


For a moment let’s take the bait and accept claims that print 
is dead. That we live in post-print culture. And that the Internet is 
your one-stop resource for all the information, entertainment, and 
social engagement that you’ll ever need. Goodbye magazines, 
goodbye books, and—especially—goodbye zines.

By this logic, Razorcake
cultural scientists and crumbling their theories because 
Razorcake continues to be printed. It might possibly be front 
page news, if news outlets still used actual pages. Either way, 
it’s unexplainable.

Now back to reality. We can explain why Razorcake is still in 
is defying the odds. And 

to those really paying attention; each new issue is kind of a small 
historical event.

But the true rice and beans of it is that every issue (like the 
very one you’re currently holding in your hands) is one massive 
group effort. And not just by the extensive roster of Team 
Razorcake, but by the generosity and faith of all our subscribers, 
donors, and advertisers. You are all apart of this.

Without everyone involved, this entire undertaking would 
come to a screeching and abrupt halt. What the “print-is-
dead”ists don’t understand is that people still believe in print—
and people still want it to exist—so they support it where they 
can. And when people actually care about it: it can and does 
survive. Here’s the proof.
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Los Angeles far too often lives up to its mean reputation. It’s 
a city that rarely reveals itself easily. From above, it’s a large 

possible to negotiate small threads, to weave inside the beast. 
What’s boggling about L.A. is its scale and its complexity. It’s not 
one thing: one race, one class, one gender. If someone says all of 

dark. Get out of your car.
It was the third time I’d done the ride: ten miles of prime 

Los Angeles roads, from Boyle Heights in East L.A., through 
downtown, to Heliotrope and Sunset with a spur that terminates 

good intentions.
The ride’s so quiet in comparison to what those thoroughfares 

citizen drivers. No lane-shaving, cell phone-inspired maneuvers. 
Just the click of gears. The occasional wobbly fender. A smattering 
of bike-mounted boom boxes. All types of bikes—cruisers with 
ape hangers and Quadrophenia-style mirrors, foldable bikes, road 

on recumbents, body types all over the map. It’s not a race. It’s a 
reclamation. It’s what I like to think what’ll be after Armageddon, 
if the streets are still intact.

complete strangers talk her ear off all the time. I have a face. 
I call it “blank face.” It’s my default face when I’m observing, 

taking something in. For over three hours of riding amongst tens 
of thousands of cyclists, I didn’t say a word. A word wasn’t said 
to me. It gave me a lot of time to think, to enjoy a sunny, cool 
day. I stopped on a bridge over the L.A. River and since it had 
recently rained, I saw the crystal edge of snow on a couple of 
mountain ranges. 

On the way to the ride, I thought a bus was fucking with me. 
I was pedaling on the same route as the bus. It sped up then cut 
directly in front of me. As it picked up and dropped off people, I 
passed it. It cut me off a couple of times, so I was mindful and gave 
it a wide berth. The bus accelerated ahead and cut directly in front 
of six or seven cyclists who had to slam on their brakes or scatter 
out of its path, some riding onto the sidewalk. That bus driver is 
the L.A. that most people imagine. It exists in abundance.

were inches away from me on all sides at stop lights. If they had 
been in cars that close, I’d’ve felt hunted. But there, it felt like I 
was among people who were at least curious of the alternative to 
“L.A. Car City” one turn of the crank at a time, self-propelling 
themselves out in the open,.

Change can be really quiet. It doesn’t have to come at a rally. It 
doesn’t have to involve high volumes or complicated motives, but 
it has to be personal to take root. That day, it involved thousands of 
people just cycling around, seeing L.A. on one of her best days. 

–Todd Taylor
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THANK YOU: Put this cover to the right of the last one and it’s all trippy 3-D 
(no, not really and no, #58 didn’t glow in the dark) thanks to Reid Haithcock 
for his Tenement photo; I love it when the heads go back and there aren’t 
nostrils thanks to Brad Beshaw for his illo. in Sean’s column; Reader’s
Digest airbrushes away tattoos, we pencil more in thanks to Craig Horky 
for his illo. in Jim’s column; Gotta put saddlebags on that dog if he’s gonna 
help you rob that bank so he can help carry all that loot thanks to Steve 
Larder for his illo. in Amy’s column; Gene Simmons is a very rich urinal 
puck thanks to Bill Pinkel for his illo. in Dale’s column; Nørb totally scored 
on that Big Black record thanks to Alex Barrett for his illo; A punk story that 

