanted to go back 
more to the very beginning, where it was 
noise and rhythm.

Censorship at a Club Called “Fuck”

Michael: We were doing a project called 
High Heel Tit Wig. We did about three or 
four shows, and we were actually getting 
people really interested, and they were 
enjoying what we were doing. Gerardo was 
getting more sick. He developed AIDS, 
and he needed something to focus his life 
on, so he wanted to get Nervous Gender 
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and we started doing Nervous Gender stuff 
again, mainly to keep him occupied. I’m 
not sure you could call them fun, but they 
were interesting shows. At that time, there 
was a strange, weird—I don’t really want 
to call it gay—music scene happening with 
the Club Fuck crowd. We reformed right 
around that time.
Jimmy: That was a really weird period in 
time because it was a convergence of the 
industrial dance scene, the arty punk scene, 
the goth stuff. You had the fringier, artier 
punk guys, and at the same time you had 

and all of these clubs that almost blurred 
the line between the gay and the straight 
scene. I remember going to Club Fuck, 
and walking in you’d see these pretty little 
disco girls dancing next to guys with tit 
clamps on.
Michael: I heard stories about people like 

“This is the way it should be!” [laughing] And 
we got censored! At that point we had videos 
going on, and Club Fuck asked us to turn off 
all the videos. They were too graphic!
Jimmy: What were you showing?
Joe: Ejaculating cocks. Gerardo.
Michael: Gerardo’s ejaculating cock! [laughter]
Jimmy: There’s an irony in that. You’re 
playing a place called Club Fuck and they’re 
telling you…
Edward: “Turn it off! We’ll get raided!” It
had more to do with the laws at the time for 
alcohol. You couldn’t show pornography at a 
bar. Now you can.
Michael: Not that I would ever call that 
stuff pornography.
Joe: 
Michael: [laughing] Not pretty, but oh, so fun!
Jimmy: [joking] So what do you guys have 
against the Catholic Church? I’m seeing a 
pattern here.
Michael: Oh, they’re just easy targets.

Joe: I slapped a nun once!
Jimmy: She was talking shit or what?
Joe: She slapped me, so hey! [laughter] 
That’s when I got expelled from Catholic 
school and got thrown into military school.
Jimmy: Because it was harder to slap a 
drill instructor?
Joe: Right!
Michael: I actually enjoyed that period. I 
was having fun.
Joe: We were the leaner, meaner Nervous 
Gender, and we were just playing with the 

backing tracks and play noise on top of it.
Jimmy: I think I read somewhere online that 
you were saying that you went from being 
musicians to being programmers. How was 
that, as far as a change?
Michael: The sound got thicker. 
Joe: Nervous Gender was always interested 
in technology. We had synthesizers and 
everyone else was playing guitars, but 

You only needed five friends to say, 
“Yes, you could do it.”

PHRANC, 1979–PHOTOGRAPHER UNKNOWN



67

came along, it was perfect for us. I think 
one of the things that defined the early 
Nervous Gender sound was the fact that 
synthesizers would not stay in tune, 
people were not keeping time, so that’s 
where that chaotic sound came from. With 

made us be a little more inventive getting 
the noise elements in. But the melodies 
became stronger.
Jimmy: You could actually hear the melodies 
because you were in tune, and you had to 
push the noise back in on some other level.
Joe: We were basically programming drums 
and bass. Everything else was live.
Michael: This fourth incarnation of Nervous 
Gender has gotten some grief for not being 
analog. We tell people, “fuck you!”
Jimmy: During this period, you were not in 
the band.
Edward: When I turned thirty I left the band. 

I got married, had children, grandchildren. I 
had a different life altogether.
Michael: It’s an addiction you can’t break, 
isn’t it?
Edward: I thought you said something 
else, well, anyway [laughter]... Years later, 

Nervous Gender to see what would come 
up and there were all these references 
that were coming up. I thought maybe it 
would be two references. I was surprised, 
since I had lived an isolated life. I didn’t 
know what had gone on after me, basically. 
Then Joe phoned me up and said, “I was 
going to do a website. Are you interested 
in participating?” I said sure. Slowly but 
surely I realized there was more interest 
now and more opportunities to be creative 
than there was even back then.
Michael: We were getting e-mails asking, 
“When are you going to play again?” We 
started the website to archive what we had.

Jimmy: It wasn’t about starting the band again?
Joe: Gerardo, after he died, left his archive 
to me. It was tons of photos, tapes, video, 

site up and just leave it at that. It was really 
started to archive the history of the band 
and make a little money off of reissuing 
live shows.
Michael: Well, it’s not to make money 

money on it.
Jimmy: Striving to break even.
Joe: Then we started talking, “Well, we’re 
doing these archival tapes. I wonder what 
it would sound like if we did some new 
stuff.” Our original thought was to be a 
studio band, and then someone offered us 
some money to play their birthday party. It 
was kind of like, “Well, let’s see if we can 
do this, and if we can’t throw something 
together in six months—which was when 
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the party was going to be—then, you 
know…” And we played the party, it was 
fun, people showed up for it, then other 
clubs started asking us to play, and it’s kind 
of gone like that.
Edward: It was all new kids, too. It wasn’t 
like old friends came out and that’s all that 
happened. It had a new life. At the beginning, 
old friends did come out. But they’ve seen it. 
They’ve been through it. They’re not going 
to continue coming out. But what replaced 
them was young kids. To me, that was really 
exciting. Even my own family, who didn’t 
know much about Nervous Gender, started 
coming to shows, and my grandchildren are 
like, “Papa! Look at Papa standing up there!” 
Now they’re running around the house 
screaming the lyrics of Nervous Gender, not 
like they’re embarrassed about it or anything. 

interested in it.
Michael: The fact there was a kind of 
strange underground scene developing that 
we didn’t even know had started again. The 

are underground music clubs catering to 
fans of post-punk and electronic music) 
and it’s actually interesting stuff that 
people are doing.
Edward: People treat you so well, too! People 
putting on these shows, they’re not doing it 
for the money. I mean, they’re covering their 
bases, too. Years ago, a lot of shows we did, 
we were doing shows for people who didn’t 
even want us in the place. They were putting 
up with us just to get the door money, but 
they hated the music. They hated the way we 
looked. Now these young people are into it, 
they enjoy it, and when you go to do sound 
check or you go to do the show, they make 
you feel like they want you there. That’s a 
good feeling, and it’s not how it used to be.
Jimmy: I hear that a lot. The Brat, when we 
talked to them, said they show up to the show 
and, “All of these kids are cheering for us, 
and they used to throw food at us!”
Edward: I could never predict that was 
going to happen. I thought maybe they’d 

us as ridiculous or something not very 
enjoyable. But that didn’t happen. I’m 
not sure exactly why, because there were 
some bands where it didn’t happen that 
way, they didn’t make that transition. They 
weren’t able to come back and do shows 
again, whether because they are no longer 
alive, in some cases, but in some cases time 
didn’t translate well for them.
Michael: The other thing is that music 
is really bad now. They all sound the 
same. It’s not very good, and it really 
feels like the stuff coming out in ’77 
from the big record companies, again!
Jimmy: That same kind of bland, faceless 
pop stuff. 
Michael: How many Britney Spears do 
you need?
Jimmy: Just like how many Leif Garretts did 
you need?
Joe: However, putting up a website has really 
opened the opportunities, because people can 

just connect. We sell most of our CDs to 
Germany, Spain, and Italy, which we never 
would have been able to do twenty years ago. 
Things are more immediate, and you can get 
information out quicker, let people know 
you’re playing. There’s so much subdivision 
in music now that there’s really no cohesive 
scene, but with the website, Facebook, and 

Nervous Gender: Synthpunk?

Jimmy: How do you guys feel about the 
synthpunk tag, or subgenre or whatever 
you want to call it? Putting the Screamers, 
the Units, you guys, into this little cubby 
hole. Do you think what you were doing 
was so far out of the punk ethos it needed 
its own subgenre?
Edward: I think they needed it more than 
we did. I remember saying to somebody that 
originally when I heard the term synth punk 
it was like a putdown. Not really punk rock, 
not real punk. Synth punk, as in synthetic, 
phony, fake. It had those innuendos towards 
it. In years later, it was used as a real term, as 
a positive term to describe a certain genre.
Jimmy: Synthesizer instead of synthetic.
Michael: Kind of like gay, being negative 

a description.
Edward: It goes back and forth. Any term 

Joe: I think synth punk pretty much accurately 
describes exactly what we’re doing.
Jimmy: Have you heard any of the bands 
that have come out in more recent years, like 
Phantom Limbs?
Edward: Oh yeah.
Jimmy: So you guys kind of kept up with the 
punk stuff on some level?
Joe: Only really because of starting Nervous 
Gender, getting the information out again. I 
hadn’t gone out for years, and then when I 

Gender, all these bands were coming up, 

I started paying attention. First band I went 
out and saw was New Collapse, which, to 
my mind, sounds like the Screamers. Then 
I started going out, seeing these bands, and 

around synth punk.
Michael:
but they’re there.
Joe: There’s all these little small scenes, 
little cliques.
Jimmy: That’s one thing that’s annoying 
about it for me. When I was a kid, and you 
guys came a generation or two before me, 
but in the early ‘80s I liked Savage Republic 
as much as I liked Black Flag, and Nervous 
Gender as much as I liked Circle Jerks. Now 
everybody’s got these little cubby holes and 
they don’t want to go outside them. You’ll 
have the kids that are into the death rock and 
they don’t want to listen to, say, the grindcore 
stuff, and the grindcore kids won’t listen to 
the ’77 punk rock stuff, and those kids wont 
listen to this…
Joe: It’s really fractured.

Jimmy: And they all say that they’re punk, 
and “they aren’t,” and “they’re not,” and, 
“the garage guys? No, they’re not punk.”
Joe: But what does that even mean? 
Are we talking musical terms or 
social? I mean, I listen to everything.
Jimmy: I guess for me that’s one of the 
weird generational paradigm shifts. As it’s 
gone on, there are these pockets of great 
music, but they’re only playing to these small 
little groups, whereas when I was younger, 
we listened to everything. If it was good, we 
listened to it. Of course, there was always 
that kind of bonehead punk element that said 
it had to be fast and loud and that was all they 
listened to, but it’s interesting. And yet, at the 
same time, there are all these good bands 
coming out right now.
Edward: I thought time would break that 
away, and people would learn by the mistakes 
and learn that they’re cheating themselves 
out of a good time by doing that. I can 
understand having taste, a certain style that 
you like, and certain sounds that you like, but 
at the expense of never enjoying anything 
else… it’s like being country western and 
hearing nothing but that.
Jimmy: And not liking Patsy Cline because 
she doesn’t have a steel guitar.
Edward: At the same time, the fact that 
they gave Nervous Gender the synth punk 
terminology, that brought attention to us. 
That may not have happened if that term 
didn’t exist. Some people would see it and 
go “What is that?” and it got attention, gave 
it credibility.

You talk about punk rock and it’s, like, 
okay, there are only three punk bands: Sex 
Pistols, the Damned, and the Clash. No other 
band ever existed except those three, so 

synth punk, okay there’s only three: Suicide, 
Screamers, and Nervous Gender. It brings 
attention to a certain group of people but it 
ignores a whole mass of others. It works for 
and against you in some ways.

Reactivation

Jimmy: When Gerardo died, was that the 
end of the band for a good period? What I 
saw online implies that it kind of went on for 
a few years after that.
Joe: After Gerardo died?
Jimmy: Yeah.
Joe: No. When Gerardo died, it took sixteen 
years to get back together again. Gerardo 
died, and then we were doing High Heel Tit 
Wig. I had a stroke, so that brought an end 
to my musical activities. Edward was doing 
music at home.
Edward:
I saw this way of doing music again without 
having to be involved in any scene, or put 
much money out, I started doing a project 
called Kali’s Thugs, which was Karene and 
me. Then I started combining Hinduism 
and industrial sounds all together into one, 
so when Nervous Gender started again, I 
already had a taste for making noise again. 
It wasn’t that I was doing nothing then did 



It opened up a world where
the average misfit had a place to 
perform and create.
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Nervous Gender. I was playing with noise 
still, not connected to any group or scene, 
just at home alone.
Michael: Therapy.
Jimmy: You got reconnected with the band 
via the internet, right?
Edward: Yes.
Joe: Because of the website.
Edward: And I lived in the same city. We 
just didn’t communicate, especially after Joe 
had his stroke.
Michael: The stroke really derailed what we 
had been doing.
Joe:
went and saw Kraftwerk play at the Greek 
Theater, and we just kind of went, “We want 
to do music again.”
Michael: I don’t remember which time it 
was, but I remember seeing The Fall at the 
Ford with Gerardo. We started doing music 
again at that time. Usually, somebody else 
doing music sparks us to want to do it again.
Jimmy: Because they seem to be having so 
much fun?
Michael: Yeah.
Edward: When we all got back together this 
last time we were not going to perform. In 
fact, if the word performance came up I had 
an anxiety attack. The actual idea of getting 
back onstage, or trying to move around and 
present yourself in that matter was the last 
thing I wanted to do.
Joe: And I was like, “Come on!”
Edward: At a certain point we did some 
rehearsals and I started thinking maybe it 
wouldn’t be totally humiliating, it might be 

saw the video, we were like, “Okay, I’m not 
cringing through the whole thing. We’re not 
embarrassing ourselves, this is okay.” 
Michael: Then people like Part Time Punks 
started to call us and say, “You’re doing 
shows again? You want to do a show?” 
“Well, okay….”
Jimmy: So, are you guys an active band again?
Joe: Yeah, we’ve been doing a lot of 
projects. We re-mastered Music from Hell.
We just recorded a couple of songs with Paul 
Roessler, and we’re going to put out a single 
in a couple of months. Part Time Punks is 
going to re-release Music from Hell on vinyl, 
and we’re probably going to do a couple of 
shows around then.
Jimmy: All those years you guys were 
together, you managed one album and four 
tracks on a compilation. Did you guys record 
anything else? Were there ever plans to 
record subsequent albums and it just didn’t 
pan out?
Michael: There’s one subsequent album 

American Regime.
Joe: That was the “digital” Gender, when the 

four tracks. I’m not sure why that didn’t go 
any further. We’re going to release it on our 
website, on our archival series. There will be 
a bunch of new stuff coming out this year.
Jimmy: Are you guys working on a new set 
or working on the old stuff?

Joe: What we’ve been doing is reworking all 
the old songs in the new format.
Michael: Trying to re-learn them!
Joe: We’ve been reinterpreting all the old stuff.
Edward: And there were a lot of songs we 
had maybe performed once and never did 
again, so we brought those back out and 

seeing how they sound. We’re using totally 
different technology, so the approach is a 
little different in terms of putting the tracks 
together. Songs that were weak turned out to 
be some of our strongest songs now because 
we have the ability to have a rhythm going 
from the beginning to the end.
Joe: We’ve essentially been redoing all the 
old songs for the live sets, and now we’re 
recording old songs that never got recorded. 
That’s how we’ve been approaching it. If we 
get all of that behind us, then perhaps we’ll 
do some new material.
Jimmy: Start looking forward?
Joe: We’ve been doing some covers 
instead of writing new material: Germs 
covers, Screamers covers—“Punish or be 
Damned”—we’re working on Black Randy 

Cup,” which I think is perfect for us.
Jimmy: You said you’ve been working with 
Paul Roessler. As a producer?
Joe: He mixed and engineered the two new 
old songs.
Jimmy: Have you talked with any of the 
other former members to see if they might be 
interested in collaborating on anything?
Joe: We had originally thought about doing 
a thirty year anniversary show but we got 
sidetracked and blew that. We had talked to 

into it.
Michael: What we need to do is a thirty-third 
year anniversary.
Jimmy: Without Gerardo, how is it different?
Michael: There are less arguments.
Joe: I hate to say it, but I think that if 
Gerardo was still alive, we wouldn’t be 
doing Nervous Gender because it would just 

Michael: I think Nervous Gender could 
have produced more documentation, except 
Gerardo had a tendency to be a perfectionist. 
Nervous Gender could never be a perfected 
sound. We actually tried to do some recordings 
with Paul Cutler, and they were sounding 
good, but Joe’s part and my part took about 
two or three hours, and Gerardo, just the 
singing part, poor Paul Cutler was there for 
eight hours just to try to deal with Gerardo 
for one song. It was just impossible. That’s 
probably the main reason Nervous Gender 
didn’t produce as much as it could have. The 
reason Music from Hell was produced was 
because Gerardo was so high he didn’t know 
what was going on.
Edward: It was all done in forty-eight hours.
Michael: He didn’t have a chance to rethink it.
Edward: We did it and then we left, and 
they handled the rest of it. In fact, on the way 
back, driving from San Francisco he said to 
me, “I’ve decided I don’t want any of my 

songs on there. If you want to put your songs 

I’d rather die than have people listen to this,” 
and just whined the whole way back. We had 
already signed a contract, but if he could 
have stopped it he would have. He always, 
for some reason, sabotaged anything that was 
coming out.
Joe: There was a lot of self-sabotaging 
going on.
Edward: The three of us have different 
talents and different ways of approaching 
things. We still allow each other to participate 
in the way we need to participate. Gerardo’s 
idea of perfection was his
we’re not in on that. We did not know what 
that meant.
Michael: He couldn’t control us live, but 
he would try to control us when we were 
recording.
Joe: So to answer your original question, 
“Was there a Svengali?” someone thought
there was. [laughter]
Jimmy: I guess the original question was 
whether or not there was a personality driving 

in a way.
Joe:
all fought him back on it. It wasn’t like he 
had total control.
Michael: I remember saying years ago, 
when someone asked, “How was your 
rehearsal?” I said it was more like therapy 
sessions. Ten minutes of playing and forty-

Joe: That’s how one reviewer described 
a Nervous Gender show, that show at the 
Whisky, that it was all these people onstage 
trying to work out their personal therapy. 
[everyone laughs]
Edward: That was pretty accurate in many 
ways. He meant it as a put-down, but the 
songs were about our lives, not about other 
people’s lives, or what we wanted people 
to think our lives were like. All the ugliness 
at that point in time, that’s what they were 
about. It was therapy.
Michael: Which is probably why we keep 
coming back to it. It really is about us, 
telling what is going on with ourselves.
Jimmy: That’s like a lot of bands. The D.C. 

hated each other. But it created this kind of 
timeless music. That band is considered one 

for all the negativity, brings a positive result.
Edward: It’s kind of what created the whole 
thing in many ways. But to live in that for 
too long a period of time would be too 
destructive, as well.
Jimmy: Then your therapist tells you, “You 
have to quit.” [laughter] In what ways do you 
see that the new groups of punk kids have an 
advantage over what you guys had?
Edward: I don’t think they have an 
advantage… maybe in terms of ability to buy 
equipment and stuff like that.
Michael: Technology is probably the only 
advantage over what was going on before. 
They’re just as isolated now as they were 
before. Just as alienated.
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Edward: And they have more rules to follow 
than we did.
Jimmy: Because they now have the templates 
that have been set.
Joe: I think accessibility is their advantage, 
the ability to communicate with each other 
through the web. Some guy in Germany or 
Spain can connect with a band.
Michael: The guy who is going to put out 
our single is from Kansas. You couldn’t do 
that twenty or thirty years ago.
Jimmy: You’d have to wait two weeks for 
the letter to come back.
Michael: After we did the mix-down we 
were able to send it to him that day. 
Joe: And there’s social networking. I think 
that’s the only advantage: that information 
is available.
Jimmy: Conversely, what do you think are 
the biggest disadvantages?
Joe: You’re talking about punks as a 
social scene?

Jimmy: Punk as a culture.
Joe: I think it’s that sitting behind a computer 
encourages not committing on a personal 
level, on the streets. 
Edward: And they could end up emulating 
somebody else’s life. When things were 
going on when we were younger, it was 
happening then, at that moment. That’s 
when things were being made and changed. 
Right now, they can go, “Let me take a little 
bit of the Clash and let me take a little bit of 
this and let me shake it up and I’ve got this 
new thing.” It could be very good, but it’s 
not about a life experience. Again, they’re 
not talking about their own personal life 
view, they’re talking about… “What is punk 
politics? Oh, I must be an anarchist. Oh, I’m 
right wing, I must be a Nazi,” whatever it 
is they’ve decided to do, it’s not from their 
life experience, it’s from what they believe 
it should be.
Jimmy:

Edward: You could end up not living a real 
life, but your grandparents’ life.
Jimmy: The irony being, of course, that 
you’re not really being you because you’re 

Michael: Completely the opposite of what 
punk is about.
Joe: Also, technology allows some kid in 
bumfuck, Idaho to make music in his bedroom 
and get it out to people within hours, via the 
web, and there is that connection.
Michael:

you’re in L.A., you should get out from 
behind your computer and go out. L.A. is 
big enough that there must be more than you. 
There are enough of us here where you can 
get together.
Jimmy: There’s no shortage of places to go, 
and if there is, then there is no shortage of 

VICTORY ACRES AND VOX POP: 
BANDS OTHER THAN NERVOUS GENDER

Michael: I was in a very short lived band with Paul Cutler called 
Victory Acres. Victory Acres was started because a friend of ours was 
doing a show with Cabaret Voltaire. It was Cabaret Voltaire, Young 

called me and Paul at the same time to see if we had anything, we 
called each other, threw together a band that week, and went on stage 
to do Victory Acres. That was… interesting.
Jimmy: Were you at least on the same drugs, that time? [chuckling]
Michael: No! We were always on different drugs.
Jimmy:
involved with them?
Joe:
Michael: Out of that came Human Hands, B-People…
Jimmy:
Joe: 45 Grave got their origins through them.
Michael:
Jimmy: Yeah, The Consumers and all those guys.
Michael: Paul was a part of the Consumers, so that’s how I met him, 
going over to visit some of the guys in Pasadena. I met them because 
they were doing the LACE gallery show that the Snappers did.
Joe:
Edward: I had been in a band for two weeks with Dennis Duck 
(Human Hands, Doo-Dooettes, Dream Syndicate) and Juan 
Gomez (Human Hands, The Romans) and a few other people from 
Pasadena, and it was called Paul Is Dead. When I was no longer 
in that band, that’s when I started Nervous Gender. What was 
interesting about the Pasadena group of guys was that they had 
more of a background in art. They were much more educated in 
art, so it was a nice break from me being in Hollywood, associating 
with people who didn’t have any interest, or were very anti-art. At 
least in Pasadena they were not embarrassed by their education.
Jimmy:
Edward:
much more passive people, and I didn’t want to be in a passive band. 
But, on a musical level, I really enjoyed what they were all doing.
Michael: I can truthfully say that when we formed the band, I wanted 
to do more dance-oriented stuff, and even now, for the life of me, I 
can’t do a good dance beat. [laughter] It all still sounds like Nervous 
Gender, even twenty years later.

Jimmy: Now it’s just a dancey Nervous Gender?
Joe: Still pretty aggro, though.
Jimmy: 
Joe: Allegedly. Don’t ask him, he was on acid. [laughter] He 
doesn’t remember.
Michael:
that’s when Bill Cline entered. One of the reasons was because of 
Vox Pop. I was in both bands at the time, and from my recollection, 
Gerardo told me I had to choose between Nervous Gender and Vox 
Pop. So I said, “Vox Pop is way funner, you get drunker, and there’s 

rehearsed together at a time. Actually, Vox Pop was interviewed by 
some New York magazine and they asked why we don’t play New 
York, and our comment was, “it takes us seven hours to go three 
blocks to play at the Cathay de Grande, how are we going to get to 
New York?”
Jimmy: That seemed like a very fun band. I remember 
Rock (a defunct punk/alternative radio show on KPFK) played one of 
the songs, and it had a clip at the beginning of, I think it was Art 

I knock the fuckin’ shit out of her” 
Michael:
these amazing tapes of people behaving badly. It was a fun band to 
be in. We actually opened for Throbbing Gristle at a big auditorium. 
Throbbing Gristle was a big, hip, important band, and we drove the 
audience out into the lobby because they couldn’t stand what we were 
doing. People came for a noise band and couldn’t stand what we were 
doing. [laughs]
Joe: It wasn’t the correct noise.
Michael:
against the wall, laughing at what we were doing. Then Genesis (of 
Throbbing Gristle) came out on stage and kissed us all! The secret to 
Vox Pop was that everyone was on different drugs.
Jimmy: At any given time?
Michael: At any given time! You’d wind up with people on depressants 
of various kinds, or speeds…
Joe: Hallucinogens, [playfully accusing] Michael! [laughter]
Michael: It was a fun band.
Jimmy: So there was a lot of back and forth between those two bands. 
You both were in Vox Pop, and Don was in Vox Pop, and you were all 
in Nervous Gender at different times.