column; “Did you just grab my ass?” “Please, ma’am, no,” thanks to Jackie 
Rusted for her Chicken illo.; For being “marginalia,” for being sidelined by 
historians, sweet lord, here’s seventeen more pages of the Stains story. 
It’s a novella thanks to Jimmy Alvarado, Alex Cvetovich, Danny Segura, 
Edward Colver, Joe Henderson, Louis Jacinto, Jake Smith, BC Caldwell, 
and Pat Perez for all of their collective help on the oral history; A good rule 

person” thanks to Paul J. Comeau, Lauren Measure, Donofthedead, and 
Matt Average for their talents in the Amy Oden interview; Exposed wiring 
and low-ceiling Midwestern basement thanks to Justin Telephone, Nato 
Coles, Reid Haithcock, and Jen Hauser for all their Tenement interview 
help; Colonel DeBeers! The Polish Prince! That’s a social movement I can 
support! Pancake Piledriver justice! thanks to MP Johnson, Greg, and Keith 
Rosson for the Dresden interview help; 20,495 or so reviews into it (check 
out razorcake.org/reviews. There’s a counter.) and we still haven’t solved 
world peace… and still can’t agree on records, books, zines, or movies? 
What the what? thanks to: Kurt Morris, MP Johnson, Keith Rosson, Juan 
Espinosa, Donofthedead, Sal Lucci, Chris Terry, Ian Wise, Matt Average, 
Sean Carswell, Maddy Tight Pants, Kristen K., Ty Stranglehold, Bryan 
Static, Adrian Salas, Vincent, Rene Navarro, Art Ettinger, Dave Williams, 
Aphid Peewit, Garrett Barnwell, Chris Mason, Mark Twistworthy, Sean 
Koepenick, Mike Frame, Billups Allen, Joe Evans III, Jimmy Alvarado, Nørb, 
Nighthawk, Craven Rock, Matthew, Katie Dunn, Jesse Sensibar, Steve Hart, 
Andy Conway, Steve Larder, and Dave Brainwreck; The following folks get 
gold spray-painted macaroni on a string. They’re stars in our book for either 
crossing the HQ threshold or going above and beyond in their volunteer 
efforts: Kari Hamanaka, Mary-Clare Stevens, Candice Tobin, John Barlog, 
Chris Baxter, Danny Segura, Derek Whipple, Rene Navarro, PJ Fancher, 
Josh Rosa, Ever Velasquez, Joe Dana, Juan Espinosa, George Lopez, Aaron 
Kovacs, Adrian Chi, Adrian Salas, Matthew Hart, Cesar Macias, Julia Smut, 
Jenn Witte, Jeff Proctor, Toby Tober, Donna Ramone, Tim Burket, Marty 
Ploy, Marcos Siref, and Wesley Chapman.

This issue is dedicated to the marriage of Lil' Larry and Kid Kevin (look to the left)!

Invisible Instead of Hunted

cities in the world, and three 
or four of the worst.” 

–Patton Oswalt 
Zombie Spaceship Wasteland
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“Go to the library. It’s harder to be afraid of something that you understand… And it usually worked… finding the subject in a book or 
magazine, the certainty of answers in writing, facts in print, knowing that someone else had already tackled that thing, had already 
felt that fear.”–Scott O’Connor, untouchable



I
The People’s Radio

LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

SEAN CARSWELL

“For almost all of 
them, community 

solo on a time slot.”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

I don’t know why I even turned on the 
radio to begin with, other than that I was in 
my wife’s car, waiting for my wife to get 
out of a store. We’d listened to all her CDs 
in the last couple of days. I had nothing to 

something I wanted to listen to there.
I scanned through the stations with no 

luck and nothing new. I almost gave up when 
the tuner picked up on an old familiar riff. 
Can’t be, I thought. That sounds just like The 
Rotters. I listened more closely. It was The 
Rotters. It was their hit—inasmuch as there 
is a Rotters hit—“Sit on my Face, Stevie 
Nicks.” It didn’t seem like it could be real. 

No. Acid was never this real. The 
Rotters were on the radio. Something 
wonderful was happening. And that 
something wonderful has a name: Pirate 
Radio. Right here in my small beach 

The punk community around here is 
small. I couldn’t be more than one or two 
degrees of separation from the guys behind 
the pirate radio. They claimed to be working 
out of a bunker below the railroad tracks. 

used to tell about Razorcake HQ, claiming 
we were putting out the magazine in a high 
rise penthouse when really we were in a 
termite-infested apartment in an LA ghetto. 
So there was no point in looking for a bunker. 
No point in looking at all. I’d stumble across 
them soon enough.