Joe: That’s the problem. Too many people 
are living on the computer.
Jimmy:
would kind of suck because he wouldn’t 

his neighborhood, and just sit behind the 
computer and talk to people in Spain. What 
do you think are the most important things 
you managed to take from punk rock?
Joe: Do it yourself.
Jimmy: In what ways do you think your 
life would have been different without your 
involvement in it?
Joe: I would have found something else, for 
sure, but…
Edward: It was a great ability to say, first 
of all, you don’t have to be a musician or 
a singer or any of these things to perform. 
You just need to have the desire, and 
whether it’s good, or bad, or indifferent, 
that’s beside the point. For me, it was the 
first time I thought, “I can’t sing like Peter 
Hammill (Van Der Graaf Generator), but I 
can scream like Peter Hammill.” It opened 

up a world where the average misfit had a 
place to perform and create.
Joe: And you felt like you’re a part of 
something.
Edward: You didn’t need the record 
label. It was the first time you could do 
something without that big money or the 
approval of large groups of people. You 
only needed five friends to say, “Yes, you 
could do it.”
Jimmy: Do you guys still consider 
yourselves punks? Or do you think the term 
is kind of antiquated?
Joe: I’m a punk. I’m a lot of things, but yeah, 
I’m still a punk. The way I look at stuff, the 
way I do things.
Michael: Yeah, I’m still punk. It gives you 
a point of view that lets you see things from 
outside the normal world. I think it’s funner. 
It gives you more leeway in life. If I didn’t 
get into punk, I’d probably have a sad life. I 
wouldn’t have had as much fun.
Jimmy: It reminds me of something Steve 

engineering or something like that—it’s all 
numbers and as soon as you’re out of school 
you forget it all, but with philosophy you 
remember just enough to fuck you up for the 
rest of your life.
Michael: But fucked up in a good way.
Jimmy: Yeah, it tweaks your worldview so 
you can never look at anything the same 
way again.
Edward: A lot of people destroyed their 
lives behind it, too, especially with alcohol 
and drugs. You can learn a lot from those 
who survived that. You can learn as much 
from punk as you would from Buddha. It’s 
the same path, it’s all learning. 

NERVOUS GENDER, 2010–PAT PEREZ



Andy Conway
1. Iron Chic,  LP
2. Delocated (TV show)
3. Cheap Girls, s LP
4. The Geek and Rock Tour: Night 
of the Bookish 10/9 at the Cake 
Shop, NYC
5.  by David 
Sedaris (book)

Aphid Peewit
• New Labor, Self-titled 7”
• Yuppie Pricks, Balls CD
• Homostupids, The Load CD
•

 (book)
• Cheetah Chrome, 
Tale, From the Front Lines of Punk 
Rock (book)

Art Ettinger
• The Arrivals, LP
• Bonecrusher, 

 LP

DVD
• Bad Religion, The Dissent of Man LP
•  DVD

Bill Pinkel
Top 5 Sets from Awesome Fest 4

• French Exit
• New Creases
• Chinese Telephones
• Stymie

Billups Allen
Top 5 Punk Rock Songs I First Heard 

1. 45 Grave, “Partytime”
2. Circle Jerks, “Coup d’Etat”
3. (not quite) X-Ray Spex, “Oh 
Bondage, Up Yours!”
4. D.I., “Richard Hung Himself”
5. Bad Brains, “Pay to Cum”

Bryan Static

•
States by Howard Zinn. I always 
knew I was lied to in history class, 
but this is ridiculous!
• King Dork by Frank Portman. Why 
does no one write books about being 
in a band? If I wrote a book, that’s 
totally what it’d be about.
• Any H.P. Lovecraft. I don’t even like 
horror that much, but I am actually 
frightened reading this stuff. Seventy 
years later, I don’t think anyone’s 
been as creative as Lovecraft when it 
comes to horror.
• Asterios Polyp by David 

Maus and Watchmen
get all the comic book attention 
in literary circles, but no comic is 
smarter than Asterios Polyp.
• The Arrivals, 

Chris Mason
1. Awesome Fest 4 (New Creases 
and FYP!)
2. Watching Sundowners eight days 
in a row
3. Kylesa live @ Launchpad 
(Albuquerque)
4. Autistic Youth, Idle Minds LP
5. Quest For Fire LP

Corinne Elmore
• King Friday (Florida)
• Unfun (Canada)
• Sunnyside (San Diego)
• The Bertos (Just recorded for the 

“Dude’s Room” on new album is 
my favorite thing)

Craven Rock
1. Reading at Pilot Books that I did 
with Alexis Wolfe ( ) and 
Josh James (Basic Paper Airplane/

2. The Business, Noise at El Corazon
3. Surrender, The Tesseract, Agatha, 
Reckless, The Slow Death, Colonix 
at Firebreathing Kangaroo
4. Tie: Hyena

(zine/both by Alexis Wolf)

at the Gathering of the Juggalos 

can thrown by some redneck Juggalo, 
cutting his head open. Redman says, 
“You better get that looked at.” 

the show!”) Also mentionable, Tech 
N9ne, Brotha Lynch Hung, Tone Loc, 
Afroman, Rob Base. Yes, I was there.

CT Terry
1. Pacer,  10”

the Dime 2 x LP
3. Flying Lotus live at some festival 
that a customer gave me a free ticket 
to on my last day at the bike shop
4. Harry Crews, 
Florida Frenzy (Book)

Daryl Gussin
• Tiltwheel,  LP
• The Brokedowns, Species Bender CD
• Red Dons, Fake Meets Failure LP
• The Arrivals, LP
• Homeowners, 7”

Dave Williams
1. Wild Nothing:  LP
2. Ipsissimus, 
The Three Secrets of Fatima EP

The: Darklands LP
4. Nachzehrer, Black Thrash Ritual EP
5. Superchunk, Majesty Shredding LP

Designated Dale
1. The Candy Snatchers Down at 

 LP—The Candy Snatchers’ 
latest installment of fucker-uppery, and 

hope you and Barry are keeping 
fuckers in check, wherever you are!
2. The Bamboo Kids The Way Things 
Are EP—This is probably one of the 
best bands happening in the state of 
New York as we speak. Top-notch 
rocking going on here.
3. Hollywood Hate 

 LP—One of the biggest 
holes missing in the SoCal section 
on your rekkid shelf. Hooks from 
the depths of punk rock hell and the 
shit’s tight as Buddy Rich doing a 
rim shot across your teeth. 
4. Dramarama  LP—
For being some twenty-three years old, 
this album more than continues to hold 
its own and then some. There are those 
who are quick to associate Springsteen 

recognize (Wayne, to be exact).

kicking)—Taking Los Angeles back, 
one shitty band at a time, properly 
fueled by the all-reigning burrito 
gods. Get the fuck out of the way. 

Ever Velasquez
a.k.a The Girl About Town

• Finally seeing Bird Strike

• Forming Barbie Get An Abortion
• OFF! EP
• Handski, La Bestia, Toys That Kill, 
and Ollin at the Eagle Rock 

Garrett Barnwell
1. Grabass Charlestons / Toys That 
Kill, split
2. Banner Pilot, Resignation Day
3. Corrosion of Conformity, Your 
Tomorrow Pt. 1 & 2
4. Iggy Pop/James Williamson, Kill

 reissue
5. Off!, 1st EP

Ian Wise
Top 5 Records to Bring in the Fall
1. Various Artists, The Harder They 

soundtrack
2. Pg. 99, Document #8
3. Ramones, Road to Ruin
4. Cave Singers, Welcome Joy
5. Hank Williams, 

Isaac Thotz

(Biograph)

( )
3. “Visions of Johanna” (Bootleg

)
4. “Don’t Think Twice, It’s All Right” 
( )

)

Jeff Proctor

1. Guided by Voices at the Wiltern 
Theatre, Los Angeles 10/04

Angeles 10/13
3. Superchunk with the Vaselines at 

4. Elf Power with Red Pony Clock 

Sound at the Whistle Stop Bar, San 
Diego 10/22

the El Rey Theatre, Los Angeles 11/16

Jim Ruland

• House (1977)
•  (1984)
•  (1986)
•  (1986)
• Trash Humpers (2010)

Joe Dana
Top 5 Moments at Awesome Fest
1. Getting a black eye during 
Vacation Bible School’s set.
2. Failing miserably at a beer bong 
during BroLoaf’s set.
3. Dance party with Kat from the 
God Damn Doo Wop band and her 
friend, Wendy, during the Cheap 
Girls set.

Bloodbath being pelted by beer cans 
after puking on the stage seconds 
before they started their set.
5. Everyone who went to Awesome 
Fest owes Bear Paw a drink or 

Joe Evans III 
Addict Rhythms

2. Bombon,  tape
3. White Night, Immortal tape
4. F.Y.P. and The Soviettes (Live at 
Awesome Fest)

[SA] (acoustic live)

Joshua Ian Robles
1. Iggy Pop, “The Passenger”
2. The Cribs, 
“You’re Gonna Lose Us”
3. Polysics, “Shout Aloud!”

5. Civet, “On the Road”

Juan Espinosa
1. SFN, Itching EP
2. Homeowners,  EP

 EP 

split EP
5. OFF!, Self-titled EP

Keith Rosson

Milwaukee Public Library
• Dead Boys, Young, Loud, And Snotty
• Dicks, 
• Violent Femmes, Self-titled
and Demos

Legacy of Brutality
• Ted Leo and the Pharmacists, 
Brutalist Bricks

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE STAFF



Ken Dirtnap
• Steve Adamyk LP
• Sex Robots,  LP
• Pure Country Gold, 
Tough Tuesday LP
• Ex Humans LP
• Screaming Females,  LP

Kurt Morris
1. System And Station, 
A Series of Screws

country.wordpress.com
3.
4. Siddhartha by Hermann Hesse
5. Happiness at Work by Srikumar Rao

Lauren Measure
Top 5 Records for Fuck Yeah, Fall
1. Superchunk, Majesty Shredding
2. Explosions In The Sky, 

3. Forgetters, forgetters
4. Bad Banana, 
5. Zombie Dogs

Lisa Weiss

1. Dag Nasty, “All Ages Show”

3. J Church, 
“Nostalgic for Nothing”
4. Descendents, 
“I Don’t Want to Grow Up”
5. 7 Seconds, “Young ‘Till I Die”

Marcos Siref
• Big Kids, Hoop Dreams
• Good Luck, 
• Carbonas, self-titled
• Scared of Chaka, How to Lose EP
• The Credentials, Routines

Marcus Solomon

the Troubadour

Reform, and Bansai, 8/8/2010 at 
The Vibe

Horror Squad, 6/12/2010 at the 12th 
St. Warehouse

Waste, and Ceremony, 5/1/2010 at 
the Fox Theater

Coltranes, 4/3/2010 at The Vault

Matt Average
• Boston Strangler, The: 

 tape
• Gas Chamber, Self-titled LP

Discography tape
• Cress / Burnt Cross, split EP
• Wiccans,  EP

Top 5 Bands Seen at a Wedding
• Blotto
• The Ergs

• Goodnight Lovin’
• Sean Carswell doing karaoke (ok, 
not technically a band)

Michael Hopper
1. Pop Atak!
2. Like Bats, Look on the Brightside 7”
3. New Creases,  7”
4. Dan Padilla, 
(free download)
5. Unwelcome Guests, The Painter 7”

Mike Faloon
1. Black Wine, “Tornado” b/w 
“Windy” 7” 

Bring the Water 7”
3. Safes / Blackbelts, split 7”
4. Safes / Lexington Arrows, split 7”
5. Sugar Stems, Sweet Sounds of… LP

Mike Frame
1. Off With Their Heads, 
In Desolation CD
2. Screeching Weasel, live
3. Neil Young  CD
4. F Bombers, Sick of It All 7”
5. Obsoletes, Is This Progress? CD

Mor Fleisher-Leach

1. Big Day Out—$150.00 and one 
may catch a glimpse of Nick Cave 
or Iggy Pop. Everything else is 
just filler.
2. The Fall—$12.00 in Los Angeles. 
$67.50 in Auckland. Bummer.
3. Gang Of Four—Spending $73.73 a 
ticket goes against my Socialist ethos.
4. Drab Doo Riffs—I want my $10 
back.
5. Whatever the fuck else is going 
on that’s not associated with an early 
Flying Nun release.

Mr. Z

2. Bombón, 
 LP

3. Jonesin’, The Dream is Dead
4. Toys That Kill / Grabass 
Charlestons, split LP
5. Todd Conge,  12”

Naked Rob 

1. Torche, Songs for Singles
(pop metal)
2. Red Dons, Fake Meets Failure
(deadly punk rock)
3. Waxeater, Sleeper (Jesus Lizard 

4. D.O.A.,  (new 
classic punk rock)

 LP 
(ex-Zen Guerrilla members)

Nardwuar
the Human Serviette

1. Rocko Schwab’s Poorsport DVD 
Compilation
2. (Great
Vancouver zine!)
3. The WA (Great Toronto zine!) 

Gaudet of Eric’s Trips other bands,
The Robins and Purple Knight!
5. Nobunny,

Nighthawk
1. The Phillies sweeping the Reds in 
the NLDS (fuck you, Nick Toerner)

2. New Creases, 
3. Chuck Berry Hail! Hail! Rock ‘n’ 
Roll DVD
4. House Boat, 

 7”
5. Killer Dreamer, Killer Dreamer CD

Replay Dave
Top 5 Bands Witnessed Last 

1. Al Scorch (Chicago)
2. Treasure Fleet (Chicago)
3. Billy Raygun (Dover, NH)
4. Dan Webb And The Spiders 
(Boston)
5. Amateur Party (Philadelphia)

Rev. Nørb
• Hot Rats,  LP
• Protex,  LP
• Nobunny, First Blood LP

 LP

Rhythm Chicken

•  Elvis 
Costello and the Attractions
•  Dave Clark Five
• Toys in the Attic, Aerosmith
• Holy Shit!, Holy Shit!
• Polish House Party, Big Walter 
Solek And His Orchestra

Russ Van Cleave
• Buffalo Tom, self-titled
• Grabass Charlestons / Toys That 
Kill, split LP

Band, Safe as Milk

• The Observers, 

Ryan Horky
1. Superchunk, Majesty Shredding LP
2. Tiltwheel,  LP
3. Dan Padilla, 
(free download)
4. Wormrot, Abuse LP
5. Die Kreuzen,  7”

Ryan Leach

• Rolling Stones, “In Another Land”
• The Ponys, “Prosthetic Head”
• Look Blue Go Purple, “Circumspect 
Penelope”
• Bored Games, “Joe 90”
• Little Eva, “Let’s Turkey Trot”

Sal Lucci
1. Perennials, 2 x 7”
2. Heavy Cream, Danny
3. Oblivians, July 2, 2010 in Kearny, 

played a rare reunion show in a small 
venue that I don’t think has ever 
hosted a punk rock show. Fantastic!
4. Nobunny, Braceface 7”

 7”

Samantha Beerhouse
1. Die Antwoord, 
2. Restavrant, Return To The Tomb 

band spells the name)

and Restavrant at the Super Secret 
Uhaul Show, 09/25/10
4. James Carr, 

5. Tobacco, 
Sean Koepenick

1. Government Issue
2. Killing Joke (original line-up)
3. The Zeros
4. Guided by Voices
5. The Neighborhoods

Shanty Cheryl
• The Arrivals, 
• Bombón, ón
• Audacity, Power Drowning
• Stoned At Heart, 
• Kidnap Kids, You Would Run from 

Steve Hart
1. Dave Zirin, Bad Sports
2. Grotus, Slow Motion Apocalypse

History of Modern
4. Catching the last out in a no-hitter
5.  (zine)

Steve Larder
Streetcleaner

2. Swans, 
3. Kowloon Walled City, Turk Street
4. Dropdead, second LP
5. Bastard, Wind of Pain

Tim Jamison

1. Articles Of Faith, Riotfest Chicago 

2. Beasts Of Bourbon, 
Cologne, Sept. 1990

4. The Damned, Chicago, 

5. Scream, St. Louis, Sept. 1983

Todd Cong
1. The Arrivals, 

Hyphenated Man
3. Guided By Voices birthday party
4. Water Under The Bridge Records

Todd Taylor
Addict Rhythms

• Homeowners,  7”
• Brokedowns, Species Bender CD

 CD
• Grabass Charlestons / Toys That 
Kill, split LP
• Rumspringer,  CD

Ty Stranglehold

1. Queers
2. Quincy Punx
3. Quicksand
4. Quadrajets
5. Queerwülf

Vincent Battilana
• Homeowners,  7”
• Superchunk, Majesty Shredding
• P.S. Eliot, 7”

and 

 tape)
• The Bright Ideas, “

7”



20BELOWS, THE:  CD
Scandinavia, you will be the death of 
America! Apparently, not only have 
you bested us on the health care and 
quality of living fronts, you are also 
capable of producing superior pop 
punk bands! Americans, take note! 
The only way that we can resolve this 
problem is by using a “drone mouse 
trap” to kidnap the 20Belows and force 

Amazing pop punk, with a singer who 
sometimes sounds like (in a good way) 
John K. Samson, of the Weakerthans, 
Propagandhi, et. al. Super catchy pop 
punk! Lyrics include, “We’d get drunk 
and play for fun’s sake, sing along to 
punk rock mix tapes, now and then I 
long for those days.” I’m guessing 
that this band’s name is a Teen Idols 
reference, and this entire band is a 
Screeching Weasel meets Swingin’ 
Utters reference. If this were a cereal, 
it’d be a cereal from Europe that’s better 
than Trix and that I don’t even know 
about! Buy this or be forced to buy it 
when Denmark invades the United 
States and turns it into a socialist state! 

97-SHIKI: Showing Teeth Is a Good
 Cassette

Chicago’s 97-Shiki have 
simultaneously become more mathy 
and more accessible. The vocals are 
toned down and they’ve thrown in some 
horns, which make the comparisons to 
free jazz all the easier. I like it when 
they base the groove around a guitar 

instrument. But really, how did they 
get more complicated since their last 
release? They still sound like D. Boon 
and Ornette Coleman falling down 

speaker sounds like a lid rattling on 
top of a boiling pot. This music has 
the right kind of “What the fuck?” 
quality. It makes you want to return 
to it to decipher it, as opposed to 
casting it aside because it’s too cryptic. 
Headscratcher of the year, for sure. 
–CT Terry (97-Shiki.com)

ABSINTHE ROSE / HUMANWINE:
Split: CD
Interesting release from Rodent 
Popsicle that I was personally surprised 

impressions, I thought this was going 

wrong. Absinthe Rose: Female-led 
band armed with a banjo or switching 
to an acoustic guitar writes a charging 
blend of what I would call rawhide 
country punk. Backed by a strong and 
powerful rhythm section, the bass and 
drums are what catch my attention. The 

guitar and other string instruments add 
the texture and nuances that add the 
color to the music. After a few listens, 

Humanwire: This band comes from a 
different direction. The female vocals 
are more ethereal. I feel more of a 

one of the songs. But she uses different 
techniques to give each song its own 
identity. The music complements it 
with the use of string instruments like 

gives the music a haunting tone that 
gives me a mental image of swamps 
at night then moving to a scene from a 
cabaret act. Both bands truly surprised 
me. I was moved and captivated. Co-
released with Screech Owl Records 
and Nervous Relatives Records. 
–Donofthedead (Rodent Popsicle)

AC4: Self-titled: LP
Dunno what the fuck they put in the 
Kool-Aid over there in Umea, but the 

that hail from there is mind boggling, 
and AC4 is no exception. Tune after 
tune of grade-A thrash here—tight, 

in-their-prime way—which comes 
as no surprise considering we’re 
talking about a band with members of 
Refused and The Vectors here. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (derangedrecords.com) 

AGATHA: Nothing Is Static: 7”
AGATHA: Panic Attack: CD
Consider the musical explorations 
and visual aesthetics of Submission 
Hold and the ferocity of Spitboy. The 
willfulness and sarcasm (and vocal 
delivery, too) of Bikini Kill, and 
the musical nimbleness of Des Ark. 
That’s the template—Agatha doesn’t 
sound exactly like any of those bands, 
but it’s a rough blueprint. Now add 
a dollop of the chalkboard-versus-

some wire-tight musicianship, an 
energy level that’s on ten the entire 
way throughout, and you’re getting 
closer. Abrasive punk rock that’s 
provocative as hell and brimming 
with ideas.  ideas. About 
gender, community, depression, and 
more. All of it run through a funnel 
of grating hardcore that eschews 
melody for sharp angles, with little 

tomfoolery that stick out like bits of 
colored glass in a gravel pit. At their 
core, Agatha is one of those bands 
that remind me of how it feels to be 
politicized—or at least challenged 
to think—by the ideas behind punk 
rock. The music is awesome—there’s 
hardly a stumble here, even in the 
Panic Attack demo—the lyrics are 
whipsmart and acerbic, and the whole 
thing reminds me of what I found 

place. –Keith Rosson (Rumbletowne)

AGRIMONIA: Host of the Winged: CD
I was very fortunate to catch this band 
from Sweden on their West Coast 
tour back in August. An amazing 
show. The music translated well in a 

before I saw them. I was captivated 
by the power they brought forth. It’s a 
dark, brooding mix of dark metal and 

at over thirteen minutes and instantly 
comes across as the color black. You 
are dragged along in the dark and 
can only imagine what might be just 

music charges forth and displays the 
power. Like war at night. Quiet until 
the artillery starts falling. Another 
image I have is the stories I have 
heard of long lasting night, where the 
sun never comes up and it’s a constant 
battle against depression. This is what 
I pictured in my mind when I saw them 
live and recorded. I really like the 
impeccable production on this release. 
The bass guitar punches through the 
mix with impact. The drums are hit 
with strong force and keep the rhythms 
and tempos intact. The guitars are bit 
clean for this type of music but they 
cut through with precision, adding to 
the layers of sound. The vocals are 

be easily thought not to be sung by a 
woman. The nuance of keyboards adds 
subtle touches to the emotion. Over an 
hour’s worth of music to mess with 
your senses. Listening to this, I hope 
they come back again on these shores. 
–Donofthedead (Profane Existence)

AL SCORCH: This Lonesome World: 7”
This is one ferocious hoe-down. Rapid-

three porch party jams, while the last 
number, “Betsy Bay,” is a traditional 
Scottish sailing song where the violin 
is given space to cry. This is some of 
the best roots/Americana I’ve heard 
in some time. –Jeff Proctor (Let’s 
Pretend/No Breaks)

AMERICAN CHEESEBURGER  / 
BUKKAKE BOYS: Split: EP
What do one of my favorite eats and a 
very taboo sexual act have to do with 
one another? Not much other than 
that combining the two bands named 
after them makes for some of the best 
hardcore (music, that is) in recent 

Cheeseburger’s split with Canadian 

from Daryl “no metal!” Gussin. When 
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"If you’re somehow listening to and enjoying the 
Mentors without humor being one of the main 
motivating factors for doing so, then you are quite 
likely a dim and possibly dangerous fuckwit who 
should avoid ever interacting with women, children 
and animals."
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thought to myself: “The Repos.” Not 
having listened to anything else of 

their side of this record. I was wrong. 
I don’t dig it. I fucking love it! What’s 
it sound like? Like Poison Idea’s 
Pick Your King cassette with Cobra 
Commander taking over on vocals 
while a totally zonked out Greg Ginn 
wanders in and tries to play along to 
it. You think I’m kidding? I’ve come 
across Bukkake Boys’ EPs on several 
occasions and like the moron that me 

in the record bins. No longer shall I 
ignore the Boys and their silly name. 
Anyone who worships at the church 
of  is all right by me. I 
can spot Jon Kortland’s artwork a 
mile away and it’s what has led me 
to believe that I will not likely come 
across a better split for the remainder 
of the year. An absolute must own. 
–Juan Espinosa (Vinyl Rites)

AV CLUB, THE: Not Your Heart: CDEP
Finally, we get new songs from this 

Two songs here are exclusive to 
this release. Two songs are alternate 
versions of songs that will appear on 
their next full length that should come 
out next year. “Not Your Heart” is a 
melodic rocker with a catchy chorus 
and some nice hammer-on fretwork 
in the guitar solo by frontman/guitarist 
Aaron Carr. “Ear to the Speaker” is 
propelled by drummer Jens Guettel’s 
insistent backbeat that gives the song 

a raw feel. “Something’s Going on 
Tonight” paints a pleasant picture of 
Carr’s hometown, wherever that may 
be. The record ends on “Not Tonight,” 

and backing vocals. I even ended up 
digging the whiz-bang keyboards on 
this last track, too. If you ever liked 
any songs by The Replacements or 
even the totally underrated Pursuit Of 
Happiness, then you will want to have 
this EP in your “go-to” rack. I guarantee 
it! –Sean Koepenick (Self-released)

AVA MENDOZA: Shadow Stories: CD
Perhaps it’s because I’m not a 
musician, but this sounds like just a 
bunch of fucking around on an electric 
guitar to me. –Vincent (Resipiscent)

BABY DINOSAURS VS. EXTINCTION / 
BOBBY AND THE SOFT SPOTS: Split: 7”
Great poppy pop. No frills, just guitar 
and harmonies that deliver more than 
a 1960s milkman. The late, great 
Bobby Ubangi’s two songs were 

run out and get to a show—a small 
house show where a kickass band is 
playing in the living room with beers 
from the fridge, where everyone is so 
fucking happy that you forget all the 
stupid shit that happened at school. 
Their cover of “Rumble” is simple 
and sweet and the great end of a night. 
The Dinosaurs are also simple and 
sweet—really nice female vocals—
and they play their instruments 
loosey goosey. Dammmit, where is 

this party? I know it’ll be the best. –
Speedway Randy (Die Slaughterhaus, 
dieslaughterhausrecords.com)

BAD BUNNIES: Self-titled: CD-R
Ian Lambert is a punk rocker with 
a true heart of gold and the brains 
behind the Bad Bunnies. Ian works 
with grade school children (ages eight 
through ten) in New York and came up 
with the perfect solution to the vapid, 
commercial attempts at encouraging 
kids to appreciate and embrace music: 
let them write what they want to hear. 
Ian uses an after-school program as 
an opportunity to brainstorm with 
the kids about song topics, lyrics, and 
also in using their input on the actual 
songwriting. This CD-R contains three 
songs with vocals by a class of over 
twenty students and instrumentation 

bands such as The Unlovables. It 
comes as no surprise that the songs 
are actually very good. They could 
easily be on a Descendents or Lemuria 
album. I personally don’t have any 
children of my own. However, I’ve 
lived my whole life around them 
as younger siblings, nieces, and the 
newest addition to our family: a 
bouncing baby nephew. So I must say 
that I wholeheartedly support Ian and 
the Bad Bunnies both as a punk rocker 
and as an advocator of children and 
their involvement in arts and music. A 

the Bad Bunnies! –Juan Espinosa (Bad 
Bunnies, imanlamb@yahoo.com)

BE MY DOPPLEGANGER: 
No Composure: CD
Chuck Berry riffs. Dillinger Four 
respect. Alkaline Trio echoes. 
Copyrights hopscotch fun. Basement 
cocooning with records. Beer 
celebration. Beer dominance. Beer 
in backpacks. Beer pizza. Beer Dear 
Landlord. I have to admit that this 
was a bit of a grower. I tried to chug 

me. And nothing’s worse than trying 
to hold back a puke than getting it in 
your nose and the back of your throat 

slowly warmed up to it over several 

going down in the sweaty basement. 
Then the irrepressible urge of a band 
on the constant verge of jumping into 
a Replacements cover hit me. I think 
what got me going weird was that 

across a lot like the Bodies, which I 
wasn’t expecting. But expectations 
are like puking. Get it over with, soak 
in it, then get back to partying. –Todd 
(It’s Alive, itsaliverecords.com)

BLACK WINE: Self-titled: LP
Black Wine is a New Jersey trio, 
featuring a former Erg!, and with 
alternating male and female vocals. 
I know I’ll be made a pariah by the 
readers of these pages for saying 
this, but the Ergs! never really did 
it for me. This however, is right up 
my alley. The record starts off with 
a heavy instrumental, conjuring up 



Black Sabbath and the ghost of the 
recently passed Ronnie James Dio, 
and then funnels into a stream of 
tuneful, melodic punk-inspired rock 
numbers, some peppy, others somber. 
Vulnerable, harmonized vocals, a little 
twang and jangle on the guitars when 

a variety of properties as they can be 
tender, urgent, mellow, and aggressive. 
Since the Pixies in their current state 
are unfortunately little more than a 
greatest hits band, consider Black 
Wine’s debut record the best record the 
Pixies will never release. –Jeff Proctor 
(Don Giovanni)

BLOODY GEARS: Self-titled: EP 

band, and it’s another to blatantly 
sound exactly like a particular band. 
Quite a few bands are citing the Wipers 

understandable. The Wipers were an 
amazing band. But many of these bands 
still sound more like themselves, and 

Then there’s a band like the Bloody 
Gears who sound like they decided to 
start a band around the third Wipers 
album, . Everything 
about this band sound wise, minus most 

Wipers. From the guitar sound, the 
vocal delivery, and on down the line. 
Being such a blatant knock off, they’ve 
also scrubbed any chance of the music 
having a soul. Which is one of the key 
elements the Wipers possessed. You 

could say these guys are nothing more 

they do the sound well. But when faced 
with the decision of listening to Wipers 
or Bloody Gears, I’d rather go with 

(Deranged, derangedrecords.com)

BOB BURNS: Self-titled: CD

but his forays into the fork in the road 
where rock, punk, and power pop 
diverge are about as good as it gets. He’s 
in possession of a voice reminiscent 

don’t necessarily trample the same 
terra, the diversity of styles mined—
predominantly straight-rhythm rock 
tempos with the occasional thrasher, 
slow-burner, and swaggerer tossed 
in to keep things—and the infusion 
of just the right amount of pop sense 

adored band, the Zero Boys. A lofty 
comparison, yes, but there is no denying 
there is some rock-solid work put in 
here. –Jimmy Alvarado (Crustacean)

BODIES, THE: “Angel on the Nine” 
b/w “Open Your Eyes”: 7”
The past ten years have been 
unpredictable. No longer is TKO 
at the top of the heap of American 
street punk and oi. Duane Peters 
isn’t releasing a new record every six 
months. The Reducers SF haven’t been 
heard of for a long time, either have 
the Anti-Heroes. Hostage Records is 
woefully missed. And in the middle 

of it all, The Bodies somehow manage 
to exist like slow-moving glaciers. 
Never the fastest on the trigger on a 
release date, these guys from Sonoma 
have become synonymous with 
no-nonsense, American-made, full-
throttle punk (street or otherwise). 
To those who’ve never heard them, 
there’s more than a passing blush to 
the tightest, toughest Bouncing Souls. 
To those that are familiar with their 
output, these two songs are right down 
the Bodies well-constructed, almost 

modernarctionrecords.com)

BOOTSCRAPER: Country & Eastern: CD
There seems to be an awful lot of bands 
out there doing the whole “pirate” 
thing these days. Come to think of 
it, there are a few bands doing that 
“gypsy” thing, too. What if someone 
were to start some kind of “gypsy-
pirate” hybrid thing? A Gyprate band! 

and banjos and mandolins playing sea 
shanties... If that is something you’ve 
been clamoring for then Bootscraper is 
your band. It’s well played and pretty 
fun. I get the feeling that seeing them 
live would be a booze-soaked, wench 
on either arm type of affair that I would 
have a hard time remembering in the 
morning. Sign me up. –Ty Stranglehold 
(TNS, tnsrecords.co.uk)

BROKEDOWNS, THE: 
Species Bender: CD

emotional pain are two of the most 

effective teachers. I tend to believe 
people who’ve had their teeth knocked 
out, who’ve had life kick them 
repeatedly in their ribs, so it hurts to 
laugh, cough, or cry. I’m more apt to 
trust people with dirty hands. You may 
say “workman.” I say “Pegboy.” I say, 
that’s who I want to hang out with, who 
I want to listen to. I’ve only met one 
member of the Brokedowns. Outside a 
bar. I had a concussion and my friend 
who was dressed as Spongebob had 
just been punched in the face, glasses 
shattered. The Brokedowns’ Species 
Bender feels like a beating on the chest 
when you’ve forgotten to breathe and 

the sure, studied movements, the right 
amount of practiced pressure. And then 
comes the delicate parts. Take away the 
boom of the drums and the earth slicing 
of the guitars, and there’s this real 
beauty surrounding their heavy-moving 
quarry of sound. Precious folks may 
mistake The Brokedowns for knuckle 
draggers, but precious folks can go fuck 
themselves. (As an aside, I’m betting 
a quarter that there’s at least one huge 
Rocket From The Crypt fan in the band. 
There’s way too much Scream, Dracula 
Scream and  to be a mere 
coincidence.) One of the best records of 
the year, and my favorite full length of 
theirs. –Todd (Red Scare, redscare.net)

BURNING LOVE: 
Songs for Burning Lovers: LP
If you ask me, a full length as a follow up 
to a couple of spot-on 7”s is the logical 



next step. But it could also potentially 
blemish an otherwise near perfect body 
of work. However, if said full length 
happens to include most of the songs 
on those previously released records, 
your fears of disappointment might 
be eased a bit after reading the track 
listing. For the uninitiated: Burning 
Love, and their hardcore roots, dared to 
set foot into the enemy soil that is metal 

genres that want nothing to do with one 
another doesn’t necessarily guarantee a 
recipe for success and rarely works. 
Dee Snider hair, custom guitars, and 
Jack Daniels sponsorship have nothing 
to do with this record. Instead, you are 
treated to the sounds of a band who 
probably argues about whether they 
would rather listen to Discharge or 

van. The only way you could possibly 
go wrong with this record is by not 
owning it. –Juan Espinosa (Deranged, 
derangedrecords.com)

BURNING LOVE: 
Songs for Burning Lovers: LP
While I love the kick in the stomach 
that Burning Love can provide, I feel 
like this album is pretty inconsistent. 
The energy and vocal delivery vastly 
varies between songs— which I don’t 
understand, since it’s been the same 
vocalist the entire time—whereas 
the prior 7”s were full-blast attacks. 
Thankfully, on the metal/punk 
spectrum, Burning Love is still leaning 
away from the Reeboks and mullets. 
–Daryl (Deranged)

BYRDS OF PARADISE: “
 7”

 is a solid 7”. Byrds Of 
Paradise aren’t too far removed from 
Hüsker Dü and the Wipers. They play 
solid ‘80s-era punk/hardcore with ‘60s 
folk rock/British Invasion eclecticism. 
So while you get the aggression and 
simplicity of hardcore in this 7”, you also 
get those great, quick chord progressions 
of the early Beatles and Love thrown 
in at just the right moments to create 
movement. No lyric sheet is included 

about loss of identity—subject matter 

weight. –Ryan Leach (Don Giovanni, 
dongiovannirecords.com) 

CAMBRIDGE: This Is Not a Victory: CD
With melodic structures and galloping 
drums, this second full-length from a 
quartet out of Canada is full-throttle 
hardcore. Imagine Jawbreaker on 
crystal meth. Just listening to this will 
make you sweat. Attacking militarism, 
American greed and corruption, 
Cambridge’s sharp, articulate lyrics 
are rooted in traditional political 
punk. “Kubark” has a hint of early 
The Sounds Of Animals Fighting, 
while “Hole in the Ground” throws 
in a one of the best guitar solos 
I’ve heard in a while. Cathartic and 
inspiring, Cambridge delivers again. 
Recommended. –Kristen K. (Rebel 
Time, rebeltimerecords.com)

CARNIVORES: If I’m Ancient: CD-R
This Atlanta band trades in pretty all 
right retro-psychedelic-garage punk 
in the Black Lips, King Khan vein. 
There are also a few excursions into 
the reverb-drenched tropicalia that 
early Abe Vigoda specialized in on 
songs like “Parent’s Attic” and “’Cause 
She Never Stops.” As a whole, this is 
a decent enough album, and I’m sure 
I would enjoy these guys live, but my 

track is so awesome. “Feral Children” 
is this absolutely glorious wash of 
noise that sounds like the Seeds as 
interpreted by Sonic Youth after doing 
large amounts of speed. The band 
comes close on a few songs, but never 
equals the sheer manic gnarly of that 

solid release that I can get behind for a 

doublephantom@gmail.com)

CEREMONY: Rohnert Park: LP
A friend of mine recently told me 
to check out Ceremony, a Northern 
California hardcore band that takes 
their name from a Joy Division song. 
Seeing that it was on Bridge Nine—a 
label notorious for a plethora of youth 
crew bands—I was dubious but became 
impressed upon listening to Rohnert 
Park, Ceremony’s latest release. 
While previous releases fall into a 
stereotypical fast, gang vocal hardcore 
sound, the thirteen songs on this 
album come off sounding much more 
like Black Flag meets the Dicks. The 
vocals are snotty and full of angst with 

the music ranging from aggressive to 
the occasional ethereal. Tracks such as 
“Into the Wayside Part II” and its follow 
up, “Into the Wayside Part III” include 
homemade audio samples with some 
actual singing, too. But the majority 
of this is quick hardcore with lots of 

As I’ve mentioned in past reviews, the 
key here is the band is obviously not 

I’ve seen them include Sunny Day Real 
Estate, Beat Happening, Deerhunter 
and obviously Joy Division as bands 
they’re into), which makes for a more 
original take on the music. Songs such 
as the opener, “Into the Wayside Part 
I/Sick” and “Terminal Addiction” are 
standouts with catchy lyrics that retain 
intensity and aggression. Rohnert Park
isn’t by any means the best album of 
2010, but it’s the attention to subtle 
things such as the bottle tapping on 
“Terminal Addiction” or the trudging, 
emotionless music and vocals of 
“The Doldrums (Friendly City)” that 
matches the song title so well, which 
make this a refreshing album. As the 
hardcore kids used to say (or maybe 
they still do?), get this or pose. Kurt 

CHEAP FREAKS: Play Four Songs: 7”
Wham—really plucky fast start makes 
me think of a ‘60s psych vibe with real 
motivation. “Nowhere to Go” starts 

on your ass when you can get the song 
blasting right away. Bada bada bada 
bop! Bada bada bada bop! Whaaaoo! 



that pays the bill. –Speedway Randy 
(Big Neck, bigneckrecords.com)

COYOTE SLINGSHOT: First Word of 
Evil Omens: 7”
Coyote Slingshot is apparently a one 
man band, made up of teenager Dom 
Rabalais from Iowa. The cover of the 
7” is a watercolor painting of him, 
with a feathered headdress (normally 
I’d take offense at someone playing 
Indian by wearing a headdress, but 
at least he’s from Iowa, where the 
Plains Indians who wore feathered 
headdresses resided.) and a sleeveless 
T-shirt with Black Flag bars, but with 

top: a quirky juxtaposition. And while 
those two names might be a good 
start in getting a feel for what Coyote 

greater than the sum of those two 
parts. Coyote Slingshot opens up 
with “So Long Silly Rabbit,” with 
peppy piano plucking which bursts 
into dense, brooding synths, guitars 
loaded with fuzz and feedback, and 
vocals sung like a schoolyard rhyme. 
This becomes the template for the rest 

in the jubilant irreverence of Neutral 

6 bands, but with a world-weary depth 
that normally wouldn’t be expected 
(by this grumpy old curmudgeon) 
of a teenager. This is a tremendous 

hopefully, many more. –Jeff Proctor 
(Super Secret)

CREEPS, THE: Follow You Home: 7”
Really solid power pop with an overall 
nostalgic feel—the sort of music that 
sounds best when you’re staring at 
your ceiling in the middle of the night. 
The Creeps are a pretty good band, but 
they make an even better case study 
for the last eight years of pop punk. 
(As a point of reference, eight pop 
punk years is roughly equivalent to 2.5 
Dischord years) In 2003, the Creeps 

channeling the Ramones. Note, that’s 
a lot of channeling. Songs included, “I 

Ramones.” I’m pretty sure that none 
of the songs on this latest record are 
a reference to anything related to the 
Queers, Ramones, or Screeching 
Weasel. I’m curious to hear more 
from this band’s current incarnation. 
If this were a cereal, it’d be Golden 
Grahams, one of the key cereals of 
my youth, which was refurbished and 
repackaged in various incarnations 
(For further reference, see, “Contested 
Territory: The Curious Relationship 
between Golden Grahams and French 

CRESS / BURNT CROSS : Split: EP
There’s no way you can lose with 
this split. Two of the best present 
day anarcho bands on the planet 
on one record. The last thing I had 
heard from Cress was their split with 
Doom, and that was sometime back. 
This pretty much sounds like they 
did ten years ago—straightforward 

delivery, with some experimentation 
in the sound, such as on “Amongst 
the Slaughter” that has a windblown 
sample to underscore the cold and 
bleak message of the song. Burnt 
Cross once again tear it up with 

sounds like he really means it in his 
vocal delivery. The words are spit 
out with venom and there’s no hiding 
behind opaque imagery. There’s no 
head scratching over the line, “Right 
wing’s on the rise, put a boot in its 
fucking face” from the song “Paths 
to Persecution.” Burnt Cross are one 
band that I’m stoked every time I see 
they have a new record out. Looking 

Punk, loudpunk.com)

CRIPPLED OLD FARTS / UNLOGISTIC: 
Split: 12”
These two French bands sound very 
different. C.O.F. play a mixture of 
early ‘80s California coastal hardcore 
and what U.K. ‘77 bands went through 
when they began to “harden” their 

Rudimentary hardcore punk played by 
knowledgeable dudes who have been at 
it for decades and know when to throw 
in some bells and whistles (feedback) 
and quick stops to keep it interesting. 
Unlogistic: What the? Transitioning 
between straight-up screamed male/
female vocals, blast beat hardcore to 
deconstructing fascist speeches with 
synth rhythms, and then building on 
top of both for some melodic ‘90s 
emotive punk, this band is pretty busy 

conceptualizing a sound of their own 
with these twelve inches. Unlogistic 

Your Machinery Is Too Much For Me!!!
compilation. –Daryl (Rejuvenation/
Positively Negative/Emergence/Falling 
Down/Wee Wee/Small Budget)

CRUSADES: Self-titled: 7”
This is a powerhouse of a band. Dark, 
melodic punk that’s three vocalists 
deep. And if that’s not enough, all 
the songs seem to be about Satan 
and his love. I guess what else would 
you expect from the dudes from The 
Sedatives and The Creeps? When I 
listen to this record, I imagine guys 
who look like Vigo from 
II singing along in the front row. “For 
every tear you shamed out of them / 
A river you will shed / For every fear 
you drove into them / A river raging 
red.” I’ve only spent about thirty-six 
hours in Ottawa, but it’s pretty easy 
to see how great of a city it is, and 
Crusades is just one more thing for 
her to be proud of. –Daryl (Scared To 
Death, myspace.com/scareddeath)

DALETH: Lady of the Lake: CD
“Initiation” starts out as a nice 
thrash blast rife with basement-tape 
acoustics, like a jam from a Holy 

it and it made me want to yell made-
up lyrics over the top. The rest of the 
album, however, is more in line with 
the split Daleth did with Blueshift a 
while back—long, sludgy dirges that 
take a while to get moving. Daleth, 



song!) but I fully admire the man’s 
insistence on doing things his own 
way. As with previous endeavors, 
this one comes in some creative, 
well-executed DIY packaging. Noise 
enthusiasts take note. –Keith Rosson 
(For Documentation Only)

DAN WEBB AND THE SPIDERS: 
Oh Sure: LP
Hands down one of the best, dirtiest, 
soulful, yearning punk records I’ve 
heard in a long time. Firmly rooted 
in rock music, the way the Humpers 
or Lazy Cowgirls were, but without 
the frequent veneer or swagger of 
garage punk. In fact, these songs 
sound like a punk band that’s trying 
like hell to sound like a folk band 

. Simple songs, free 
of adornment, with the vocals and 
lyrics perfectly conveying a sense 
of regret and a great, great fatigue. 
A dozen precise rock‘n’roll songs 
with a glorious sloppiness to them. 
Two-minute anthems with fuzzed-out 
vocals, melodies accompanied with 
just the right amount of gravel, and 
guitar leads that are so simple they’re 
great. The bummer is I’m not even 
coming close to doing this justice. 
For whatever reason, I came across 

 at just the right time. Never 
even heard of these guys before and 
then I listened to this record once and 
it’s been on permanent rotation since 
then. If I had my druthers, “I Was a 

I walked into a room. No-frills, one-
hundred-percent-effective punk rock 

10 (if not top 5) of the year. –Keith 
Rosson (Dan Webb)

DASH RIP ROCK: Call of the Wild: CD
What usually happens with this band 
and me: I pick up a disc with no 
recollection of hearing them before yet 
remembering their name, I do a quick 
search of them and subsequently dread 
listening to the disc because I have 
an admitted aversion to most things 

rock,” plop the disc into the player, and 

was totally unwarranted. While the last 
outing I heard focused on reinterpreting 
Dante’s Inferno, this time they opt for 
a full-on party record. Sure, there’s 
no shortage of either the “southern” 
or the “rock” in evidence here, but 
there is also much humor, intelligence, 
soul, dirty funk, and other stuff mixed 
in as well. Tunes are catchy, fun, and 
worthy of a spin at your next clambake, 
and they’ve even thought to include a 

the next morning. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Alternative Tentacles)

DEAD MECHANICAL: 
Addict Rhythms: LP
One major problem with digital is that 
it’s either there or it isn’t. Pure black or 
pure white. No storming sunsets with 
impossible oranges. No ice scraping at 
dawn through holes in gloves. And when 

and crash and basement screams, it’s 
much more than just a shame that most 
people will never read the lyrics to this 
record, even if they hear it. Just bleeps 
and bloops yanked from one isolated 
place to another. And maybe that’s part 

disconnected in the same room, staring at 
glowing screens, screaming on message 
boards, widening the distance between 

another. And I may just be old fashioned 
and foolish that if I think a piece of paper 
with words that accompany noises 
twining off spinning pieces of vinyl 
is different—that it’s naïve or purist 
to say that I care about the contents of 
a band’s soul, no matter how good the 
band sounds. We all die. I want to die 
with some good ideas, awesome songs 
ringing in my ears, good friends, and 

sing day-to-day vignettes that give into 
politics reigning down on your shoulders 
like bombs, and soak into your shirt like 
tears and the sweat of a hard day. They 
aren’t crutching on platitudes or slogans. 

poetic and funny. They also just happen 

they’re one of the best bands playing 
DIY punk in America today. This band 
means more to me at thirty-eight than 
Jawbreaker did to me at twenty-one. 
Pack up your nostalgia, quit huddling 
under a shelter of past memories lived or 
pined for, and join a roaring band in the 
ascent… or continue bleep blooping to 
the newest whatever, biding time before 
everything goes black again. –Todd (LP 

on Toxic Pop, toxicpoprecords.com, CD 

DESTRUCTORS, THE: 
 CD

New release from this long-running 
U.K. punk band. They have now gone 
back to their original moniker, after a 
stint with 666 added at the end of their 
name. I’m seeing a lot of press that 
lumps them into the ‘80s oi movement. 
But most of that genre is not my cup 
of tea. This band seems to be working 
outside that narrow framework—with 
much better results. It’s eighteen songs, 
so it’s a lot to take in all in one gulp. But 

a Carcrash” are hard-driving rockers. 
Two covers on here which may be too 
much for some listeners. I preferred 
The Electric Prunes cover myself. If 
you dig ‘80s-style punk like Chelsea 
or UK Subs, The Destructors would 

–Sean Koepenick (Rowdy Farrago)

DISCIPLES OF CHRIST: Demo: EP

Bust, Sick Fix, and Juice Time are 
the makeup of this project, which 
sounds like something that would 
have come from the West Bay circa 
1995. A mix of sludge, grind, and 
powerviolence. Listening to this, I 
think about the shows I used to see 
at the Cupertino Library with Spazz, 
Noothgrush, Agents Of Satan, and the 
sort. If you like any of those bands 
you’re probably going to want this, 
if you don’t already have it. There’s 



nothing pretty, poppy, or catchy about 
this. All ugly, all misanthropic. Only 

(To Live A Lie, tolivealie.com)

DRAMAMINE: Self-titled: LP
Holy shitballs. These handsome 
Germans have just churned out what 
is perhaps the best record of its kind 
in a long time. Granted, I’m somewhat 
partial to Dramamine because I happen 
to know that these are some seriously 
wonderful guys (ex-members of Idle 
Hands, Press Gang, etc.), but there’s 
something undeniable about a near-
perfect fusion of Fugazi/Rites Of Spring 
passion and Hot Snakes/RFTC minor 
key melodies and angular swagger. 
If ‘90s Dischord and/or the Swami 
Records scene is at all your thing, do 
yourself a favor and get your hands 
on this record. It’s so easy to muck up 
the “revolution summer” sound, but 
these fellas nailed it. Awesome. –Dave 
Williams (Sabotage)

DRI:  EP
Wow! This looks pretty much like the 
original version. The only difference is 
the label who released it, the barcode, 
and the lyrics sheet is now printed on the 

this still holds up. Just as rippin’ today 
as it was in 1984. Fast as hell without 
being a blur or dull. DRI could thrash 
like no one else, yet their songs were 
memorable. Also, there’s no overkill 
of one hundred songs or so, like many 
bands do, who suck on the tit of DRI. 

point. Leaves you wanting more. So go 
get the twenty-two song EP to satisfy 
the need. Great job on Beer City for 

(Beer City, beercityrecords.com)

EGGHEAD: Would Like a Few Words 
with You: CD
I appreciate a song about how “my 
daughter can fuck up your daughter.” 
Also, they win the award for best liner 
notes of the year. Gems include a section 
called “Reasons We Said No When Axl 
Rose Asked Us to Back Him as the 
New Guns N’ Roses.” Top reason? “He 
refuses to acknowledge the Armenian 
Genocide.” Also, they include a list 
of “Good Names for Bands That No 
One Has Used Yet.” Best names (i.e. 
most ridiculous names) include: To 
Be Perfectly Frankenstein” and “Fuck 

reason for a several year break from 
recording new material. In classic 
Egghead fashion, he explains that one 
band member “spent several years 
attempting to breed a dog that only lives 
for a month, for people that want a dog 
but are leaving town in a month.” Good 
ideas, all around, but on to the music 
itself, as I guess that’s what I’m actually 
supposed to be doing. Egghead plays 
music that’s somewhere between pop 
punk and power pop—lots of back-up 
vocals, plus some amazing lyrics, with 

a detour around the traditional Queers/
Screeching Weasel Super Highway.). 

For example, in a song about a 
relationship gone wrong, they sing, “I’m 
on the couch with Steinbeck/And she 
leased a tanning bed/What the hell am I 
thinking?/Why not kill myself instead?” 
It’s hard not to get into lyrics like that. 
If this were a cereal, it’d be Quisp, a 
cereal that was discontinued for about 
ten years, but came back and developed 
a new generation of eager consumers. 

knockknockrecords.com)

EINE KLEINE CHINMUZIK / UH OH: 
Split: 7” 
Two bands, four songs, not a boring 
minute here. Eine Kleine Chinmuzik 
is pretty straight ahead punk rock, 
but tightly played and well arranged. 
A whole album might get tiresome, 
but two songs are pretty fun to listen 
to. Uh Oh rounds things out with 
slightly sloppier songs that are short 
and fast and good to dance to. Win win. 
–Jennifer Whiteford (Repulsion)

EVERYTHING FALLS APART: Ghost: EP
I know what you’re thinking. Yes, these 
folks obviously love themselves some 
Hüsker Dü. Who doesn’t? However, 
don’t think of it as them paying mere 
homage to a once great and classic 
band. They’ve got way more heart 
and soul than just that—albeit a very 
fragile heart and a terribly frustrated 
soul. The picture on the insert of beer 
bottle caps and cigarette butts might 
give you the impression that they 
very well could be playing a two-song 
soundtrack to your own uneventful 

dog days and sleepless, restless nights 
(or maybe it’s just me.) Hüsker Dü is 
long dead, buddy. Everything Falls 
Apart is here now. –Juan Espinosa 
(Everything Falls Apart/One Percent 
Press, everythingfallsapart.org) 

F BOMBERS: Sick of It All: 7”
Now here’s a great fuckin’ band! The A 
side song “Sick of It All” is a smash hit. 

where you might get to the B side 
someday, after listening to it a hundred 
times. The F Bombers would probably 
be best described as poppy street punk. 
Think Ducky Boys and Reducers SF… 
actually, the more I listen to them I think 
the best comparison might be Off With 
Their Heads. Alright, the B side tune 
is a keeper, too. Excellent song. This 
single is a must own for any melodic 
punk fan. One of the best bands of the 

dave@jailhouserecords.com)

FEY GODS: Untied: 7”
Deep mood minimalism in a mud pit. 
Pretty rad, really fucked electronics 
and methodical beats and guitar. I 
mean, there are plenty of deep-seeded 
dark bands in the garage. Hozac always 

like a laundrymat painted black. The 
bar is high (low?) and Fey Gods won’t 
disappoint. –Speedway Randy (Hozac, 
hozacrecords.com)

FLATLINERS, THE: Calvacade: CD
Part of me wants to write this off as 
“standard Fat stuff,” though that’s not 



fair. It reminds me of a whole lot of 
stuff I’ve heard from the label before, 

dudes in their twenties who grew up 
listening to NOFX and the rest of the 
Epitaph catalog at the time, and focus 
on the harder edge stuff, reminiscent 
of stuff like Only Crime and New 

mostly easy to listen to. Though the 
sudden ska/reggae upstrokes seemed 
weirdly forced and out of place at 

I listened to it again, though it still 
seemed a little odd. Not bad overall. 
–Joe Evans III (Fat Wreck)

FRANK  AND EARNEST: Old Francis: CD
I’m glad I don’t have to tear this 
record a new buns-hole, since fellow 
Razorcaker Ryan Horky mans the 
drum post in Frank and Earnest. 
Actually, this is really great. Slightly 
rough-around-the-edges melodic punk 
rock with passionate, charmingly 

melody, and well-placed, tasteful 
leads that border on (like-it-or-not) 
‘80s glam ala C.C. Deville (I, for 
one, am not complaining). A serious 
Avail feel throughout the whole 

minus the fast tracks—and some 
Paddy-esque writing/delivery on a 
few tracks, too. If you’re digging the 
new Iron Chic LP or you’re a fan of 
the aforementioned bands, it’s safe to 
say you’ll be feeling this record. Great 

work guys. Recommended. –Dave 
Williams (Good Time Gang, myspace.
com/ goodtimegangrecordings

bermudamohawkproductions.com)

GEISTER: Night Terrors: 7”
Alternatively eerie and sexy, this horror-
themed, mid-tempo Canadian band 
is an original treat. Dual male-female 
vocals reminiscent of X with creepy 
lyrics and a goth tinge make for a very 
fun ride. The vocals are quite rangy, 
going from pretty to ugly screams 
quickly, which is great. Fans of horror 
punk wanting something less cheesy 
than the psychobilly cornball shit that’s 
so popular these days won’t want to 
miss out on Geister. –Art Ettinger 

GENTLEMAN JESSE AND HIS MEN: 
”She’s a Trap” b/w “
I Won’t Say Goodbye”: 7”
Finally, a proper new record from 

can’t believe I spent money on their 
Christmas 7”.) Their self-titled 2008 
album sat on my turntable for months. 
Two tracks of pure power pop (a phrase 

truly is—and were even given the 
honor of backing Paul Collins as his 
Beat on a 2009 tour.) The A-side is 
upbeat, B-side slows things down but 
neither disappoint. Here’s to hoping 
a new album is coming soon. Bonus 

zombies. –Sal Lucci (Douchemaster)

GERUNDS, THE: Self-titled: CDEP-R

Philly band. All the members have 
some serious musical histories that 
offer a fresh spin on their current 
sound. Guitarists Sal Cannestra and 
Joe Iacovella did time in The Thirteen. 
Bassist Ben Goldberg played in Grady. 

out of nowhere and now provides 
the wildest keyboard performances 

Drummer Paul Colucci kept the beat 
for Endgame. Admittedly, some fans 
may choose to focus on the frontman-
Peter Cortner (ex-Dag Nasty, Los 
Vampiros). But it’s the sum of their 
parts that makes The Gerunds click. 
Five tracks on here that rock with 
reckless abandon. “Gill” kicks things 
off with a sonic boom and it only gets 
better from there. Great arrangements 
and thoughtful songwriting make this 
one a keeper. There’s also a super 
secret cover at the end. It’s what John 
Peel listed as his favorite song ever, 
if that helps you out. You need to get 
this EP pronto—it’s hotter than a deep 
dish pizza fresh out of the oven. –Sean 
Koepenick (Self-released)

GIRLS  AT DAWN, THE: “
Never Enough” b/w “Every Night”: 7”
True to its name, this band is made 
up of three girls. These two songs are 
both really spooky sounding, with 
echoing, reverb-heavy production 
and vocals kind of buried back in the 
mix. On “Never Enough,” this works 
to create a fairly compelling slow pop 

song. On “Every Night,” it gets a bit 
too extreme and sounds like what 
would be playing in the background 
of a haunted house or on the other 
end of a really disturbing prank call. 
So I’m torn. It’s hard to judge this 
band on the basis of this single, but 

optimistic. –Jennifer Whiteford 
(Hozac, hozacrecords.com)

GIT SOME: Loose Control: LP
This is a weird record to get around. As 
in, listen to and enjoy. Not weird in some 
avant garde sort of way, but more in the 

but it’s not horrible either. The songs 
are more chunky and drawn out, with 

they once reminded me of Drive Like 
Jehu, I now here a later period Dead 

tight despite their sometimes complex 
structures that stretch into near jam 
territory, and they can deliver the goods 
without breaking a sweat, it seems. 
However, the one thing that really 
keeps me from completely enjoying 
the record is the singer just cannot let 
the music stand on its own for long. 
It seems like there’s not a moment of 
silence from his wailing. It’s too much. 
A lot of over singing, and it sounds like 
he really wants to be Chris Cornell here 
by holding on to the end of some of the 
words when it’s time to either let the 
riff come forth, or just let the rhythm 
section display its power. On the fence 

Tentacles, alternativetentacles.com)



GLOM DA / DORRTERROR: Split: EP
Dorrterror get points for adding a 
saxophone in their song “Hussjoroveri.” 
It totally works and shows originality 
on their part. Both bands, from Sweden, 
play some blazing hardcore punk with 
slight variations in style. Dorrterror 

dual vocals, a slight catchiness, and it 
all comes at you in one rolling, blasting 
attack. What’s really cool is, despite all 
the intensity and speed, there’s a lively 
spirit in the music. We only get three 
songs from these guys, and they’re all 
good. Glom Da are a bit heavier and 

Scandinavian d-beat, without a doubt. 
One blazer after the next. “Kor Upp 
Din Bibel dar Solen Inte Skiner” is my 

(Smattra Kang, glomda@gmail.com)

GOOD MEN DIE LIKE DOGS: 
Self-titled: 10”

the second wave of Lookout! bands, like 

sets this apart from all the other coffee, 
hitchhiking and dumpster romance 
bands is the lyrics, which tell little stories. 
It’s like listening to your favorite zine. 
Eight songs. Black and white cookie-
colored vinyl. –CT Terry (Tortilla Chip, 
myspace.com/tortillachip.records)

GOODNIGHT LOVING, THE: 
Supper Club: CD
Is it possible that I might receive a CD that 
I am completely unprepared to review? 

Yes, but those CDs tend to be horrible, 
so while I might not know much about, 
say, ‘90s screamo metal, I do know that 
the entire genre is stupid, if such a genre 

inconclusive and nonexistent). So, what 
to do with a band like The Goodnight 

few degrees of separation from most of 
these guys, but somehow they just seem 
beyond me, like they might be the greatest 
non-punk band in the world, but I’m too 
stupid to know it. Everyone I know loves 
them, but some of those people also like 
the Gin Blossoms. Here’s what I’m able 
to say: This is a band that takes the time 
to craft really well thought out, layered, 
and well produced (in a good sense) 

Wilco), but it’s more complicated than 
that. There’s a touch of ‘50s rock and 
roll, early Beatles, and even a nod to 
some of the more psychedelic songs on 
the Nuggets anthologies. And they make 
it seem really easy, like this is the music 
they were meant to play. Frankly, my 
usual cereal comparisons seem to have 
failed me. I’ll just say that if you haven’t 
checked out this band, you should, 
regardless of whether your favorite band 
is the Dopamines or Pavement. I get the 
feeling that I might eventually decide that 

GOVERNMENT ISSUE: 
The Fun Just Never Ends: LP
I’d say by the time this LP came out 
(1985), GI was pretty much on a new 
path in their sound. Still hardcore, but 

more melodic and textured in their 
style. Yeah, Legless Bull is a great 
record, but it would lose its impact and 
get predictable had they kept playing 
the same style over and over for the 
duration of their existence. The songs 
on here are catchy, tuneful, and still 
focused. “Bored to Death” is a mid-
paced song that’s a little poppy, but 
still has an edge. “Written Word” is 
one of those songs that has stuck in my 

occasion. There’s no denying “World 
Caved In,” which is catchy and smooth. 
Every time I hear this song it’s like a 
Freedom Rock moment—“Turn it up 
mannn!!” The outtakes and alternate 
versions should have been added to the 
very end of the record instead of ending 
each side. They disrupt the original 

Strange, drstrange.com)

GRABASS CHARLESTONS / TOYS
THAT KILL: Split: LP
“Hey Will, how’s it going?” “Not 
good, Todd. Not having a good time.” 
That’s pretty much summed up my 
conversations with Will, the drummer 
and singer of Grabass, the past several 
years. It may be that he’s on tour and 
grumpy. Or that he’s at Fest in his 
hometown, and that just means more 
jackasses, long days of work, then 
dealing with ultra-drunk jackasses who 
don’t want to talk to him about R. Kelly’s 
magnum opus. But I really like and 
admire Will. He has the ability to write 

poetic songs about a discarded, pink-
tired kid’s bike and it’s sad, beautiful, and 
meaningful. Ah, fuck it. I like not being 
lied to, either personally or musically, 
and Grabass have always delivered 
honest news in their own humble way. 
Peej still has secret hands playing notes 
simultaneously on two guitars that 
glimmer, sparkle, crackle, and fade like 

He’s like a less menacing, more cut-off 
shorts, sleeveless-shirt, postal code-
savvy Lemmy. Grabass are my Betsy 

they’ve been stitching together for years 

itself. Toys That Kill: I say this without 
equivocation. Toys That Kill are my 
Black Flag, except they haven’t put out 
a bad record yet, their love of cats isn’t 
completely batshit crazy, and their fans 
don’t pine for the days when punching 
strangers in the face was “punk.” Rise 
above, my ‘80s-locked friends, and 
come into the current decade of DIY. 
–Todd (No Idea)

HARD SKIN / BLOTTO: Split: 7”
Hard Skin: To dumbasses (and 
children—no offense), it was a razor-
thin world of difference between Blitz 
and The Casualties, from Cock Sparrer 
and Total Chaos, from The Partisans to 
Cheap Sex. (And in case you came late 

the couplings, well, they don’t suck and 
have actually put out some great punk 
rock.) Hard Skin somehow exploit that 
coont hair of plausible “Yeah, rough 



life. Work’s lousy, but I do it all the time. 
I’m mad. I drink. I fuck,” and the weird 
cartoon that followed a couple decades 
later with punk suits, over-ample hair 
products, and a fanbase mostly based in 
junior high aged kids. Wow, that early 
‘00s wave crashed like a tidal wave 
onto an empty beach… and Hard Skin 
continue to be the Wat Tyler of oi. Or 
the street punk Dickies. Or whatever 
you fancy to call it. Great stuff. Blotto: 
In that slightly delayed semaphore that 
bandies back and forth between Japan 
and America, Blotto took all the best 

out the wigouts, took out the sound of 

down a precise, intricate ornament that 

smaller, “We’re better at doing this than 
you are.” And damn it if they aren’t more 
right than wrong. Weirdly appropriate 
pairing. –Todd (Snuffy Smiles) 

HIPPY RIOT: Self-titled: CD
Compiled for their Alabama tour, this 
is four tracks of backwoods punk rock 
via San Pedro, California. Featuring 

Williams on guitar and vocals, and 
Raul, Jacob, and Kevin from Killer 
Dreamer backing him up, you can 
only imagine how rocking this is. I 
remember a couple years ago seeing 

having a psyched-out jam sesh to segue 
between their sets, this is not that. This 
is swaggering punk with dirty twang 
to it. Think early Texas punk rock, the 

punk appropriation of CBGBs, and the 
aimless spirit of Jeffrey Lee Pierce. 

HOLY SHIT!: 
Had a Couple Good Songs: CD
Compiled for their Japanese tour, 

an assortment of 7”s, 12”s, split 7”s, 
comps, and even a cassette. No insert, 
just a track listing and then who 
recorded what songs. So if you’re 

punk hardcore crammed into forty-
seven minutes, this is your disc. I’ve 
only ever got one person to admit 
that they’ve listened to the Crudos 
discography in its entirety, and even 
then they were only able to do it on a 
long drive. Like that CD, this CD is 
great as an easy reference for, say, what 
tracks were on their side of the split 
with Turd Hungry Christ, but otherwise 
it’s kind of an endurance test. –Daryl 
(Snuffy Smiles)

HOMEOWNERS: 
Light and Vision: 7”EP
I blame Superchunk’s “Slack 

college rock (which became indie)? It 
was rockin’ and angsty and I loved it. 

of the pretty parts and it didn’t look like 
the guys in the bands were the stabbing 
kind of hobos who wanted to hurt you. 
Dudes who had Crass patches liked the 
“motherfucker” and “I’m not working 
for you” side of things. And since this 
was at a really important developmental 

stage in my music brain, I have the 
largest soft spot for bands that hit that 

in the air, uncontrolled bouncing, and 
smart/angry all at the same time. Not 
to be a dick, but this is what I thought 
Beat Happening would sound like 
before I heard them. Don’t let genres 

shit’s downright enjoyable and fresh. 
Supposedly, it was also recorded in 
Neil Young’s model train studio, but the 
internet is usually a big, fat, fuckin’ liar. 

HOUSE BOAT: 
Processing Complaints: 7”
If you don’t like this record, then 
you probably don’t like pop punk, 
which means you’re probably reading 
Razorcake as part of a college research 
paper on subcultures. Either way, 
the facts are not in dispute. House 
Boat includes two members of the 

naturally), and Zach, who, depending 
on your frame of reference, could be 
referred to as a current member of Off 
With Their Heads, Dear Landlord, or 
an ex-member of a band named after 
a book written by a steelworker. Your 
pick. Now here’s the part where I tell 
you what this sounds like. What do 
you think a band with members of 
all those bands sounds like? Yes, you 
are correct. It sounds sort of like all 
of those bands combined, which is a 
boring yet accurate way to describe 
this. A better way might be to say that if 
this were a cereal, it’d be Froot Loops 

with a few Lucky Charms thrown in 
for good measure. In other words, 
this is excellent pop punk of a non-
bubblegum fashion, with lyrics about 
being sad. This is probably one of the 
best pop punk records you’re going to 
hear this year, unless you don’t buy it. 

IN DEFENCE / MOTHER SPEED: Split: 7”
In Defence devote their side to being 
pissed off at everything, and by 
everything I mean guyliner, ‘80s dance 
parties, and house guests who overstay 
their welcome. Not a single mention 
of tacos or pizza, just pure rage. I 

Boy and His Blob.” Although I’m still 
not sure whether it’s about the classic 
videogame, masturbation, or both, 
it’s hilarious. After that though, they 
get serious, even downright poetic 
on the last track: “Years go down 
like domestic brew, each empty can a 

for good hardcore circa now, look here. 

myspace.com/wwlisten)

JACK PALANCE BAND: 
Get This Shit under Way: LP
Remember that day when you realized 
that life isn’t fair and it doesn’t have to 
be? Do you remember that day when 
you realized that someone richer and 
stupider would always have control over 
your life in some way, shape, or form? 
Remember that day when punk stopped 



promising a widespread revolution? 
Stack ten years on top of that. Give it a 

pregnancy, and some sort of previously 
preventable disease. The Jack Palance 
Band are wiser than their years. If 
you’ve been in the DIY game for more 

fair share of blood, eaten several crow, 
and had your ideals smashed into the 
smallest of pieces—but you still rub 
those pieces shiny for good luck—it’s 
time for you to discover the Jack 
Palance Band. Give it time if it doesn’t 
hit immediately. Yeah, yeah, I know 
this is a re-release from almost a decade 

vinyl and it sounds even more pertinent 
with every passing day. Dudes don’t 

ages this well. One of the cornerstones 

–Todd (ADD / Dead Broke) 

KEVIN K:  CD
Here comes yet another ten-song disc 

dragging Ricky Rat from the Trash 
Brats along for the ride. There is a little 
bit more of a power pop feel on some 
of these tunes and a couple even sound 
like Psychedelic Furs or something. 
There is even a driving, sort of hard 
rock vibe on a couple of the songs 
and a crazy political song about the 
fall of the Berlin Wall to end out the 
disc. Kevin K seems to be stretching 
out a little from the usual Ramones 

(Kicking, kevinkband@aol.com)

KILROY: Let’s Go for Kilroy: CD
There is a real strong freakbeat/’60s 
garage vibe at work with this Swedish 
band. The sound is very strong and 
sounds vintage with the organ. Any 
fan of ‘60s beat/mod/soul kinda stuff 

current band than this one right here. 
These songs are fantastic and the vibe 
is just right for what they are trying to 

myspace.com/kilroysweden)

KINGS OF NUTHIN’, THE: 
CD

great acclaim) the Kings Of Nuthin’s 
Fight Songs album. Nearly a decade 
separated that record from this one 
and I failed to follow the Kings Of 
Nuthin’ between that time, so I was a 
bit apprehensive about the new record, 
whether their nostalgia and saxophone-
driven rock and roll held up over time. 
Well, it certainly has. This picks up 
right where (for me) Fight Songs left 
off: perfectly executed, swinging, 
Bill Haley and the Comets-inspired 
bar room rock and roll full of lively 
sax and piano, with plenty of heart 
to spare. There is plenty of fun to be 
found in this record. Check it out. 
–Jeff Proctor (Sailor’s Grave)

KRUNCHIES, THE: Ugly Inside: 7”
Four energetic blasts of furious male/
female party punk. Produced by Jim 

The Krunchies were still recording 

music, but with an output like this, it 
doesn’t seem like they’ll be stopping 
anytime soon. Ever wondered what 
sticking a slice of pepperoni pizza in 
a blender would sound like? So fun, 
so punk, totally necessary. –Daryl 
(Southkore)

LADIES, THE:
 7”

The Dwarves and The Candy Snatchers 
had a fucked up little kid, and it’s 
named The Ladies. Six catchy, one-
minute blasts of super-offensive garage 
punk. The fascist porn on the cover and 
song titles like “She’s a Cutter” and 
“Retard Stockboy” make for excellent 
family entertainment. From the pink 
cardstock cover that matches the pink 
wax, to the band’s logo of a dick‘n’balls 
arrow shooting through a heart, every 
little detail is taken care of just right. 
From Richmond. Ex members of The 

LAPINPOLTHATJAT: Self-titled: LP
I had received this Finnish band’s 
debut 7” awhile back. Not really sure 
when I got the record, but I did review 

have passed through the turntable 
since then. But to see that this band 
(who have been simmering since 

then released a 7” in the 2000s) now 
have a full length is exciting. Looking 
back at that review, they seem to have 
continued paying homage to their 
roots, playing music that could be 

Not sounding like it, but could easily 
be from that time period. The recording 
has a raw 4 or 8 track tape recording-
like sound, not like today’s ProTools 
computer recordings. The dirtiness 
adds character to the recordings, 
which almost gives you the illusion 
of it being an archive recording from 

their compatriots of the time, like 
early Riistetyt or Appendix but with 

sophomore effort that continues to 
show how great this band truly is. I 

more is on the horizon. Co-released 
with Roku Records, Heat Wave 
Records, and Kamaset Levyt Records. 
–Donofthedead (Hohnie)

LIBYANS: A Common Place: LP
There’s a theory that time travel is 
largely a matter of perception. It’s 
simple, really. Activities that aren’t 
stimulating appear to take longer. 
Fun things go by in a zip. Time travel 
also has to do with tolerances and 
resistance: what you’re willing to put 
up with. That’s why, to me, if Led 
Zeppelin is playing it seems like all 

the little girl starts singing again. 
Tick tock. Tick tock. The other side 
to time travel is hitting the high spots 
in wavelengths, like slicing through 
the tips of waves. Decades can come 
and go in blinks and cinched up tight. 
Signposts that, although they may 
be thirty years in the rearview, can 



become meaningful and fruitful to the 
course of a current band. So, when I 
say that the Libyans stitch together 
tight the now-reasonably-known 
angsty shot-from-the-dark energy of 
The Avengers to the modern drive of 
The Assassinators, it’s a straight shot 
that covers a tremendous amount of 
time, but the perception is bam, bam, 
bam. The Libyans have harnessed the 
ability to collect up three decades of 
straight-forward, tuneful, forceful punk 
rock and cinch them up tight around the 

stuff. –Todd (Sorry State) 

LITTLE LEAGUE: Frames: EP 
This six song EP rocks much harder than 
its pretty, pastel packaging would lead 
one to believe. Great drums and guitars, 
passionate vocals, and it’s all recorded 
very nicely. The stand out track for me 
was “Tally Song,” largely because the 
strong vocal harmonies come as a really 
pleasant surprise part way through. 
All in all, a great way to spend sixteen 
minutes on a Thursday night. –Jennifer 
Whiteford (Gaines Street) 

LOVE BELOW, THE: 
Reproductive Rights: 7”
Goddamnit. Another lethal release from 
one of my favorite labels in hardcore. 
Vile, vicious hardcore, very much in the 
Swarm/Pulling Teeth vein and boasting 
some seriously offensive, vagina-
centric artwork. Fans of the “Holy 
Terror” hardcore thing take note, and 
go ahead and check out everything else 
A389 Records has released, because 

there’s yet to be a misstep. Killer. –Dave 
Williams (A389, a389records.com)

LOVE IS ALL: 
Two Thousand and Ten Injuries: LP
Garage/mod/pop from Sweden with 
boy-girl vocals, saxophone, and 
organ is what you have here. These 
are playful, frolicking tunes, akin to 
what you might get crossbreeding 
‘90s British acts like Comet Gain and 
Velocette with the snotty, riotous, and 
brilliant irreverence of X-Ray Spex and 
the Toy Dolls. This is great cocktail-
cum-dance party music and comes on 
a lovely, thick slab of marbled yellow 
vinyl with a free download code, to 
boot. –Jeff Proctor (Polyvinyl)

LOW FIVE: November: CD
I have no idea what the hell is going 
on here but I am enjoying it. Although 
I was tempted to abuse the band for 
having the name Low Five, I’m willing 
to overlook such a minor atrocity 
because the music is so fucking diverse 

combination of home recordings of Guy 
Henry (who is Low Five) and then other 
tunes recorded with a full band rocking 

the second track is an acoustic guitar 

guitar playing. Then, all of a sudden, 
the third track sounds as though it 
was a b-side from a Don Caballero or 
Slint album. The fourth song is arcade 

goes back to the loud/soft dynamic 
that seems as though it was pulled out 

(assuming they wrote a handbook, 
which I’m guessing they didn’t). This 

forth like this for the ten tracks on the 
album: home-recorded guitar and noise 
and math-rock intensity. They range 
anywhere from thirty seconds to just 
over twelve minutes. The tunes that rock 
are really good but the home recordings 
also are endearing and intriguing 
(see “Untitled” as proof). Diversity is 
certainly prevalent on  and 
I’d love to hear more from Low Five. 
I’m sure they’d be interesting live, too. 

LUNGS: 
The Two Chief World Systems: CD
Lungs play pop punk with thrashy riffs 

bad Bad Religion. Poor Bad Religion? 
Let’s just say most Bad Religion. The 
singer emotes by holding vowels. The 
guitarist is the most interesting thing 
about the band, throwing in some 
pseudo All-type riffage between the 
ooo’s and aaa’s, but the album bores 
at that endless, pop punk/emo pace. 
–Billups Allen (Poison City)

MAINE COONS, THE: H.L.I.I.G.T.F.Y.T.F.G. 

So this is Spent from The Closet Fairies 
playing poppy ‘60s rock. What does 
that abbreviation stand for? Well you’re 
just gonna have to buy this one-sided 

you’re into hooky, ‘60s rock then this 

effective use of a slide whistle I’ve heard 
in a while. –Daryl (Gebos! Brand Circular 
Plastics, kevingebo@gmail.com)

MANUAL ZOMBIE: 
Self-titled: Cassette
This shit makes me uncomfortable. An 
acoustic guitar is plucked and distorted, 
an old country song being melted over 

beat and an array of psychotic electric 
guitar riffs. The voice that whispers over 
it all is unhinged and sick, a kidnapper 
leaning into his victim’s ear. I can’t 

released, myspace.com/manualzombie)

MAYDAY!: Self-titled: 7”
By the band name and record sleeve 
with the bombed out city and freeway 
scene, I was fully expecting screaming 
crusty political hardcore. I was more 
than surprised to have the record kick 
off with a surf instrumental! Whaaaaa? 

with powerful, driving female vocals 
that kind of remind me of the amazing 

epic “Blüd Beach” which can only be 
described as the B-52’s on a summertime 
suicide mission. I love this. I want more! 
–Ty Stranglehold (Feral Kid)

MAYFLOWER: Second Best Sunsets: LP

Dillinger Four to put out , so 
they decided to write and record their 



own Dillinger Four record, except it’s 
just now coming out. –Jeff Proctor 
(Kiss Of Death)

MEASURE [SA], THE: Notes: CD

like visiting someone who knows their 
town inside out. Not just the punk 
houses. All the shortcuts, the back 
allies, the pot holes, the places that 
smell good outside. The best donuts. 
The community centers. The places 
that can’t be found anywhere else 
in the world, from parks, historical 
markers, to where to watch the sunrise. 
Wanna go on a bike ride? They know 
tons of routes and will wait for you 
if you get winded. The elements that 

the sincerity, the sweetness, the songs 
bursting with tenderness and fury. 
Artful but approachable. Awkward but 
endearing. Shy but open. Talented but 
not boastful. But with , there’s 

wide-stanced resilience. They sound 
right at home in hardcore blasts, heart-
core explorations, and stripped-down, 
elegant elegies. The range is all within 
their means, and it’s a wonderful ride 
that I’m enjoying with every spin. 
–Todd (No Idea) 

MENTORS, THE: 
You Axed for It: LP and 7”
Before I get to heaping steaming 
superlatives on the timely re-issue 
of this punk-metal classic, there is 
some business I need to take care of 

that this is a limited edition pressed in 
“pink beef curtain” vinyl, the shrink 
wrap of this record is also festooned 
with another sticker touting You Axed 
For It
The thing is, the label “Rape Rock” 
not only misses the point, but it just 
isn’t funny. And if you’re somehow 

without humor being one of the main 
motivating factors for doing so, then 
you are quite likely a dim and possibly 
dangerous fuckwit who should avoid 
ever interacting with women, children 
and animals. It was their lewd humor 
and depraved lack of decorum that 

pig legs that have carried them through 
the years to a place of relevance here in 
2010, not any attempt to be perceived 
as a real sociopathic threat. 

The only way the label “Rape 
Rock” would be funny would be if it 
originally came out of the mouth of an 
aghast listener, someone along the lines 

in contemporary terms, a Glenn Beck. 
Now, I admit that there is a song on this 
record called “Sleep Bandits” that might 
just be Rohypnol inspired. But my 

played around with date rape drugs, it 
was for their own trashy high and was 
not used as a tool of a genuine sexual 
predator. I’m not sure about Sicky or 
Dr. Scum, but I seriously doubt that 
El Duce—the late lyricist and soused 

even managed to sift through his 

own alcoholic haze enough to rape 

living human woman, what with that 

his. El Duce’s real life “rape” victims, 
I suspect, were sinks, tubs, and toilet 
bowls. Truth be told, “Rape Rock” is 
a label much more appropriate to GG 

than Rape Rock. 
Now that I’ve gotten that all 

straightened out, another mistake has 

as mere fatuous oafs laying in puddles 

slapstick was, Duce was something of 
a savant, possessed of a sophomoric 
cleverness that was leagues above that 
of the lowly jerk-off booth wino he 
might’ve appeared to be. El Duce was 
the Shel Silverstein of drunken smut. 
All you need to do is read the lyrics 
of songs like “Golden Showers” and 
“Sandwich of Love” to see that there 
was a bozo poet laureate behind the 
bleary frog eyes, lecherous mug, and 
swinish behavior. And You Axed For 
It shows El Duce at has poetic best, 
infamously rhyming “anal vapor” and 
“toilet paper,” among others. And as if 
pink beef curtain vinyl wasn’t enough, 
this re-issue includes a special 7” 
record containing two never-before-
released tracks recorded in Dr. Scum’s 
basement in 1977. So how can you go 
wrong? But you better rush out and 
grab one of these quick because it’s 
apparently a very limited edition of 

little treasures are going to get gobbled 
up pretty quickly, simply because 
You Axed for It captures the mighty 

powers. This is Peeping-Tom Rock at 

social leprosy is where it’s at! –Aphid 
Peewit (Stool Sample)

MENTORS: Oblivion Train: 7”
The blurb on the back says the 
recordings here date from 1977 and, if 

well entrenched in their later shtick 
very early on—“Oblivion Train,” 
an ode to drinkin’, is similar in style 
to their later hit “Get Up and Die,” 

with tales of shenanigans in a brothel. 
Sound is very-good-demo quality, the 
front cover looks like they were aiming 
for a “Sub Pop Singles Club” look, and 
nice pics of the boys (including one of 
a comparatively thin El Duce) as fresh-
faced degenerates grace the back. This 

Alvarado (Stool Sample)

METH MOUNTAIN: 
 Cassette

Another of those instances where I 

they’ve split up. I wish they would 
have stuck around a bit longer. I could 
have then obsessed over them, bought 
up their vinyl, and hoped they’d one 
day come play L.A. But nope. They 
called it quits this past February (2010). 



Fuckin’ nuts... What needs to happen is 
they need to rethink this decision, get 
out of town, tour, and rule the world, 
or at least the world of the hardcore 
scene. Their sound is hardcore that’s 
fast without being ridiculously fast, 
raw, and distorted, and they throw in 
some curves with forays into noise as 
well as the sludge number, “Devil’s 
Lettuce.” If you like bands like Total 

doesn’t, really?—then I recommend 
this. All this stuff was recorded in 
a year. It shows a band who was 
progressing their sound and could have 
gone on to make some greater records. 

Aware, selfawarerecords.com)

MODERN  ACTION: 
 CD

Action sounds like a mix between 
the Briefs and the Bodies because 
it’s comprised of members of both 
bands. What is surprising is that the 
entire record has the production feel, 
the vocal delivery, and the smooth-
yet-rough delivery of Bad Religion’s 

and the suburban deathtrap, “here’s 
your needle” feel of Smogtown. 
Has the New Beach Alliance shifted 
northwards? I dunno, but I like it. 

MODERN PETS: 
 Cassette

In a word, fantastic. I believe that the 

sound is “zippy”—poppy, razor-
sharp punk rock. Often referred to as 
“spazzcore” (but that term is perhaps 
a bit misleading at times, unless used 
in reference to Boris The Sprinkler), 
zippy bands (according to my 

likes of the Briefs, Terror Pop, and 
the zippy all-fathers, the Toy Dolls 
(the three that came immediately to 

welcome (German?) addition to that 
tradition, and they carry the torch 
very well. The mix on this six-song 
cassette is a bit muddy, which is 
unfortunate, but that did not stop all 
that wonderful zippiness from coming 

hear something from these guys with 
better production because this tape 
has kept me bopping for hours and 
hours. If, for some reason, you’ve 
been looking for a reason to drag out 
the tape deck again, this is it. –The 
Lord Kveldulfr (Fuck You In The 
Head, myspace.com/fyithrecords)

MOONHEARTS: Self-titled: LP

this gutter that curves through the 
city of Los Angeles called the L.A. 

parts to it, but for the most part, it’s 
the easiest way for trash to make 
its way to the ocean. And when the 

But hey, it’s the coast, which is pretty 

locale. The scummiest little chunk 
of paradise. It’s catchy, well-played 
beach music with a raggedy charm. 
Like “things aren’t going so well, 
but at least we’re on the beach doing 
what we want.” And while fuzzed-out 
garage rock is currently taking its toll 
on my patience, you gotta admit this 
is a great-sounding record that totally 
rips. –Daryl (Tic Tac Totally)

NATURE BOYS: Self-titled LP
Dirty, grungy (sorry about that word, 
but yeah, kind of grungy) rock that’s 

wandering heaviness but with female 
vocals. Wait—second song is faster, 
more of a Damaged feel. Third song 
is plucky, moody singing from the 
guy guitarist. Fourth song back to 
the heavy sludge. This is all different 
from the great photos of cool-looking 
dogs (Willard looks like a genius.) 
on the back cover. I expected some 
weepy stuff but this is more thick 
and real. Pleasantly surprised. Extra 
points for Nature Boy wrestler 
photos on the sleeve. –Speedway 
Randy (San Huevos Records, 
natureboysrocknroll@yahoo.com)

NO BABIES: 
University Fight Song: 7”EP
Screechy, yelly, discombobulated, 
skronky, hyperactive, arty stuff that has 
a song named after jazz percussionist 

more cohesion and narrative in my 
music, but if you like being inside 

of an orchestrated car wreck as it 
happens—think along the lines of the 
Peppermints, Kreamy ‘Lectric Santa, 
or the most succinct Bongwater and 
Sun Ra—then this may just be your 
type of homemade-chemical poison/

nice banjo work on it. I’ve never 
really been able to get into music that 
sounds like intergalactic beings making 
squeaky balloon animals. Your mileage 
may greatly vary. –Todd (Arkam)

NOBUNNY: Brace Face: 7” EP
Coming out at the same time as his 
new album (First Blood) is a new 
three-song EP of patented Nobunny. 
“Brace Face” is about young, innocent 
love (the end suddenly morphs into 
Gentleman Jesse’s “I Don’t Wanna 
Know.” I don’t know why, but I 
think it’s hilarious.) Next is a cover 

and kisses/Your mouth!” ah, if I have 
to explain it, you wouldn’t understand.) 
This record is well worth your money. 
See Nobunny live. That’s where it’s at. 
–Sal Lucci (Douchemaster)

NOBUNNY: First Blood: LP
I don’t know where Nobunny found 
the time to record this album (or the 7” 
that came out at the same time.) He’s a 

on the road. The man, err, rabbit has 
magical powers and we’re lucky for 
it. First Blood is and isn’t what you 



would expect from Nobunny—it’s got 
his trademark catchy punk pop but the 
recording quality of this album is much 
better and seems a little more thought-out 
than his previous two (  and 
the cassette-only Raw Romance) where 
the listener gets the impression the songs 

typical dirty/pervo songs, like “(Do the) 
Fuck Yourself,” but we get to feel a 
little more of the heart of the man in the 
body of the beast. The T. Rex-sounding 
“Breathe” and “Live It Up” show the 
listener Nobunny’s ethos (“I’m a die 
poor/spend it young”) of living in the 
now, consequences be damned. “Blow 
Dumb” is pure Velvet Underground. As 
good as this album is, Nobunny is best 
caught live. –Sal Lucci (Goner)

P.S. ELIOT:  7” EP

but I see that they have a full-length on 

me convinced that I need to pick that up 
sooner or later. Awesome female-fronted, 
mid-tempo indie rock that is like a way 
better Simpatico-era Velocity Girl. If this 
is the result of the band living in squalor, 
well, sorry to say that I think they 
shouldn’t look to migrate anytime soon. 
And, in case you were wondering (or 
simply waiting for a T.S. Eliot reference), 
the way this record ends is not in a 
whimper. –Vincent (Freedom School) 

PAUL COLLINS:  CD
New solo record from the ex-Nerves 

member. Capitalizing on the strength 
of his last record, Collins kicks it into 
high gear here. “Do You Wanna Love 

on harmonica burns hard. But “Losing 
Your Cool and “Off the Hook” also 
rival any of The Beat’s early releases. 
“The Letter” is a cool nod to Alex 
Chilton and the title track is a nice 
homage to power pop and its members. 
Rock on with your Rickenbacker, Paul! 
–Sean Koepenick (Alive)

PERRY H. MATTHEWS: Self-titled: CD
I don’t like it when a band’s name 
can be mistaken for an individual’s 
name—it presents confusion into my 

thing in my life that is consistently 
orderly, stable, and reliable. It also 
fucks with my grammar, and I have a 
vested interest in such things. I may 
be showing my age through such 
unnecessary griping, and if that means 
I’m becoming a curmudgeon, so be it. 
Now then, this is a pretty good record. 

it’s rockin’ and all, but not in the style 
of normal 4/4 tempo’d rock‘n’roll 
doodlings. This has more starts and 
stops, more changes in rhythm and 

standard rock. All in all, it has an early- 
to mid-‘90s middle America sound (the 
band is from Omaha, after all) mixed 
with tantalizing bits of the arty and the 
experimental. I wasn’t sure about it at 

those bands that you have to break in 

like a new pair of sneakers, but once 
broken in they feel real nice. – The 
Lord Kveldulfr (Doom Town)

PERSONAL  AND THE PIZZAS: 
Raw Pie: LP
There is a law of diminishing returns 
when it comes to gimmick bands. Both 
in the sense that with each new joke 
band and with the longer the band exists, 
the less valuable the joke becomes. Of 
course there are always outliers and 
Personal And The Pizzas is an outlier. 
Their shtick is clever and original: three 
greased-up and leather-clad lunkheads 
from Hoboken, NJ with a particularly 

of course, pizza. It certainly helps that 
the band has a keen sense of humor 
(a sense of humor about themselves, 

and that the music is treated well and is 
quite fantastic, showing real admiration 
for bubblegum pop and proto-punk 
songs about cars and girls (and for four 

Dictators, and Ramones perfected. I 

themselves display greater authenticity 
with that which they lovingly lampoon 
than the generations of punk rockers 

Personal And The Pizzas smirk at on 
Raw Pie. –Jeff Proctor (1-2-3-4 Go!) 

PHOTOBOOTH: “Pretty Baby” b/w “Kill 
the Weekend”/”Boston Strangler”: 7”
Pop, pop, pop! This is some retro-
sounding rock‘n’roll with lovelorn 

lyrics, sing-along-able choruses, and 
straight-ahead music to back it all up. I 
did a lot of happy bopping up and down 
as I listened to these three tracks. The 
record jacket features a bunch of girls 
in photobooth pictures, so originally I 
thought this was an all-girl band. It is 
not. But for me to get over that kind of 
disappointment, you know this has to 
have something going for it. Thumbs 
up all the way. –Jennifer Whiteford 
(Raw Deluxe)

PITY FUCKS, THE: 
Self-titled: 12” 45RPM
The cover art has two paper lunch bags 
drawn on to look like a guy and a girl 
post-coitus, with a matchbook that has 
“Some Skank” and a phone number 
written on it in one corner and a condom 
wrapper in the other corner. Given the 
union of the cover art and band name, 
I was totally expecting something 
totally sophomoric with an urge to beat 
dead horses. While the lyrical content 

pigeonhole I made out for the record, 
I was too busy enjoying the garage 
rock on this slab of wax to pay a lick of 
attention to the lyrics. Six originals and 
two covers (Oblivians and R. Stevie 

PLIMSOULS, THE: 
 CD

Another review of another ex-Nerves 

solar eclipse coming up. What next, a 
new Jack Lee solo record will show up 



on my doorstep? Not very likely. But it’s 
cool to have this live show available to 
the world. It’s an incredible-sounding 
live set from this band at the peak of 
their powers: October 31st, 1981 at the 
Whisky A Go Go. Too bad I was not 
there, but you can hear the band tear 
apart the Sunset Strip on your own. All 
the hits are here, a few covers, and The 
Fleshtones help out on a few songs. 
“Now” is my current favorite song by 
this band. But they all kick ass and you 
need to have this if you like great guitar 
rock with a pop edge. Plus the CD is 
worth buying for the pictures alone. 
Where do I get suspenders like that, 
guys? –Sean Koepenick (Alive)

POP ATAK!: Self-titled: CD-R demo
One should stop playing music when 

throw awful curveballs. Sometime 
along the line, Davey, Ross, and Bob 
stopped playing together as Tiltwheel. 

They’re also all men of honor. So, 
years and years later, when Ross and 
Bob wanted to start playing again, 

bands already, welcomed his friends 
to start anew. Since there was already 
a fully functional Tiltwheel humming 
along, they formed Pop Atak! This 
demo’s a good etching. A little more 

snapping together, and we’ll have 
some polished-up prime cuts. I’m more 

anything, I’m just glad they’re all 

playing and hanging out again. –Todd 
(Self-released)

POTENTIAL JOHNS: Can I Really Not 
Go with You: 7”
The title track is a brooding piece of 
minor-chord pop that grinds its hooks 

Due,” is also on the slower side, but, 
again, they just slather on the hooks 
before launching into the same moody, 
interconnected guitar playing they 
used to such great effect on “Only 
Time” on a prior EP. Given this band’s 
pedigree, it’s damned hard not to 

some areas, they do manage to eke out 
their own unique patch of terra and are 

in my blackened little ticker. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dirtnap)

QUEST FOR FIRE: Self-titled: LP

style vocals. Quest For Fire could easily 

songs are well played, but not bogged 
down in showing off what they can do 
on the fret boards. Instead, everything 
is aimed at putting together some 
blazing music (nice reference towards 
the band name, huh?). The songs and 
vocals are tight, with a solid punch, and 
they thrash it out here and there, but it’s 
more in the mid-tempo range. Heavy 
without being slow. It’s more about 
rocking out than going by in a blur. 

RAG RAGE: Good, Wholesome, and 
Sexy: LP+CD-R
Go get this now. Seriously. These 
three females from Ohio bring Region 

that came to mind was Los Canadians 
because of the fact that Buddha was 
on guitar with Ivy on vocals. The 
vocals remind me of Ivy (currently of 
Black Rainbow) at times and of Annie 

Not a bummer track to be found on the 
record. The layout is even killer. The 

some old covers that they got from No 
Idea and glued their graphics on. They 
even opted for a lyric booklet over a 
lyric sheet! Not only does the record 
have a nice layout to accompany this 
awesome LP, it also comes with a 
CD-R that includes the album and 
demos—they even include a sticker 
and patch. This is for sure one of the 
best albums to come out this year. 
The eleven dollars (postage paid) that 
you’re going to pay for this will be 
well spent. –Vincent (Self-released, 
bikeamusprime@hotmail.com)

RAINBOW PERSON: Demo: Cassette
When a band names themselves after 

you know they’re not going for anything 
straight-forward. Rainbow Person is 
strange, pummeling, disgusting noise 
with shouted and sometimes barked 
vocals. Tampering with the chaos 
of Born Against and Siege’s audible 
assault, Rainbow Person has created 
a sound that’s completely inaccessible 

and instantly magnetizing. These songs 
will not forgive you. –Daryl (Self-
released, rainbowperson@usa.com)

RATIONS: For Victory: CD
I remember back in the early ‘90s when 
the term “emo” was not the province of 
pasty crybabies with angular hair and 
smeared mascara. Band names like Rites 

me. Pure expression. Nothing held back. 
Although this disc was recorded in 2010, 
it feels to me like the bands I heard when 

could keep listing rad bands that you’ve 
probably never heard but Rations really 
bring out the same feeling that I got 
in that amazing time and place. Raw 
and melodic, this disc forced me to feel
something! It made the hairs on the back 
of my neck stand up. That only happens 
with my favorite bands. One last analogy 
since I can’t seem to stop myself. Davey 
Tiltwheel writing songs for Hickey. 
Best disc this month, hands down! –Ty 
Stranglehold (86’d)

RATIONS: For Victory: CD
Indie punk stuff with the hooky chord 
progressions and requisite shouted, over-
the-top vocals. –Jimmy Alvarado (86’d)

REAL MCKENZIES, THE: 
Shine Not Burn: CD
Well, it’s a live, acoustic Real 

out Celtic/punk amalgams that are 
generally pretty successful, if limited 
as hell in their scope (i.e., they mostly 



do songs about drinking and revved-up 
covers of Scottish classics). I’ve heard 
a grand total of two other albums by 
this band, both of which I prefer over 

. With a few exceptions, 
I’m just not a big fan of live albums. 

thin, the performances are raucous and 
inspired, and audience and performers 
alike seem to be having a blast. But it’s 
still a live record of already released 
songs. Everything I’ve heard about this 
band points to their live show, but I’ll 
still take  over this one, 
hands down. –Keith Rosson (Fat)

REHASHER: 
 CD

Highly melodic fast punk that sort 

religious overtones (right guys—you 
don’t play “Amazing Grace” live, do 
ya?). Aggressive playing, tight vocals, 
and lean songwriting make this an 
enjoyable synapse jolt to your lower 
cerebral cortex or somewhere in that 
vicinity. “No Eye in Team” and “Lose 

this one. Two other reasons why you 
should check this out. One: they cover 
a Nerves song here. Two: this band is 

have put that sentence at the beginning 
and that would be all you need. –Sean 

RNR TERRORISTS: Stolen Blues: CD
This disc has twelve songs of stripped-
down blues/garage stomp from this 
Italian band who would have been a 

‘90s. Coming on like a real strong 
Childish/Tim Kerr style, this band 
really has this sound down. Looking 
more closely, it seems that this album 
is a lot like the Jack O Fire stuff from 
the ‘90s with covers of old blues songs 

and “Free Speech for the Dumb” by 
Discharge. This release appears to 
be limited to two hundred copies and 

(Bubca, myspace.com/bubcarecords)

ROOFIE AND THE NIGHTSTALKER: 
 7”

I miss the Orphans. I have an almost 
romantic empty spot in my heart of 
seeing Jenny Angelillo rolling around 

regular basis for a couple of years. When 
she wasn’t doing the grimy squirm, she 
was just the nicest lady. Lady. This is 

in a bit. RATN’s music that sounds like 
high heels made out of switchblades 
and lipstick laced with very pleasing, 
melty drugs. Think Top Ten and Tina 
And The Total Babes but with a couple 

that this isn’t a Rip Off release). The 
B-side squalls and damages pitch 
perfect, like “You puke in my purse, 

in your cheek” perfect. I wonder if the 
bassist’s cabinet is covered with old 
women porn… –Todd (Rich Bitch)

RUMSPRINGER: Empty Towers: CD
I’m a fan of dualities. On the surface, 

Rumspringer sounds bright and positive, 
like a Youth Of Today Tiltwheel. It’s 
happy-sounding, assertive music, 

off a water-soaked porch. But the lyrics 
deal primarily with a “What now?”, a 
hardening of crusted-over and almost-
abandoned idealism, a crushing feeling 
of that something went terribly wrong 
in the developmental stages between 
the utopia in one’s brain and the 
suburbs at one’s feet. When lines like 
“backed it with unanswered questions 
and sealed it with a blind repression 
that spirals toward a deep depression” 
come out, it mysteriously doesn’t sound 

stake into the side of a steep mountain 
to hang onto. The music itself—the 
guitar, bass, and drum—continue to 
be uplifting through the entire record. 
Oddly, this record reminds me of 
friends in the service industry. In your 
twenties, at least the cash can be decent 
and a lot of it’s under the table. Often, 
your friends come to you. You can give 
and receive small kindnesses. In your 
late thirties, the ideas of long-term 
security, the ability of your body to hold 

the ridge of gigantic teeth that want to 
chomp you into little, little pieces and 
spit you back out comes fully into play. 

SAVANT:  LP
La Mancha is a dirty, scuzzy fucking 
mess, and for the most part, I mean that 
as a compliment. They’re throwing out 
some raucous, atonal, ugly footstompers 

here that never fully escape the 
fact—and they’re all the better for 
it—that this album sounds like it was 
recorded in a basement somewhere 
using some questionable amps and 
4-track tape recorded over a hundred 

music perfectly—that scrappiness 
works entirely in their favor. Couched 
somewhere between Gravity Records’ 
love for the atonal, straight-up noise, 
and Foghorn Leghorn smoking weed 
in his jam room, La Mancha is a pretty 
impressive ride, if only for the fact 
that it consistently unnerved me the 
whole way through. This one-sided 
LP’s limited to one hundred copies, 
has beautiful silkscreen work on the 
cover and the b-side, and comes with 
a patch. Savant’s not my thing, not by 
a long shot, but their aesthetic and care 
is apparent, and their music does come 
pretty close to scaring the hell out of 
me. –Keith Rosson (Green Line)

SCREAMING FEMALES: Castle Talk: CD

sound like I’m about to be taken on 
an adventure through hell. It’s a really 
powerful twelve seconds. And while 
the rest of the record is impressive 
as fuck—I mean, it is the Screaming 
Females—I feel like I’m just being re-
impressed, not more impressed. When 
I saw them live I was more impressed. 

and manipulating the feedback with her 
array of pedals and knobs was fucking 
awesome! If you’ve been stoked on all 
the other full-lengths, then I suggest 



it’s still full of hooks and riffs. But 
if you’ve found yourself tiring of 
the wankage, you’re probably better 
without it. –Daryl (Don Giovanni)

SEA OF SHIT / SOCIALLY RETARDED: 
Split: 7”
Both bands are from Chicago and play 
power violence, so there’s not much 
else to say. The Sea Of Shit side is 

are pushed back in the mix and sound 
great with the rest of their sound. Check 

213 for obvious comparisons. The 
Socially Retarded side is bass-heavy 
with electronic noise and great guitar 
feedback. The noise parts are all pretty 
subtle, which offers a good dichotomy 
with the otherwise full-on hardcore 
they’re spewing. The end of “No 
Date…” is a quiet electronic beat that 
sounds like the soundtrack to an old 
horror movie that lures the listener 
into a sense of security before blasting 
off into “Apt. 26.” Great split. The 
artwork is hand screened and comes 
with a lyric insert. Awesome record, 
great packaging, and limited to three 
hundred copies for the power violence 
nerds. –Ian Wise (Diseased Audio, 
diseasedaudio.blogspot.com)

SHANG-A-LANG: Collection: CD
Bruce Lee weighed 125 pounds. 
Shang-A-Lang use a four track 
recorder with one channel busted. Both 
kick way more ass than some steroid-

confused, alpha-male Cobra Kai 
cheat-to-win bullshit motherfucker. 

world and has nothing to say. Shang-

and the most delicious Hatch chilies 
grow. They’re hot and spicy with an 
underlying taste of years of growth in 

preached to as a kid about this lady who 
got fucked by a ghost and everyone 
in attendance got a halo. Chris now 
proselytizes that it’s not what you’ve 
got—money, “fame,” unlimited 
cheeseburgers— it’s what you bring. 

honest, fun-to-sing-along-to punk. 
Ever. It falls apart and reassembles 
right in front of you like in-reverse 
magic. Part of me wanted to copy and 
paste all of my previous reviews of the 
records that were compiled to make 
this , but that would have 
taken an entire page and would have 
been sort of like cheating. And Shang-
A-Lang makes me want to be honest. 
I’ve already started heckling them to 
play “Summertime” next time I see 
them live. Please do the same because 
that song rules, in every season. –Todd 
(Facepalm / Silversprocket)

SIVLE SI DOG:  10”
A reissue of this North Carolina band’s 
1994 debut. This is what it’s all about. 
Small town outcasts hell-bent on 

isn’t punk so much as grunge. Not that 
Pearl Jam shit. This would scare the 

Capri pants off sorority girls. It’s snide, 

Tad, and Fitz Of Depression. While 
not essential, especially if you don’t 
already own “Superfuzz Bigmuff,” 
this is an interesting document of 
what was going on in the punk scene 
in those odd couple of years between 
Nirvana and Green Day. Bonus points 
for the anti-Bush song being about 

tracks, two decent-sounding live ones. 
–CT Terry (Girth)

SLEEPOVERS: Secret: 7”
What a great song the A side song, 
“Secret,” is! Coming on like some 
sublime classic power pop and indie 
twee pop with a little swagger in the 
guitars, Sleepovers seem to really have 
it down. The production is good too, not 

to be these days. B side song is strong 
also. Looking forward to hearing a full 

(HoZac, hozacrecords@gmail.com)

SMALL TOWN RIOT: 
Fuck Those Who Go Unheard: CD

Germany that sings in English and has 
been around for nearly a decade. This 

States and this album compiles a best-
of from Small Town Riot’s catalog 
to date in reverse chronological 
order. A solid, if unremarkable 
synthesis of a lot of current bands 
with reverberations of Anti-Flag, Hot 

and Dear Landlord coming to the 
surface. There is one major misstep 
on the album, that being the acoustic 

down the album half way through. 
Fortunately, they recover quickly with 
the next track “Timmy” that is the 

other standout tune is “Cemetery 
Hill” which adds a harmonica and 
the western swing of cow punk to the 

up my favorite tunes on the CD were 
towards the end, so, apparently, I liked 
Small Town Riot’s earlier material 
and the newer stuff left me a bit cold. 
–Jake Shut (Warbird)

SNAKE MOUNTAIN: 
 CD

Sounds a bit like if in the late ‘70s 
Glenn Danzig would’ve revamped 
his B-grade horror movie shtick with 

Granted, this isn’t psychobilly, but 
rather dirty, grimy rock‘n’roll mixed 
with the macabre. Perfect, unobtrusive 
use of saxophone, too—the one 
instrument that can ruin a record as 
easily as improve it. On the whole, 
it’s as if the Quadrajets were into 
death and cemeteries. Yet I can’t stop 
thinking that this reminds me most 
of the Dogmatics, but not because 

stripped-down let’s-just-fucking-
rock-without-slick-tricks attitude that 



pervades some of the most timeless 
rock‘n’roll ever made. –The Lord 
Kveldulfr (Old Bird)

STALAG 13: In Control: LP
Smart idea to remaster this album. I 
must confess I didn’t care much for this 

you had to see live to appreciate. Living 
in the middle of the country during the 
‘80s, where a good hardcore show was 

was never going to see these guys in 
their prime. Hearing this version, my 
opinion has changed drastically. The 
songs now have more spark and there’s 
that needed punch here that’s necessary 
to make a hardcore record and band 
good. The songs are straight forward, 
as are the lyrics of teen angst. It’s aged 
a bit by today’s standards, but the most 
important aspect remains, and that is the 
raw energy that Stalag 13 and most of 
the early hardcore bands possessed. I’ll 
gladly take that approach any day over 
musicianship, wall of sound, and opaque 
lyrics. There are four extra tracks on this 
edition—three recorded in 1983 with a 
different line-up, and a live song that’s 
pretty unnecessary. I’d recommend 
this pressing over the Upstart version. 

STATUES: Holiday Cops: LP
A decade ago, around late August, was 
the last time I worked for anyone else. 

Flipside (a punk zine 
that existed from the summer of 1977 

until that day). Fired isn’t a strong 
enough word. Locks were changed at 
night. I had to go seek my boss out. 
Confrontation wasn’t his scene. I wish 
The Statues were a band then. I’d’ve 
put them on the record player as a 
motivational tool before heading over 
to soon-to-be-ex-boss Al’s house. You 
see, The Statues are unmistakably punk 
and hummy, but they’re not pop punk. 
They’re more like sweater vest power 
pop. But that sounds a little douchey 
and the Statues aren’t douchey. They’re 
just a little Dilberty, more than a little 

death sentence rock, ties-are-nooses, 
Smalltown-friendly punk. They’ve got 
the deadening effect of mundane work 
at the crack of someone else’s whip vibe 
down. And they always make me think 
of literature. This time out, it’s Orwell, 

directives. I like The Statues. This isn’t 
my favorite record by them—it’s less 
crunchy and less diverse than the past 
couple outings—but I’m still a big 

anytime soon. –Todd (Deranged)

STEVE ADAMYK: “Better Off” b/w
“Satellite/Hit the Ground”: 7”
This is the kind of 7” that makes you 
want to just turn it over and play it 
again as soon as it’s done. On here 
are three delightfully messy pop punk 
songs that remind me why people must 
have been blown away when Phil 

“Hit the Ground,” but all three songs 

are worth your attention. Nothing 
makes me want to dance more than 
repeated choruses, driving guitars, and 
sweet backup vocals. Three cheers for 
my hometown of Ottawa for producing 
such excellence. Go get it. –Jennifer 
Whiteford (Red Lounge) 

SUN GOD: Self-titled: Cassette
Despite the downright gorgeous 
silkscreened packaging, the recording 
quality on the tape (and this is coming 
from a fan of the format) was a smidge 
too muddy for my tastes. Thankfully, 
it also comes with a download code 
for what looks to be the band’s entire 
discography to this point. And, holy 

songs that nod respectfully to both 
Hüsker Dü and Naked Raygun’s sense 
of structure and melody. Hell, songs like 
“(s)Pain” and “Time Lord” could have 
been buddies with J Church in the era 
when Broken Rekids was getting the 

 singles comp together. Their 
only downfall is their tendency to noodle 
a bit too much—tunes like “Black Bag” 
and “Trails” almost, almost suffocate 
under the weight of the wankery—but 
other than that, these are some seriously 
good, reaching songs. Recommended. 
–Keith Rosson (Big Purple)

SUN GOD: Time Lord: 7”
Dug their (  EP from a while back, 
and this follows along similar lines, 
maybe a little more straightforward 
than its predecessor, but it’s clear they 
still do love them geetar leads. Only 
gripe is that, like ( , the mastering 

makes this sound a bit muddy. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Pizza Pants)

SYMBOL SIX:  CD
I loved Symbol Six back in high school. 
Saw them once at Godzilla’s opening 
for 45 Grave right after the EP came out 
on Posh Boy. Wish they had recorded 
more back then. They were so young 
but had a knack for writing good songs 
with musicianship that was beyond their 
years. They were melodic with metal 
overtones, but with a SoCal punk edge. 
Saw this in my review pile and I totally 
cringed. I went to a gig recently where 
the reformed band was headlining. I left 
right before they played. I did not want 
to taint my memory of a favorite band 
from my childhood. Now my memory 
is tainted. Gone is the punk energy 
with the youthful vocals. What I hear 
is another generic bar rock band that 

power to them for wanting to play music 
again. Wish they would have changed 
the name. I hear no semblance of their 
former selves. –Donofthedead (Symbol 
Six, symbolsix.com)

SYSTEM AND STATION: 
A Series of Screws: CD
What a pleasant surprise this was. I 
had heard of this band ages ago when I 
picked up a Copper Press sampler CD. 
We’re talking two or three computers 
ago. I’d only ever heard the one song 
from them. When I got this I was 
happy to see they were still around 
and curious to hear more since I had 
enjoyed the one song I knew of theirs. 



Listening to A Series of Screws, I didn’t 
discover the world’s best kept secret 
but I did discover a pretty good one. 

around for over a decade and play indie 
rock but with good angular moments 

was at various times reminded of Shiner 
and Cursive. Frontman Ryan Heise has 
the ability to create some catchy tunes 
while maintaining some integrity in 
the music. And his vocals reminded 
me of Cris Cordero’s (whose album 
was one of my favorite rock albums 
I’ve reviewed here at Razorcake) with 
the ability to sing clean if needed but 
retaining gruff edges when called 
upon. Some of the songs have great 

is noisy without being obnoxious and 
tight without being pretentious. It’s 
a solid album that I hope gets them 
some of the attention they deserve 
after certainly having put in their time. 

TALBOT ADAMS: Jesse and Jack: EP
Jesse and Jack is an absolute burner. 
You can buy this EP for $4.99 from 
Douchemaster Records. And while I 
seldom encourage people to straight-
up buy records I get for review (we’re 
all just scum bags—no hierarchy here), 
this is one of those times where you 
need to just trust me and pick this gem 
up. These four tunes are pure gold. 
“Away” is a beautiful song—a street-
level folk-rock number in the vein of 
“It’s All Over Now, Baby Blue” (the 

Chocolate Watchband version). “Life Is 
Good When Cinematic” has great girl-
group harmonies and a driving, Tommy 
James and the Shondells-like bass line. 
All of these tunes are so simple—they 
share a lot in common with The Seeds 
and early Love in their teenage lyrical 
subject matter and musical accessibility. 
But there’s real brilliance to them. “To 
Jack and Jesse or Jesse and Jack” has an 

makes the song, not to mention a great, 
reserved little guitar lead. You have to 
have a vast knowledge of music and 
lyrical prowess to come up with a 45 
of this caliber. Although the music is 
so simple to perform, to replicate it is 

all great music. I mean, even down to 
Adams’ lyrical phrasing on “Summer 
Days” and its nursery-rhyme feel. He’s 
truly entering Syd Barrett, Ray Davies, 
and Dan Treacy territory with the tune. 
What do you say when someone drops 
a 45 of this caliber on your lap? I can 
easily write a sprawling, thousand-
word article on how good this EP is. 
I’m not fucking around, either. Pound 
for pound, this is the greatest 45 I’ve 
ever received for review. Right up 
there with Greg Cartwright at his best. 
Absolutely stunning. If you don’t like 
this 45, write the magazine and they’ll 
get you in contact with me. I’ll purchase 
it from you, collect a few, and sell them 
back to people who get it. I can lay this 
offer out because I know no one will 
take me up on it. I haven’t lost hope for 
humanity. –Ryan Leach (Douchemaster, 
douchemasterrecords.blogspot.com) 

TODD CONGE: Clown Sounds: LP
Call me funny, but I have little desire to 
see most of humanity naked. I also have 
no desire to hear most bands stripped 
down to one band member. Because 
when there’s no loud volume to be 

to hide in plain sight with, no pushing 
electricity to crackle and deafen, most 
punk songwriters aren’t that good by 
themselves. Just sayin’. It’s like putting 
a spotlight to a zit and the record’s a half 
hour of squeezing that zit. But in that 
kitty cat farm that is Todd Congelliere’s 
creative brain, those furry motherfuckers 
are playful, busy, complicated, 
adventurous, fearless, and will always 
let you know when they’re hungry. So, 
I’m not going to say genius—because 
what’s a genius but someone to crucify, 
vilify, or ignore in the future—but one 
of the main creative forces in FYP, Toys 
That Kill, Underground Railroad To 
Candyland, and Stoned At Heart has a 
unique musical vision, one that I abide 
by. When it’s mostly him, a guitar, and 
a cast of rotating friends, the result is 
yearning and often sad, but always 
worth listening to. And it sounds fully 
clothed, so it doesn’t feel like you’re 
staring at his wiggling wang the whole 
length of the whole record. Because 
that’d make most of us uncomfortable. 
–Todd (Burger / Small Pool)

TOTAL CONTROL: “Paranoid Video” 
b/w “Real Estate”: 7”
This is some top notch fascist new wave. 
Not Benito, “let’s bomb Crete and kill 

controlling Devo fascist. Joy Division’s 
bleak wasteland, gripping a rusty wire 
tethered to a black dawn fascist. The band 
could easily be named after any number 
of concentration camp or SS death 
head brigade and be right in perfectly-
ordered line. Nervous Gender-type “is 
this even music?” fascist. George Orwell 
predicted this shit down to the roboto-
voice, you-will-obey fascist (with a bit of 
Tuxedomoon). It sounds bloodless, scary, 
and forceful in all the right ways. If more 
music was like this, I’d be more inclined 
to learn how to take over a country by 
coercion and force. –Todd (SmartGuy, 
smartguyrecords.com)

TOUCHE AMORE: 
 CD

Hardcore with an emo undertow. 
Not my cup o’ poison at all. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (6131)

TRANSPORTATION: 
Amusement Park: CD
Poppy indie rock. Sound’s clean, 
slick, and catchy, so I wouldn’t be 
surprised in the least if they were 
scooped up by a major in short order. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Odessa)

TROPIEZO / LA VIRGEN DEL POZO:
Split: 7” EP
When I think of Puerto Rico, I think of 

that shitty ‘90s rap-metal band Puya. 
But not anymore. Two of the island 

of what will from now on, in my mind, 
disassociate any connotations of Puerto 



Rico and shitty music. Tropiezo has 
quite a few CD-R releases under their 
belt and, if anything, I’m pleased to 

You like it fast? I like it fast. Tropiezo 
sure as hell like it fast. Taking Life’s Halt 
and RKL’s intensity up a few notches is 
not a bad way to make friends. Not to 
mention some of the best lyrics I’ve read 
in quite some time. La Virgen Del Pozo 
scare me. I’m fucking serious! There’s 
something about naming your band after 
a religious miracle and then sounding 
like Possessed playing grindcore that 
just spells out E.V.I.L. The lyrics are 
further proof. Topics include the daily 
tortures of life, disguising yourself as 
death to reap souls (for fun, I guess), 
and drawing your own blood (also for 
fun?). They even acknowledge that they 
do believe in extraterrestrials and not in 
God, but are also quick to warn any alien 
visitors against the thought of enslaving 
humanity: “Preparanse para la muerte” 
translates to “prepare yourselves to die.” 

must be heard to be believed. The cover 
of this split depicts two monsters battling 
it out on public streets and destroying 
everything in their paths. It couldn’t be 
more suitable of an image to accompany 
the musical devastation contained herein. 
Crucial. –Juan Espinosa (Discos De Hoy, 
discosdehoy@yahoo.com)

TURKISH TECHNO: 
Life Boat” b/w “Where Have You Been?”
7”, “Peanuts” b/w “Little Lies” 7”
Turkish Techno aren’t solved easily. 
They’re neither Turkish, nor are they 

instead of a one-sided, four-song 12” 
with an etching on the B-side? Is that 
really Indian elephant god, Ganesha, in 
a Shriner’s cap, eating a burrito, swilling 
a Pabst, sporting a necklace of beheaded 
band members on the covers? I believe so. 
Andy, one of the songwriters, disclosed 
to me that he often writes songs when 
pooping. And I’m sure I couldn’t write a 
review without one member getting bent 
out of shape about something. Anything, 
actually. I think they sound like the Jack 
Palance Band or the Horrible Odds 
mixed with folks who listened to a lot of 
‘90s Epitaph punk growing up: blistering 
and breathless-throaty vocals over a full-
force, polished drive. They’ve got the 
anxiety of a band at odds with itself—on 
the verge of a breakdown—really going 

on tour with Off With Their Heads and in 
between sets, they could dim the lights 
and have a nightly “complain-off.” Top 
drawer stuff from a Riverside band that’s 

U.X. VILEHEADS: Catch 22: EP
The title track has nothing to do with 
Joseph Heller’s 1961 novel of the same 
name. Nor is the song “Kill for Christ” 
a FU’s cover. However, this is the 
second EP from these guys, and though 
it’s a little less blatantly urgent than the 

slightly slowing some of the songs down 
and getting a little more musical. The 
title track is a burner with its fast attack 

and vocal delivery that’s convincingly 
desperate. “Kill for Peace” is pretty 
good, slightly longer, and reminds me of 
the Regulations and ETA. I like how they 
build up “No Salvation” with the vocals 
shouting, “Do what they say, Obey your 
god, Do what they say...” over and over 
with the drums underneath before they 
bring in the rest of instruments in one 
quick wave. “Down Again” ends sort 
of like the record began: a mix of fast 
and slow with urgency throughout. Yes, 
this is hardcore, and everything is laid 
out without pretension, but if you listen 
a little closer than usual, there’s more 
power here than just a burst of “1-2-3-
Go!” Tempos change and guitars go quiet 
while the drums momentarily take over. 
A tried and true formula, but played with 

State, sorrystaterecords.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 1919 Hemphill: 
 CD

A comp that’s a celebration of seven 
years of existence, making Fort Worth’s 
1919 Hemphill the longest-running 
DIY venue in all of Texas. It’s also an 

tried to get a volunteer-run community 
punk space off the ground has to admit 
that that’s downright amazing (almost 
unheard of) and it’s a testament 
that you don’t have to be in a “punk 
mecca” or even a “punk-friendly” city 
or town to build a magnet that’ll not 
only showcase local talents, but draw 
in bands that are vanning across the 
country. This comp is a diverse and 
honest collection of bands (more-well 

knowns like Onion Flavored Rings, 
Lemuria, and Japanther) to local-
ish asskickers (Teenage Cool Kids, 

breadth may be a bit much for you—
folk punk to metal sludge to pop punk 
to dancey stuff is all here—but I think 
it’s a great, Polaroid-style snapshot of 

locale that I hope will get the props 
they deserve retroactively. –Todd 
(1919 Hemphill)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 8  Punk: CD-R

goes, “I love you, you love me, that’s 
what we call a family! Oi, oi, family! 
Oi, oi, family, oi!” And then the other 
two bands sang about rape and dead 
white bitches and how you’re a cunt, etc. 
Idiotic and unfortunate. Fuck this scene, 
these intentionally unnamed bands, and 
this “label”. –Keith Rosson (8 )

VARIOUS ARTISTS:
8 : Comp #1: Cassette
Serving as a mixtape, this solid punk 

two songs a piece. Political watchdogs, 
The Dead Pawns, give us a peek at their 
punk‘n’roll schematics with heavy riffs, 
gang vocals, and smooth transitions. 
Part Time Crooks turns up the octane 

somewhere between Casualties and 
Adolescents. Next up, A Disco For 
Ferns plays a range of late ‘70s lo-

falsetto vocals. The Unpatriotics take it 



likes of Judas Priest. Stereo Atomico 
slows it down with their own brand of 
anthemic sing-alongs, and Snotlock 
brings up the rear with garage punk and 
earwormy hooks. The only downside 
to this sampler is the acoustics. At 
times it reminded me of how bands 
sound when I’m outside waiting to 
get into the venue. I’m hoping vinyl 
and CD have better sound quality. 
However, the talent of these bands 
shines through and so does the effort 

(8 , myspace.com/8records)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Rekerds: Four-Way Split #2: 7”
Underground Railroad To Candyland: 
I wouldn’t say URTC is the Fugazi to 

analogy goes all to shit there.) But 
I will say that I like both TTK and 
URTC equally for essentially different 

vs. hip shaking.) And that’s a fuckin’ 
puzzle because with only one member 
difference at the time of this writing 
(lord knows when this was recorded), 
URTC sound like a band that could 
sell a lot of records if records were 
selling (like in that scene in High 
Fidelity when they put on a record and 
everyone in the store asks who it is… I 
mute the movie there and play URTC). 
Killer Dreamer: Zombie stoners. 
Brains. Buds. Bowls. Scorching riffs 

laid at the altars of Nick Blinko, Roky 
Erikson, and Dario Argento. Smelly 
bandage San Pedro punkrock that will 
silk-screen anything if it stays still 
long enough. Tulsa: It’s sometimes 
amazing how long songs can be on 7” 
records. Tulsa’s song’s (from 2004? 
Am I reading that right? It sure looks 
like a four) has got a lot of parts duct 
taped together like a massive quilt 
made out of dirty blankets. Tent city 
punk rock. The Reaction: Lean back 
really far and laid back, like the Hot 

along for the ride. Four-way split 7”s 
don’t get more solid. –Todd (Dead 
Broke, deadbrokerecords.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Silver Sprocket 
Bicycle Club Sampler 2: CD
I’ve only heard a smattering of Silver 
Sprocket bands in the past, but I’m 
completely sold on the label based 
on this sampler. This is the best comp 
record that I’ve heard in ages. Some 
straight-up punk, some pop punk, 
some ska, some stuff that sounds 
like underbelly wryly-humored 
singer-songwriter tuneage, and what 
may be some one-man band stuff or 
something close thereto. I hesitate 
to indicate who all is on the line-
up because 1) there’s a shitload of 

to favor any one act—I liked the 

really attest to which acts people 
will know or not. If you look at the 
Silver Sprocket website, you’ve got 
the lineup for this record. To that end, 

the comp has a diverse sound, but 
everything here works really, really 
well together. Yeah, it’s a sampler for 
a record label, but this stands up to 
any comp out there in my book. I’d 
pay good money for this, and like so 
many others these days I’ve become 
a cheap bastard who unfortunately 
thinks twice about buying records. 
And then there’s the glorious 
denouement: the back of the insert 
claims “this CD is awesome even 
though it is free”—truer words are 
rarely spoken. –The Lord Kveldulfr 
(Silver Sprocket, silversprocket.net)

VEINS: Self-titled: 7” 
This 7” is a re-release of the Veins 
cassette that came out a few months 
ago and sold out in a few minutes, 
so the songs have been making the 
rounds on the internet hype machine. 
Both sides swell up with simple guitar 
work and slower, typical “intro” 
style hardcore before taking off into 
rough, raw, old school hardcore punk 
that reminds me of Dischord #s 1-6. 
The sound actually has a bit of that 
treble-y mix in the guitar that makes 
those records so distinct. The second 
track, “Sniper Parade,” has a killer 
breakdown and stands out among 
the rest, but these six tracks are over 
so fast and pulled off so well it’s 
pointless to try and pick them apart. 
The packaging is a book with the 
record sleeve stapled inside as part of 

suspects. –Ian Wise (Youth Attack) 

VICTIMS FAMILY: 
White Bread Blues: LP
Victims Family is just plain strange. 
Their bizarre amalgamation of punk, 
metal, and jazz makes them a “you 
had to be there” band. It’s hard to 
imagine that a group this oddball 
and complex could have reached the 
popularity it did. Listening to 1990’s 
White Bread Blues, the third Victims 
Family LP, is like opening a time 
capsule of pop culture references 
from its time. This re-release is 
everything a repackage should be, 
replete with a giant 12” booklet, 
colored vinyl, and a free full CD 
version of the LP. Next time some 
dipshit tells you that the music you 
like all sounds the same or lacks 
diversity, refer them to this nutty 

time around, this is as good a record 
as any to start with. It’ll make you cha 
cha like a fucking fool. –Art Ettinger 
(Saint Rose, saintroserecords.com)

WEED HOUNDS: Beach Bummed: 7”
Excellent indie pop that reminds me 
of the early- to mid-’90s, when this 
genre was in top form. I hear hints 
of the Pixies in the song “Beach 
Bummed,” with its surf style bass 
and guitar. Yet, Weed Hounds sound 

Slumberland roster. The sound is 
dreamy without being lethargic or 
foggy. Touches of shoegazer are in 
the sound, and I like how the vocals 
sound—with Laura’s up front and 
Nick’s slightly underneath—as the 



guitars and occasional feedback 
washes over. “Skating away from the 
Cops” is the best song of the two, and 

best I’ve heard this year, for sure, 
and the one I play over and over. 
Listening to this reminds me of rainy 
summer afternoons spent in my room 
reading old comics and fanzines. 
Not a bad place to be. I seriously 
hope these folks release an LP soon. 

WHITE LUNG: It’s the Evil: LP
Pretty dang energetic and loud punk 
rock from this group of three modest-
looking ladies and a guy on guitar who 
looks like he would help you cross the 
street. You know, you usually get the 
“Fuck, man, we are so crazy. Look at 
our stripes and hair and we are too 
tired to take this photo for our record, 
although we reallllly need our faces 
on the cover”—but here is a group 
that is more concerned with playing 
good and making cool music. Here 
is a solid, burning record, snappy 
guitar, groundwork bass and drums, 
and mad singing. If you are looking 
for tight songs with power and no 
nonsense, here it is. And, you guessed 
it, on white vinyl. –Speedway Randy 
(Deranged, derangedrecords.com)

WHITE NIGHT: Immortal: Cassette 
This one’s a complicated animal. 
If a bunch of Hickey worshippers 

rough winters and relocated to the 
Southwest next door to the Swing 

Ding Amigos. It’s weird loud noise 
that nearly blows out the speakers but 
is still pop punk at heart. I like that 
they don’t seem to take themselves 
overly seriously, but that’s not to say 
that there aren’t a few more somber 
moments on here. Rad stuff. –Joe 
Evans III (Burger)

WICCANS: Teenage Cults: EP
Denton, TX must be the burgeoning 
spot for good bands these days. 
I can think of at least four off the 

Cool Kids—and these here Wiccans. 
That’s more than I can say about 
any city in California, or New York, 
or... I was in Denton about four 
years ago, and thought it was a cool 
town, but I was totally unaware of 
the scene that was happening there, 
outside of ANS and the Xtreme 

a little more investigative next time 
I’m there. Wiccans play some raw 
and unadorned hardcore punk with 
no immediate comparisons, which 
is a rarity anymore. The vocals 
have a dry, raspy sound, while the 
music is jammed, not in the hippy 
prog way, but the physical way, out 
of the speakers and into your ears. 
Some stop-go rhythms, some speed, 
some noisy and sickly sounding 
excursions, and really curious lyrics 
for songs like “Endgame”—“Blind 
faces under the robe / Some have 
become amphibian” and “Teenage 
Cults”—“Angular droves of animals 
/ Frozen in waste / Crippled and 

placed in rows of eight.” Repeated 
listens are required and decoder 
rings are useless. Perhaps it’s time 
to reinstate the ? Only a mere 
three hundred of this were pressed. 

passjudgementrecords.com)

WITCHES / HONKY HORN & 
BAD MOUTH: Split: 7”
Witches: Punk rock that brings out way 
more comparisons to ‘90s alt/indie rock 
than any punk band that I can think of. 
Honky Horn: One lengthy Hickey-
inspired song that is pretty damn 
rocking. Weird band name, though. 
–Bryan Static (Dead Broke) 

WORMEATERS: Wardeath: 7”
Wow! You get slapped right in the 
face as soon as the needle drops. 
Fast punk rock that brought up 

meets Negative Approach. Vocals 
are delivered with a vile scream that 
surely takes days to recover from. 
The bass guitar seems pulled up in 
the mix. It has a sort of live feel to it. 
I hear a bright thud tone with a bit of 
distortion mixed in. The guitar sound 
is what gives it the ‘80s sound—a bit 
pulled back in the mix but recorded 
with an interesting tone. It doesn’t 

but more of a vintage combo amp 
sound: dirty yet clean with the use of 

songs blast by with manic speed. But 
the song that was saved for last was 
perfect for the ending. “Scabs” is the 

one slow song that shows the most 
power with the liberal use of reverb 
for the vocals. The heavy chords 
coming from the guitar, accented by 
the bass, strike a nerve and add to the 
anger. I get thoughts of Black Flag’s 
Damaged. From what I have heard, 
this band should be making more 
waves in the future. –Donofthedead 
(Sorry State)

ZERO HEROES: Self-titled: 7” EP
There are just some things that 
can never been disproved. Among 
them is that any band that picks up, 
plugs in, and funs-out on pieces of 
Teengenerate, The Ramones, and 

never be bad, especially in 2010. 
Zero Heroes sound like a car without 
chrome, without anything fancy, 
that’s kinda tore up and needs just-
right kicks to get things to start, but 
it’s lovingly kept together by some 
magical force, careful layers of dirt, 
semi-regular maintenance, and the 
car itself somehow knowing that you 
need it to keep on working or else 
you’re fucked. Super solid and well 
worth a listen. –Todd (Arkam)

Tens of thousands more reviews can 
be found at www.razorcake.org



LET’S FACE IT. If you’re over thirty, have moved 
out of your parents’ house, and come to realize 
that “anarchy!” means no bridges, public librar-

ies, streets, or fire departments, idealism’s a much 
harder pill to swallow; especially when you’re looking 
at it through possible liver damage. 

BUT THE DUDES IN DAN PADILLA HAVE FOUGHT 
HARD to remain ethical, moral, and honest well 
after more vocal members of the DIY punk com-

munity have “moved on” to the comfort and status quo 
they once claimed to despise and swore they’d “burn to 
the ground.” Dan Padilla just wants some public space 
and the freedom to play what they’ve created… and the 
cops can still go fuck themselves.

A split release

Razorcake Records is 
exclusively distributed by 

No Idea. Visit
www.noidearecords.com

for more info.

DOWNLOAD THE ENTIRE FULL-LENGTH RECORD with high-quality wav 
files and complete cover art, FOR FREE ON RAZORCAKE.ORG. The physi-

cal LPs are being worked on as you read this if they’re not out already. 



• 1-2-3-4 Go!, 423 40th St, 
Oakland, CA 94609
• 1919 Hemphill,
c/o Rick, 1804 6th Ave., 
Fort Worth, TX 26110
• 6131, 6131 Kiser Dr., 
Huntington Beach, CA 92647
• State of Mind, 7 Hale St., 
Coram, NY 11727

, PO Box 465, 

• 86’d, PO Box 501, East 
Setauket, NY 11733
• Absent Minds, 4038 SE 76th
Ave., Portland, OR 97206
• Adiago 830,

10243 Berlin, Germany
• Alive/Naturalsound,
919 Isabel St., Unit G, 
Burbank, CA 91506.
• Alternative Tentacles,
PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141
• Antipop, 8 Arundel Ave., 
Liverpool L17 3DA, England
• Arkam, 1925 Hwy. 69 S., 
Savannah, TN 38372
• Australian Cattle God, 1306 
E. 6th St., Austin, TX 78702
• Beer City, PO Box 26035, 

• Big Neck, PO Box 8144, 
Reston, VA 20195
• Big Purple, 12592 Clifton 
Blvd., Lakewood, OH 44107
• Boston Strangler, The 
c/o Ban Reilly, 5 Ruths Way, 

• Bridge Nine, 119 Foster St., 

• Burger, 645 State College 
Blvd. #A, Fullerton, CA 92831
• Cali Mucho, PO Box 282, 
San Pedro, CA 90733
• Cheapskate, 297 Stoodley 
Pl., Schenectady, NY 12303
• Crustacean, PO Box 829, 

• Damaged Goods, PO Box 
45854, London 45854, England
• Dan Webb, 12 Stoneholm St. 

• Dead Broke, 139 Huber Ave., 
Holbrook, NY 11741
• Dead Friends, PO Box 924 
Gainesville, FL 32602
• Deranged, c/o 
Gordon Dufrense, 2700 
Lower Rd., Roberts Creek, 
BC, VON 2W4, Canada
• Die Slaughterhaus, PO Box 
160168 Atlanta, GA 30316
• Dirtnap, 2615 SE Clinton St., 
Portland, OR 97202
• DIY Bandits HQ, PO Box 
574 , Shelton, CT 06484 
• Doom Town, PO Box 6172, 
Omaha, NE 68106

• Douchemaster, PO Box 
5209, Atlanta, GA 31101
• Dr. Strange, PO Box 1058, 
Alta Loma, CA 90701
• Earslaughter, 7276 17th St., 
Sacramento, CA 95822
• End Sounds, PO Box 
684743, Austin, TX 78768
• Fallen Angel, PO Box 3372, 
Burbank, CA 91508
• Fat Wreck, PO Box 193690, 
SF, CA 94119
• Feral Kid, 27 Ripley Pl., 
Buffalo, NY 14213
• Fleshwave,
32031 Williamsburg, 

• For Documentation Only,

Naples, FL 34101-3005
• Freedom School , c/o 
Academy Records, 96 N 6th
St., Brooklyn, NY 11211
• Gaines St., 533 E Van Buren 
St., Tallahassee, Fl 32301
• Girth, PO Box 13, 
Geneva, NY 14456
• Goner, 2152 Young Ave., 

• Grave Mistake, PO Box 
12482, Richmond, VA 23241
• Green Line, 2079 Howard 
Circle, Atlanta, GA 303037
• Handsome Dan,
3244 31A Ave. SE, 
Calgary, AB, T2B 0H9, Canada
• Hardly Art, PO Box 2007, 
Seattle, WA 98111
• Hellcat, 2798 Sunset Blvd., 
LA, CA 90026
• Hohnie, c/o Andreas Hohn, 
An Der Kuhtranke 7, 31535 
Neustadt, Germany
• HS!BF, 512 E Center St., 

• Iron Pier, PO Box 279, 
East Setauket, NY 11733
• It’s Alive, 11411 Hewes St., 
Orange, CA 92869
• Joe Pogo, PO Box 281, 
East Syracuse, NY 13057
• Kiss Of Death, PO Box 
75550, Tampa, FL 33675
• Latest Flame, 1935 W. 
Schiller, Chicago, IL 60622
• Let’s Pretend, PO Box 1663, 
Bloomington, IN 47402
• Loud Punk, PO Box 3067, 
Albany, NY 12203
• Margin Mouth, 5676 York 
Blvd., LA, CA 90042
• Megacool, PO Box 705, 
Sacramento, CA 95814 
• Modern Action, PO Box 
1452, Sonoma, CA 95476
• Moloch, 896 East Georgia, 
Vancouver, BC V6A 2A5, Canada

• Monster Zero, PO Box 
2570, 2940 AB Lekkerkerk, 
The Netherlands
• Mylene Sheath, PO Box 
12029, Covington, KY 41012
• No Breaks,
184 Rogers St. NE, 
Suite #301, Atlanta, GA 30317
• No Idea, PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604-4636
• Odessa, PO Box 1301, 
Carrboro, NC 27510
• Operation, PO Box 27766, 
Tempe, AZ 85285-7766
• Overground, PO Box 
1NW, Newcastle Upon Tyne, 
NE99 1NW, England
• Pasazer, PO Box 42, 
39-201 Debica 3, Poland
• Pee
South Australia, 5070 Australia
• Pine Away, 2629 Irving St., 
SF, CA 94122
• Pizza Pants, 1513 Cohassett 
Ave., Lakewood, OH 44107
• Plan-It-X, PO Box 2312, 
Bloomington, IN 47402
• Pochahantos Swamp
Machine Recordings, PO Box 

• Polyvinyl,
206 N. Randolph St., Suite 

• Pravda, PO Box 268043, 
Chicago, IL 60626
• Pretty Ambitious,
644 N. Highland Ave., 
Athens, GA 30306
• Profane Existence,
PO Box 18051, 

• Psycho, PO Box 425623, 
Kendall Sq., Cambridge, 

• Rag Rage, 376 E. 14th Ave., 
Columbus, OH 43201
• Rebel Time, 2-558 Upper 
Gage Ave. #162. Hamilton, 
Ontario, L8V 4J6 Canada 
• Red Lounge,
Studio Eins, Karlstr.8, 
76137 Karlsruhe, Germany 
• Red Scare, PO Box 13285, 
Chicago, IL 60613
• Repulsion, PO Box 511054, 

• Resipiscent, 723 Haight St. 
#5, SF, CA, 94117
• Ride the Snake, 6 Wadleigh 

• Rob’s House, 533 E. 5th St. 
#15, New York, NY 10009
• Rodent Popsicle, PO Box 

• Rumbletowne, PO Box 
66301, Olympia, WA 98507 
• Sabotage, PO Box 105824, 
28058 Bremen, Germany

• Sailor’s Grave, PO Box 515, 

• Saint Rose, PO Box 14971, 
Santa Rosa, CA 94952
• Scene Destroyer, PO Box 2, 
Green River, NY 11739
• Signals, c/o Firehouse Bikes, 
701 S. 50th St., 2nd Floor, 
Philadelphia, PA 19143
• Small Pool,
637 W. Woodcrest Ave., 
Fullerton, CA 92832
• Smart Guy, 3288 21st St. 
#32, SF, CA 94110
• Snuffy Smiles,
12-A Kamikousaicho, 
Shichiku, Kita-Ku, Kyoto 
603-8117, Japan
• Sorry State,
1102 N. Greensboro St., 
Carrboro, NC 27510
• Southkore,
2814 S. Spaulding Ave., 
Chicago, IL 60623
• Square Up,
11-140 Springhurst, Toronto, 

• Stool Sample, PO Box 1998, 

• Super Secret, PO Box 1585 
Austin, TX 78767
• Tic Tac Totally,
PO Box 558383, 
Chicago, IL 60655-8383
• To Live A Lie c/o Will Butler, 
2825 Van Dyke Ave., 
Raleigh, NC 27607-7021
• Todi Stronghands,
PO Box 513, Thessalon, 
ON, P0R 1L0, Canada
• Toxic Pop, 2619 Guilford 

• ,
1114 F St NE #308, 
Washington, DC 20002-5392
• Tragicomedy, 1202 
Gladstone Ave., Windsor, ON, 
N8X3H3, Canada
•Unrepentant,1761 George 
Washington Way #172 
Richland, WA 99354
• Vinyl Rites, PO Box 924, 
Gainesville, FL 32602
• Volcom

• Warbird,
165 Courtland St., Suite A-213, 
Atlanta, GA 30303
• Warm Bath, PO Box 652, 
Buffalo, NY 14215
• Youth Attack, 206 Scholes 
St. #3, Brooklyn, NY 11206
• Zodiac Killer,
655 Park Ridge Dr., 

C O N T A C T  A D D R E S S E S
or to be posted on www.razorcake.org in the next couple months.to bands and labels that were reviewed either in this issue



ABORT! #23 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
$2, printed, 44 pgs.
Wow, what a well-written zine! 
Issue 23 of Abort! is a collection 

from a variety of authors, including 
Razorcake’s own Keith Rosson. 

me of some of the post-apocalyptic 

and bleak landscapes of a world long 
gone, with survivors attempting to 
scratch out an existence. Further on 
in the zine, the stories take on a more 
Ray Bradbury type of writing. At 
least, in my mind, it was similar to 
some of the 
only beef is that there isn’t any direct 
attribution to the author. For instance, 
at the back of the zine, there is a list 
of contributors, but I’m not sure 
which story belongs to which author. 
I especially want to know who wrote 

to read more of their work. –Steve 
Hart (Jonathan Spies, PO Box 435, 
NY, NY 10276)

ACK ACK ACK #2, $5 ppd., 
5 ½” x 8”, photocopied, 40 pgs.
This is a photo zine, exclusively 
featuring hardcore punk. A lion’s 
share of the photos were taken in 
the mid-‘00s at The Smell in Los 
Angeles and the Che Café in San 

maximizer/minimizer. Nothing’s 
extraneous. There’s no fat. There’s 
been tons of pre-editing. What you 
get is page after page of expertly 
timed and framed photographs from 
one of the most talented, dedicated 
photographers who happens to 
be a die-hard punk rocker. What I 

from the ten bands he chooses, to 
the images of the bands, and into 

Average c/o ISO3200 Press, PO 
Box 25605, LA, CA 90025)

ASHCAN MAGAZINE #3, $?, 
8 ½” x 11”, newsprint
This is a Bay Area magazine with 
band interviews, columns, and 

reviews. Content. Seriously though, 
this is actually a pretty entertaining 

the comics by Rick Kitagawa, 
which had me rolling on the ground 
laughing like a moron, and an article 
on Goteblud, which is apparently 
“SF’s premier zine archive.” If i ever 
make it out there again, I sure would 
like to see some of those copies of 

what I would refer to as the artsier side 
of stuff, but is still totally accessible. 

to the Bay Area and they show a 
commitment to their community by 
having a “Streetside Asks” section, 
where they ask random people on 
Haight Street the same question 
relevant to whatever current event 
is relevant to the little, overpriced, 
too-hip-to-swallow world that is SF. 
–Rene Navarro (Ashcan, 60 4th St. 
20, SF, CA 94107)

CINEMA SEWER #23, 
6 ¾” x 10”, offset, 44 pgs.
This is by far the coolest movie zine 
I’ve ever read, from the writing to 
the design to the illustrations within. 

fall under the exploitation banner in 
one way or another, which are the 

I ever read was dedicated entirely 
to women in prison movies. A great 
introduction to this publication, 
for sure.  is the size 

illustrations and clippings of movie 
posters and stills. What really caught 

the entire zine is handwritten, all the 
lines and columns are hand drawn, 
and maybe aside from scanning 
some images, it appears there’s not 
much computer involvement, if any 
at all. Every single page is packed 
with information and presented in 
a way that you can lose yourself in 
the pages for a good afternoon. But 
what really makes this zine great is 
the attitude from Bougie and all the 
contributors he gets. There’s no elitist 
attitude, no pretentious posturing. 

These people really love movies, 
know their history, and like anyone 
who truly loves anything, they want 
you to be as stoked about it as they 
are. They do a great job of spreading 
that vibe. I’m not a fan of porn, but 
the writers here present it in a way 
that goes beyond the mainstream 
perceptions. Just read the reviews of 

, The Final Sin, and 
, or better yet, read the article 

from Belgian porn historian Dries 
Vermeulen. There’s also an article 

reviewed here, and they are as good as 
described), a piece on the beginning 
of underground compilation videos, 
a history of on-set deaths, an article 
from comedian Patton Oswalt, a 

decade, and more, more, more. If 
you need a guide for movies that are 
beyond the mainstream, something 
way off the beaten path, I would say 

 is a great source. Or, 
you could just get this because it’s a 

(Robin Bougie, #320-440 E 5th Ave, 
Vancouver, BC, V5T-1N5, Canada, 
cinemasewer.com)

DAILY GRIND, THE, by Adrian 
Chi, stamps, single front and back 
page, photocopied
This is a really great little comic 
which walks you through a day in 
the life of Adrian—without text, 
just awesome little drawings in little 
squares. If you like her column “Bite 
the Cactus” in this here zine you’re 
holding, then you’ll like this too. See 
Adrian’s scrunched-up face when 
her alarm goes off, see Adrian stare 
blankly at the coffee machine, see 
Adrian play songs for little kids with 
her acoustic guitar, see Adrian play 
songs for bigger kids with her punk 
band, see Adrian cuddle up with her 
dude, and see the alarm get set again. 
–Rene Navarro

GENEVA13 #12, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
$2.00, printed, 59 pgs.
This is probably the most 
inspirational zine that I’ve read in a 

long, long time. This issue focuses 
on “Foot Power,” and the social 
transformation that can take place on 

are under attack by the invasion 
of big box stores—places that are 
homogeneous and boring, places that 
don’t rely on good customer service 
or a personal touch. These stores are 
also usually on the edge of towns, 
forcing their customer to drive, 
instead of using “foot power.” While 

big box stores, it does exemplify 
what is cool about local businesses. 
One essay highlights local eateries, 
while another focuses on sandals 
(they are more like what we call 
in Hawai’i, “slippers” than clunky 
sandals) that are made in Geneva. 
Two of the interviews are about a 
local bike shop and what makes their 
business so unique. I really enjoyed 
this zine –there isn’t one page that 
wasn’t interesting or where I wasn’t 
muttering, “right-on” to myself while 
reading. –Steve Hart (Geneva13, PO 
Box 13, Geneva, NY, 14456)

GRUNTED WARNING #1, 
8 ¼” x 5 ¾”, $1.00 or trade for
postcard/letter, photocopied, 12 pgs.

 is a strange bird. 
There seems to be no discernable 
theme to the zine other than 
snippets of news stories from 
around the world. These clippings 
tend to be of the “strange acts 
and crimes” variety. As many of 
the snippets are from American 
news items, my interest waned. I 
did enjoy some of the items from 
other countries, though. Add in 
some textbook illustrations and 
some random photos, and there 
you have it. –Garrett Barnwell 
(Stratu, PO Box 93, Paddington 
NSW 2021, Australia)

GUIDE TO PICKING LOCKS, A,
4¼” x 7”, offset, 42 pgs.
A very detailed zine from the folks 
at Crimethinc on how to pick locks. 
Thick with text and at least one 
illustration per page detailing the 
process. It’s a nice offset printing 

Send all zines for review to: 
Razorcake, 
PO Box 42129, LA, CA.
Please include a postal 
address (that’s how we trade), 
the number of pages, the price, 
and whether or not you accept trades.

ZINE
R E V I E W S

“I suppose it’s really 
no longer fair to 
think of MRR as 
the Pentagon of 
Punk, but I’ll be 
honest, I still do.”

–Aphid Peewit 
MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL



with a really nice illustrated pink 
cover. This looks like a great 
resource, seems really well done, 

keep it around as resource. –Craven 
Rock (Crimethinc.)

HOW’S TRICKS #1, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, $2, printed, 18 pgs.

that went into this.  is 
mainly a cut-and-paste zine, mixed 
in with some small cartoons and 
doodles. There is also a crossword 
puzzle—Do you know what the 
only beer served at Wrigley Field 
is? I don’t drink, so I haven’t a clue, 
so there goes one across
critique is that I wish there was more 
content. The interview with Ben 
from Freezerburn was interesting 
and I wish I could’ve had more. 
Other than that, I hope to see more 

issues in the future. –Steve Hart
(Julia Rose, 12118 Ladue Heights, St 

LIKE A BOWLING BALL 
THROUGH THE DOOR: A 
PERSONAL ANTHOLOGY, PART 
TWO, $4, 5 ½” x 8”, 
photocopied, 74 pgs.
Joe Evans III doesn’t try to be anyone 
he’s not. And in the realm of zines, 
that’s a great asset. Joe comes across 
as having nothing to prove to anyone, 

life, and that he has great faith in DIY 
punk rock. This anthology covers 
a lot of traveling—Joe as a roadie, 
Joe going to Fests, Joe as a traveling 
musician himself. The writing is 
forthright, the style simple, and Joe 
comes across as a mellow guy who 
suffers through the work grind, looks 
like a kid, has a deep knowledge of fast 
food, and was raised in the suburbs of 
New Jersey. Here’s my advice for Joe. 

it up. I understand most of this zine 
falls under “reportage”—and he does 

mean you can’t include details that, 

That’s where insight resonates and 
gives you a more distinct voice. There 
are glimpses of this when he goes to 
a Fest and reports his food war with 

next to how stoked he is to see, say, 
the Grabass Charlestons. Good job, 
Joe. Keep at it. –Todd (Joe Evans III, 
emailjoeevansiii@gmail.com)

MARGIN MOUTH
# 11, stamps, single front and back 
page, photocopied
Another awesome issue of Margin 
Mouth, a one-page zine you can 

radacity, which is a rare thing. The 
front of the page is graced with a 
Cheeto Champ interview. The back 
of the page has three reviews of a 
record that rules and a show review 
of a fest that also ruled. This zine 
rules. –Rene Navarro (5676 York 
Blvd., LA, CA 90042)

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL
#327, $4, 8 ½” x 11”, newsprint
Someone writing about how they 
had a horrible time at a fest, then 
proceeding to tell you who they 
spoke to and who they bought 
records with. A discussion of what 

is and is not punk—such as the 

waxing identity breakdown. A scene 
report about someone who states it 
sucks to live there, then proceeds 
to tell you all the things that rule 
about their country. That’s life as 
portrayed through columns in a punk 

it sucks and sometimes it rules. 
Stand out interviews would be Os 
Estudiantes and Ratcharge zine. 
Lots of international stuff, which 
was enjoyable. It’s cool to see people 

reality through punk around the 
world. This zine is one very solid way 
to spend a night at the Laundromat. –

PO Box 460760, SF, CA 94146)

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL,
#326, $4, 8 ½” x 11”, newsprint
I suppose it’s really no longer fair 
to think of MRR as the Pentagon of 
Punk, but I’ll be honest, I still do. 
Back in the Tim Yohannan days, 
they seemed so rigid, elitist, and 
rectilinear that it made me want to 
do Yippie-esque things like raise 
their building about six feet above 
the ground, just to shake them all 
up. In various zines throughout the 
‘90s, I loudly challenged Tim Yo to 
an Indian leg wrestling match, with 
him representing Punk Orthodoxy 
and myself representing Punk 
Heterodoxy. Owing to the fact that 
I was (and remain) no more than a 
fart cloud from the backside of a 

in the gastrointestinal tract of an 
absolute nobody in the punk rock 
scene, this clash of the titans never 
occurred. And it’s probably for the 
better that it didn’t occur because 
it would’ve been like slapping 
the lipstick and pancake make-up 

Hoover while he’s squeezed into a 
too-tight sun frock. Orthodoxy can 
never sustain itself for very long 
on the moonshine of its own self-
righteousness. Having gotten that 
off my chest, I must admit that, as 
the years rolled by, post-Tim-Yo, it 
seemed readily apparent that many 
holier-than-thou girdles were being 
loosened up in the ranks of the 
MRR army. Eventually, even a hint 
of a jaunty sense of humor started 
to seep in, and in the process many 

began to relax. This issue is typical 

of the newer, less strident MRR.
Loads of informative interviews 
with the likes of Chilean punk 

Really Red, and Bunny Skulls, 
among others. Scene reports, a 
clever Ted Rall cartoon, and oodles 
of columns, including my two 

Board. And, of course, scads and 
scads of short, quippy record 
reviews, oftentimes done in that 
“mailed-in” style requiring little or 
no rumination. Pretty much all the 
stuff we’ve come to expect from 
this storied institution of proper 
punk. A solid read as always. 
–Aphid Peewit (PO Box 460760, 
SF, CA, 94146-0760)

MEDIA JUNKY #13, $1 or stamps
(or nice request), 8 ½” x 11”,
photocopied, 1 pg.
A pretty straightforward, vintage-
style newsletter that focuses on 
reviews of other zines with a mission 
statement of keeping underground 
publishing off of the internet. A noble 
cause, and while I hate that, say, my 
e-mail gets skimmed by robots for 
ads, I still can’t jump completely on 
board. For one reason, as someone 
who grew up in a sleepy-ass suburban 
town, if it weren’t for the internet, I 
wouldn’t have gotten involved in a 
lot of stuff (and for anyone who says 
“the internet wrecks things, because 
anyone can discover anything,” I say 

sold a million records?”) I’m getting 
off topic, but I like to think that Jason 

would at least appreciate that I’m 
being human about it. Overall, it’s 
a nice resource that I’m glad exists. 
–Joe Evans III (Jason Rodgers, PO 
Box 8512, Albany, NY 12208)

MONGREL ZINE #8, 11” x 14”, 
folded, photocopied, 88pgs.
Mongrel is a Canadian zine that is 
way up my alley. It’s well written, 
covers the ground between garage and 
punk that I love, and contains tons of 
reviews. Issue #8 has interviews with 

and The Subhumans (Canada) along 

that I will now blindly take interest 
in. It also contains a CD-R of tracks 
from the bands. I don’t know why, 
but I’m also a big a fan of 11” x 14” 
folded. Everything here is in perfect 
harmony with zinedom. –Billups 
Allen (mongrelzinegmail.com)

MORGENMUFFEL #18, 8 ¼” x 5 
¾”, photocopied, $3, 24 pgs.

Morgenmuffel zine and I have to 
say up front—I’m a fan. Written, 
drawn, and produced by Isy 

that and then some. Morgenmuffel
is an autobiographical affair that 
documents Isy’s anarchic, vegan life 
in and around Brighton, England. 
This issue includes a visit to a 
French zine festival, traveling to 
Denmark for the U.N. climate talks, 
lots of cooking for the masses, a trip 
to Finland, and a great recipe for 
Falafel. Isy’s comics are top notch—
he has a shading and crosshatching 
style that is absent in too many DIY 
comics and I giggled more than a 
few times at the smartly-worded 
dialog. I am already looking forward 
to issue 19. –Garrett Barnwell (Isy 

BN1, 4ZQ, UK)

PUNK LIFE #42 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
$2, printed, 33 pgs.
It’s interesting to review a zine that 
is nothing but reviews. It could turn 

ad nauseum. However, Punk Life
does a great job with their reviews 
and they cover a wide spectrum of 
music and genres. There is a review 
of Dengue Fever, but they call them 
a “surf band,” which, although 
Dengue Fever has elements of surf, I 
would describe them as a Cambodian 
psychedelic band. Punk Life also 
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“I really enjoyed this zine –there isn’t one page that wasn’t 
interesting or where I wasn’t muttering, “right-on” to 
myself while reading.” –Steve Hart GENEVA 13





book, but due to this review, it’s 
now on my list of things to get, and 
I suppose that’s the best compliment 
a review-based zine could receive. 
Lastly, they mentioned something 
called, “Gamelan Punk.” Does this 
exist? Is there a band that mixes the 
hocket of Gamelan with punk rock? 
If so, I want to know where I can 
hear that band. –Steve Hart (Punk 
Life Zine, 2601 Sinclair Ave, Suite 
9, Concord, CA 94519)

SATELLITE MEMORIES,
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 26 pgs.

entitled “News Reports,” which 

disguised as newspaper stories. 
While the stories lack the richness of 
language that the author is capable 

of, it is purposefully done, to keep it 
sounding like an accurate newspaper 
story. The actual intent seems to be 

tell their own stories through the 
interviews. These characters are 
kook inventors, hustlers and peeping 
toms, and other folks similarly lost 
and obsessed. In the second section, 
though equal in quality, is where 
his prose is allowed to really shine 
because he doesn’t have to be tied 

is an interview with independent 

interesting and eloquent fellow. If 

hesitate to get this. –Craven Rock 
(verslibrepublishing.com)

SHUTUPSLUT #3, Free, 
5 ½” x 4 ½”, photocopied, 30 pgs.
This zine got me through a long, hot, 
hungover day. I got into trouble at 
work for reading in-between calls 
and it’s the perfect size to hide under 
my keyboard and slip out on the sly. I 
picked this up at Wombleton Records 
in Highland Park while drunkenly 

props for dropping off the zine at a 
record store. That’s what’s up. Things 
I dug about this zine: Pierced Arrows 
interview, cool layout, and nudity. 
Things I didn’t like: grammatical 
errors being taken to a whole new 
level, repetitive interview questions, 

and if I hear about retarded Jay one 
more time, I’ll stab myself in the eye. 
–Rene Navarro

SLOWING THE WAY: A BICYCLE 
JOURNEY, 8 ½” x 11”, photocopied, 
no price listed, 58 pgs.
Slowing the Way documents a bicycle 
journey made by three friends in 
2009 to raise money and awareness 
for those stricken by Huntington’s 
disease, which affects the central 
nervous system and motor skills. 
The disease has no known cure and, 

who have a parent with the disease 
will also be stricken. One of the three 
friends involved tested positive for 
the gene and the two others decided 
that a bicycle ride/fundraiser would 
be a great way to honor their friend 
as well as bring exposure and some 
money to the Huntington’s Disease 
Society of America, who assisted 

with the ride. The ride started in 
St. Augustine, Florida and ended in 
New York City over the course of a 
month. The zine was compiled from 
journal entries by the three riders and 
is a humorous and sometimes painful 
look at what friendship is all about. 
The humanity of their endeavor 
sometimes brought a tear to my eye as 

rider who has the gene) would fall 
down from, I assume, the oncoming 
symptoms of the disease. Since 
the zine was created with journal 
entries, it is fascinating to read about 
the same incidents through different 
perspectives. The ending was a bit 
abrupt though—I’d love to have read 
a bit more of what happened after the 
ride. Perhaps a follow-up is on the 
way? –Garrett Barnwell (Kathleen 
Vlodek, 363 Warren St., Rossville, 
GA 30741)

STRIKING DISTANCE #1, $2 or 
trade, 5 ½” x 4 ¼,” copied, 32 pgs.
This zine is created by the guy that 
used to do  which was around 
for quite a while and was pretty 
good. Not sure why Chris decided 
to go with a new name, but the 
differences end there, if I remember 

Striking Distance has a nicely ragged 
aesthetic and is made up of short 
snippets culled from daily living. 
A bike accident, the quick shelf-
lives of punk bands, those awkward 

moments when sobriety returns. It’s 
short, well written, a little abstract, 
and carries with it a pleasantly dark 
undertone I don’t remember Kiss

was a smart move after all. –Keith 
Rosson (Chris, 2-1729 Dufferin St., 

THUNDERPOP FANZINE #1, $??, 
8 ½” x 11”, photocopied, 28 pgs.
Ever since Jeff Dahl stopped 
publishing his classic Sonic Iguana
fanzine, there has been a dearth of 
zine coverage of glam punk. Now the 
drought is over with the publication 
of this interesting and very cool 
fanzine done by Kevin K. For those 
not familiar with Kevin K, he has 

scene, mainly in NYC, for a very 
long time. Starting out in Buffalo, 
NY with the band Aunt Helen in the 
late ‘70s, Kevin went on to play in 

New Toys, Lone Cowboys, Road 
Vultures, and has released over a 

years. Kevin K is as consistent as they 
come stylistically, always coming 
on like a combination of Johnny 
Thunders and Ramones with a lot 
of grit and feel in the tunes. Given 
the sounds he makes and the obvious 
fandom to his heroes over the years, 
it makes sense that he would name 
his fanzine what is seemingly a 
combination of Johnny Thunders 

and features a great interview with 
Jeff Dahl done by Kevin and a 
reprint of a pretty cool interview 
with Cheetah Chrome from the mid-
‘90s. There is also a tour diary from 
Spain done by Ricky Rat of the Trash 
Brats who plays with Kevin quite 
often. In addition to all this, there are 
cool reprints of newspaper articles 
about Thunders, Ramones, and more 
sprinkled throughout the mag. Very 
cool issue. I am looking forward to 
seeing more of Thunderpop
Frame (kevinkband@aol.com)

WIND IS PINK, THE SKY IS 
GREY, THE, $5, 5 ½” x 5 ½”, 
glossy paper, 45 pgs.
This is a collection of short stories by 

risk, but by the end, ultimately got 
tired from the manipulation of the 
form. The short stories are laid out 

like free verse poetry (stanzas instead 
of paragraphs, the plentiful use of 

boxy shape of the zine/book), but 
they read more like stories. I’m not 
quite sure why it’s so bothersome 
to me, except in the realms of tone 

are violent (a graphic beating with 
a pipe, the rape of young girl in a 
Laundromat bathroom), existential 

and the present’s too unsure and 
unstable to contemplate a future), 
and romantic (there are a few sweet 
endings). I feel that the poetic 
devices deployed make the pieces 
more fractured than they need to 

jumping into gritty situations and 
placing the reader dead center. It’d 
be interesting to hear him read them 
aloud and see how he considers them 

he emphasizes to see if I’m way off 
base about this “make it look less 

Seattle, WA 98102)

YOU CAN’T PUT YOUR ARMS 
AROUND A MEMORY/LOU 
REEDER, THE, $3 and 2 stamps, 8 
½” x 5 ½”, copied, 28 pgs.
A split zine, with both sides centered 
on music nostalgia. The Lou Reeder
is just that—a short and charming 
synopsis of the writer’s history with 
Lou Reed’s music, starting from her 
college days in the ‘70s and closing 
it out with her ex-boyfriend once 
getting Reed as a fare in his cab, 
all of it written in a font usually 
reserved for the descriptions of 
Halloween costumes at Walgreens. 

 fares better—a quick 
and well-written blast about growing 
up listening to the Violent Femmes 
and then the high point of the zine: 

caustic, and laugh-out-loud hilarious. 
Could have used some work in the 
visual presentation, but there’s no 
denying both of these folks are more 
than decent writers. –Keith Rosson 

Portland, OR 97290)
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“For anyone who says “the internet wrecks things, 
because anyone can discover anything,” I say, “Then 
why haven’t The Minutemen sold a million records?”

–Joe Evans III MEDIA JUNKY 



I don’t think that there’s necessarily anything evil about being well-to-do, 
but when you’re that much of  a smug douche bag about it, 
something has most likely started to go rotten at your core.

Gimme Something Better: The Profound, Progressive and 
Occasionally Pointless History of Bay Area Punk from the Dead 
Kennedys to Green Day
By Jack Boulware & Silke Tudor

Honestly, I was expecting this book to suck. After reading the 
disappointing American Hardcore, ,
and just about every punk book that has come out since (with the 
exceptions of  and —which are essential 

books on punk rock) I was thinking the days of great punk history 
books was over and done. The cover to this is pretty atrocious. 
It’s like something you’d see on a Rancid record—liberty spiked 
mohican, bland title font, and just all around bleh... However, the 
contents are awesome. The authors start at the beginning and take 
us all the way up to more recent times. 

Bands like the Dead Kennedys, Social Unrest, Fang (this is 
one band that deserves an entire book devoted to their story), the 
Nuns, Neurosis, Crime, Avengers, and more get chapters devoted 

On Broadway, the Vats, and others get coverage. From squats to 

and sought to create a viable alternative to the mainstream. It’s 
unreal how rich the history of Bay Area punk is. Just about every 
town or city in that area made an impact on punk at large. You had 
the San Francisco bands, the Berkeley bands, and then there were 
bands like Social Unrest from Hayward, and then later bands like 
Isocracy and Green Day coming from the smaller towns outside 
of Berkeley. 

The way the book is structured is similar to Please Kill 
Me, where it’s basically an oral history with many participants. 
This makes for a varied reading and illustrates the interesting 
personalities involved. Always interesting and inspiring. The book 

wave, to the Reagan ‘80s, the birth of Gilman, and how things have 

changed, as well, with the success of bands like Green Day, AFI, 
and Rancid. It’s about time someone did this for one of the most 

Henry & Glenn Forever
By Igloo Tornado, 64 pgs.

Poor Glenn Danzig. His brooding bench-press-enthusiast from 
Hell image has been taking it on the chin a bit since his glory days 

to look ridiculous by some prancing British twits calling themselves 
“Right Said Fred,” and then, a few years later, he gets forced to star 
in a viral video where he gets laid out by a sloppy haymaker thrown 
by some blob who looks like Curly from the Three Stooges. And 

little booklet of disrespectful, fun-poking cartoons falls from the sky 
to further blacken his mood and let some of the scary air out of his 
somewhat overblown image. 

The assorted cartoons—and diary entries—that make up Henry 
 transmogrify the two stalwart icons of testosterone 

punk into either metrosexual roommates or an outright gay couple, 
depending on how deeply you choose to read into each cartoon. 
In either case, both men are shown exposing a vulnerable side not 

in particular, seems to have an almost teenage-girl like emotional 
fragility in the book, which shows up most noticeably in his journal 
entries. While most of the cartoons are single-panel, stand-alone 
types, there are a few themes that loosely run throughout the entire 

wearing makes his “butt look fat.” Another thread that runs through 

the book is that Henry and Glenn’s next door neighbors are none 
other than Hall and Oates, who turn out to be practicing Satanists. A 

While Rollins is portrayed as a big, emotionally-aloof lug, 
frequently bearing an uncanny resemblance to Dick Tracy, he (the 
real life Rollins) probably comes out of the whole thing somewhat 

insecurities of a lovelorn Taylor Swift, but he is portrayed throughout 

his larger and more secure “mate.” 
I’m no psychologist but I don’t think 

is going to help alleviate Danzig’s Napoleon complex one little bit. 
In fact, this might just be the thing to push him over the edge, to the 
point where he no longer asks permission to go out and kill tonight.

But maybe this is a case of living by the sword, dying by the 
sword. Pushing a larger-than-life, tough-guy image in people’s 
faces is eventually going to come back to pants you. But you would 
hope, with Glenry (the Brangelina-style pop-culture couple name 
I’ve decided to give them), that under all that tattooed brawn there 
are self-deprecating senses of humor capable of genuinely laughing 
along with a good old fashioned piss-take.

 As much as I badly wanted this to be gut-bustingly funny, 
 registered scores only in the amused-smile 

or slight-chuckle ranges of my laff-o-meter. While the premise is 
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“I’m no psychologist but I don’t think Henry 
& Glenn Forever is going to help alleviate 
Danzig’s Napoleon complex one little bit...”



very strong and packed with potential, the execution loses traction in 
the skidmarks of idiosyncratic humor and arty non-sequiturs. Which 
means it just doesn’t pack the hilarious wallop that it could have. But 
maybe that was by design, a sort of safety net made out of ambiguity. 

kidding when they “joke” in the book about hoping that Rollins and 
Danzig don’t track them down and beat them to bloody pulps.

Truth be told, Danzig and Rollins have both been heroes of sorts 

Black Flag both remain near the top of my all time favorite bands list 
to this day. But as much as I might respect them and/or their work, 
I am a fervent believer in that mightiest of punk commandments: 
Kill Your Idols. And what better way to “kill” your idols than to 
denude them of their tough-guy veneers and stick them in a cartoon 
world where they have no choice but to behave in ways they would 

I just hope Glenry doesn’t take it too hard. They might feel 
like they’re stuck in P.R. quicksand right now, but a bad reaction to 
something like this could serve to suck them down even deeper. Best 
to keep calm and cultivate a sense of humor about the whole thing. 
And keep in mind the wise admonition of the ancient Chinese sage 
Song Xing when he said “to be insulted is not a disgrace.” –Aphid 
Peewit (Cantankerous Titles, PO Box 14332, Portland, OR, 97293)

My Best Friend Is a Wookiee
By Tony Pacitti, 234 pgs.

If there’s one thing I learned when I was in school to become 
a librarian, it’s that anyone can write a book and get it published. 
Anyone. You don’t necessarily have to have a great idea or a unique 

of course, gives me hope when I think about how I’d like to get 

a book published some day.) There are thousands upon thousands 

as they are insightful or energizing and are gracefully written or 
handled with brilliant intensity. These types of works are few and 
far between. 

Instead, what happens most often is what one finds with 
My Best Friend Is a Wookiee. It’s a memoir of the author Tony 
Pacitti’s late-twenty-something’s life as it interacted with Star 
Wars and growing up north of Boston. It’s pleasant enough and 
is well-written. And while it’s not breaking any new territory, 
it definitely kept me engaged and that’s a lot more than I can 
say about a lot of books. It made me laugh and I could relate to 
a number of things the author wrote, but, in the end, I felt like, 

when your life hasn’t even reached thirty years of age and you 
haven’t had any experiences that have changed the world or at 
least that would be seen as unusual? 

Tony Pacitti had, from what I read in his book, a childhood 
akin to many other kids I know: nerdy, experimented with playing 
in a band, made friends and lost friends, dabbled in drugs/
smoking/alcohol, went to college, and fell in love here and there. 
In the case of this book, he just focused it through his interest in 

the Star Wars films. But the book doesn’t entirely depend solely 

book is held. 
However, at times, it can veer away from any mention of Star 

Wars and yet it’s never too far from the writing at hand. I suppose if 

then you might really be interested in My Best Friend Is a Wookiee.
All of this further goes to prove my point that anyone can write a 
book and get it published. There’s nothing that original about this 
book, but, thankfully, Tony Pacitti’s work is a bit above average. 
All the same, everyone had an awkward, humorous, interesting 
childhood if you write it correctly. There’s nothing wrong with that, 
but there’s nothing in this book that will likely cause you to want to 
spend twenty dollars to buy it, either. 
adamsmedia.com) 

Scream Queen’s Survival Guide, The
by Meredith O’Hayre, 212 pgs.

Not only am I a fan of horror movies, but I am also a fan of 
books about movies. I am one of those who can’t get enough when 

this reason, I was really psyched to get 
 in the mail. I was also excited to see that a woman wrote it, 

as a female point of view is often absent in horror circles. I really 
wanted to like it, but the ideas inside are sophomoric and poorly 
executed. The book is haphazardly organized into a manual of “tips” 
for how to survive in horror movies. 

The author, who claims to be a fan of horror, uses a very shallow 

in the genre. For instance, there is a section about how it is stupid to 
hitchhike. That is a fair enough statement, but the author goes on to 

mention that it is extra stupid to hitchhike in horror movies. This is 
an attempt to riff, but the conceit that people in horror movies walk 
around aware they are in horror movies comes in to play time and 

There is a segment that suggests if Brad Pitt’s character David 
, he would not have gone 

. That logic could be applied to 
almost any two texts in any genre. Deliberations about how women 
should or shouldn’t dress in horror movies and whether or not people 
should split up in horror movies come across like an extended rant 
from the Scream franchise. I realize it is meant to be funny, but the 
gags are, more often than not, painfully obvious. It is hard to imagine 
who the target audience is. 

never allows the author’s ideas to manifest beyond a surface level. 
At one point she mentions the idea that the morality of being a virgin 
allows certain people to survive horror movies. That is interesting to 
me. Then she goes on to say: “In fact, it’s such a cliché that it’s long 
rumored to be a message from the Christian Right.” Is it? I would 
accept that statement if there was some research behind it. Rumored 

even accept a slanted view on this subject. But the author chooses 
to quickly dismiss the notion: “Yeah, because the Christian Right 

“...in fact, this might just be the thing to 
push him over the edge, to the point where 
he no longer asks permission to go 
out and kill tonight.”

–Aphid Peewit, Henry & Glenn Forever
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spends a lot of time working on horror movies.” People base thesis 
papers on this concept. I don’t think it would have to necessarily 
be the “Christian Right” plotting to insert morality into the world 

moves on to other more important issues. Like how much trouble 
could be saved if people would just turn around when a killer is 
standing in the corner. Yes, it is true. And obvious to anyone who 

their backs to the wall holding shotguns, they would survive. Who 

Touch and Go: The Complete Hardcore Punk Zine ‘79-’83
By Tesco Vee and Dave Stimson, Edited by Steve Miller, 546 pgs.

I’m warning you right up front, punk: if you’re looking for hard-
hitting, in-depth interviews with the movers and shakers of the early 
U.S. punk scene, you’re barking up the wrong tree with this book. 
While there are, in fact, interviews with seminal groups like the 

let’s just say that ’s strengths could be found elsewhere. Okay, 
where, you ask? Smack dab in the middle of the unbridled adoration 
Stimson and Vee had for the underground rock/punk records they 
were shelling out a small fortune to buy. 

Like the myriad of music blogs and zines of today, the zines of 
punk’s formative years often had their own unique style, be it in 
the writing, the photography, the art, the coverage, whatever. What 

did so damned well was to marry the punkerati snobbery of 
Slash Magazine, and a heaping dollop of the 

adolescent toilet humor Vee later put to good use with his band the 

hearing. 
Sure, they weren’t above whipping out a pert one-line dismissal 

(quick aside to anyone who’s ever gotten a bad review from me: 
be thankful these cats weren’t at the keyboard ’cause they could be 
downright eviscerating), but often they took the time to lay out some 
very astute criticisms of a particular release between all that talk of 
Godzilla-sized shits and dreams of blowjobs from Lisa De Leeuw. 
They were excited as hell about what was going on and it shows on 
every poorly Xeroxed page they produced. 

In addition to the aforementioned music critiques and 
interviews, one finds packed in here a veritable blow by blow 

from inside by guys who were intimately involved in the goings-on 
rather than some stuff-shirt scholar prick poring over third-hand 

and the two authors’ ability to craft some unabashedly biased, 
creatively crass metaphors into howlingly funny commentaries 

society as a whole. 

With its full-sized reproductions, introductory reminiscences 
from fan and author alike, and even a copy of an earlier fanzine 
Vee created to extol the virtues of English punkers 999, one only 
hopes that if and when someone gets around to giving Pure Filth, Ink 
Disease, and the early years of Flipside the same treatment, that they 
will receive the same amount of care given here. 

While calling this collection “complete” is inaccurate—it’s 

Comics,” (according to the punker rumor mill, the original artist of 
the comics denied Tesco the right to reproduce them in the book)—it 
is indispensible as both a look into a too brief period of time when 
the monolithic rock world was handed its own ass by a bunch of 
mostly teenaged amateurs armed with shitty musical instruments 
and battered typewriters, and as a reminder that you don’t need a 

chutzpah and an axe to grind. –Jimmy Alvarado (Bazillion Points, 
61 Greenpoint Ave. #108, Brooklyn, NY 11222)

Women of the Underground: Music 
By Zora von Burden, 263 pgs.

 is an ambitious collection of 
interviews with whom the publisher refers to as “radical women 
musicians,” which isn’t too off the mark. Of the twenty interviews 
collected, only four were duds. The author did an excellent job of 

overlooked in favor of their better-known male bandmates or maybe 
hadn’t been interviewed too extensively.

from the Butthole Surfers), Danielle Stampe (Slymenstra Hymen of 

most informative.
Of the latter, von Burden’s interviews with Rockabilly Queen 

(Velvet Underground) were standouts as well.
There are places where the line of questioning gets a bit 

repetitive—in more than one interview I noticed the subject would 
go on at length about a topic only to have von Burden later ask about 
it in question form. While von Burden might not be the strongest 
interviewer, she does have the ability to squeeze some meaningful 
answers from her subjects.

the book itself and in both Cosey Fanni Tutti (Throbbing Gristle) 
and Jarboe (Swans) interviews, the subjects come across as a bit 

All in all,  is a great read. Hopefully 
von Burden has some more interviews stashed up her sleeve as there 
are certainly more stories to tell and she seems perfectly suited to 

410804, SF, CA 94141)

“It is indispensible as both a look into a too brief 
period of time when the monolithic rock world was 
handed its own ass by a bunch of mostly teenaged 
amateurs armed with shitty musical instruments and 
battered typewriters.”

–Jimmy Alvarado, Touch and Go: The Complete Hardcore Punk Zine '79-'83



Eargoggles Summer 2010: DVD
 is a video compilation of live performances by multiple bands 

from different venues around Vancouver. It’s all weaved together by what 
looks like those editing sweeps that were in between scenes on the beloved 
1990s sitcom, .  Lots of rock’n’roll, metal, and punk 
bands are showcased here, with some standouts being legendary Canadians 
SNFU, growling death metallers Carnifex, and Propagandhi, who may not 
be the most charismatic live band on the planet, but are always technically 
impressive. This DVD also includes a very strange short about a man 
murdering a guy who keeps raving about a really delicious sandwich he’s 

delicious sandwiches, I give it my stamp of approval nonetheless. –Andy 
Conway (Eargoggles, Eargogglesdvd.com)

Fested, A Journey to Fest 7: DVD
Here’s where I get to pull out my Andy Rooney. I’ve been going to Fest 

for years now, just about as long as I’ve been contributing here.  I’ve gone 
from taking a daylong bus trip by myself on a whim just to see a handful of 
bands I like to making plans to see dozens of friends for four days a year (that’s 
counting Tampa on Thursday). At its core, this is a documentary about a group 
of friends in a band going to play the Fest and what they see and do for the 
weekend. Simple enough. I’ve had some great times at the Fest myself, so I’m 
a little bummed I didn’t enjoy this more. 

groups than a bigger picture. Prime example: a lot of people seem to think that 
sitting around with their friends drinking and doing nothing else is a lot more 
exciting and fun to watch than it really is. Not that I want to be a stick in the 
mud (okay, I kind of do, but I digress), but would people who don’t know us be 

? Or 
Jennifer Whiteford and I sitting around talking about ?

Plus, excessive drinking leads to some cringe-worthy moments and quotes 
(“Uh, so are you going to do anything to help that guy who passed out on the 
street after hitting his head, or just keep the tape rolling while people point and 
laugh?”) You get the idea. The other bummer is that for all the variety of shows 
(you’ve got your pop punk, hardcore, indie rock, folk punk, and that’s still 
vastly generalizing), there’s a pretty limited window of what’s represented on 
here. The box lists a lot of bands I like, but then usually just have a song played 

being a hypocrite, because I will admit that if there were more people I knew 
and were friends with those people on this, I’d probably be a lot warmer to it 
and enjoy it a lot more. If nothing else—regarding the “Best stage dives” bonus 
feature—can we agree once and for all that stage diving is dumb and something 
you’d expect from a bunch of frat dudes at Warped Tour? –Joe Evans III (Blue 
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