A few weeks after The Rotters moment, 
I was well-acquainted with the radio station. 
I’d had bizarre moments of driving across 

“You’ll Dance to Anything” live on the air in 

stoners and punks and high school students 
and auto mechanics calling the station simply 
to celebrate the fact that the station exists. 
I’d heard perhaps the most famous local 
resident of our small beach community—
Chuck D from Public Enemy—tell me I was 

zero commercials. I’d learned that there’s a 
particular joy in hearing a song I love on air, 
even if—or sometimes especially when—I 

could play it any time I want.

After experiencing all of this, I walked 
into a little shop owned by a friend of mine. 
The stereo was tuned to the pirate radio 
station. We talked about it. I said I’d love to 
meet the Colonel—the guy who was behind 

works here.” And so I made the connection 
and went to see the Colonel to get the story 
behind this station.

Now, pirate radio lives in a legal gray 
area. It violates FCC regulations. As far as 
I know, setting up your own radio station is 
still, technically, illegal. So I want to tell the 
story that the Colonel told me, but I’ll also 
be a little vague on details that could trigger 
an FCC investigation. To be honest, I’m 
probably more concerned about the legalities 
than the Colonel and his DJs. When I asked 
them if they were worried about being shut 
down, they shrugged and said, “Not really. I 
guess I should be.”

The threat of the FCC actually lead to the 
birth of KSSR in my town. It had originally 
been a town south of here, in a region called 
Silver Strand (thus the initials: Silver Strand 
Radio). A guy had set the station up in his 
bedroom and played punk rock songs from 
there. The Colonel got a call from a friend 
of his saying, “You’re not gonna believe 

rd is on the radio.” The 
rd is a fairly obscure Nardcore 

The Colonel tracked down the station, 
contacted the guy, and said, “Hey man, I 

The guy said, “Sure,” and for close to two 
years, the Colonel DJ’d out of a bedroom in 
Silver Strand.

Things started heating up with the station. 
The original guy started to worry about an ex-
girlfriend who threatened to go to the FCC. He 
asked the Colonel if he could move the station 
to his house. The Colonel was on tour with 
The Fucking Wrath at the time. His wife was 
home, though, and she opened the garage to 
the original guy. When the Colonel got back 
from tour, the station was set up in his garage.

I saw the garage when I came to meet the 
Colonel and the other DJs. I walked right up 
to it and, for some reason, completely missed 
the antenna. It sticks up twenty feet in the air. 
It should be conspicuous as hell. But, perhaps 
because we’ve all trained ourselves to look 
past power lines and satellite dishes and the 
like, the antenna is almost invisible.

was in Ventura, the hard drive worked as the 
main DJ. The Colonel went through all the 

Listeners learned to expect the unexpected: 

Hank Williams Sr. and Tribe Called Quest 
in between. The station also picked up its 

calls himself Steve on the air because who 

started a hip hop show called Word Is Born. 
He also came up with the idea of a morning 
show called “Wake and Bake.” The idea was 
basically that Steve and the Colonel would 
get high and talk and play music. “Wake and 

both Steve and the Colonel worked nights, 

learned to listen for him more like one or two 
in the afternoon).

After the holidays passed, the Colonel, 
Steve, and their crew amped up efforts. 

provide live programming from about noon 

All told, there are somewhere around ten or 
twelve DJs who account for sixty or seventy 
hours of live radio a week. When no DJ is 

the music is punk rock, but it’s not limited 
to that. One DJ—a clerk at a local record 
store who takes his wages in records—plays 

make sense. Steve still has his hip hop show. 
Like the rock they play, Steve’s hip hop strays 
far away from what you’d hear on other radio 
stations. It’s more from the Spearhead, Dead 
Prez, Pharcyde side of the spectrum. Other 
DJs have been known to blend in rock’n’roll 

though, it’s punk rock. And, as the occasional 
song played at the wrong speed will attest, 
the music mostly comes from vinyl.

Of course, I didn’t have to go over to 

they played on air. I’d gathered on my own 
how much live programming there was just 
by listening. I’d heard the morning show 
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move into the afternoon on my own. As 
for the question of how someone sets up a 
pirate radio station, I knew that anyone with 

together their own station out of a bedroom 
or shed or garage. There’s a web component 
to KSSR, too. That part I knew better than 
any, having put together my own podcasts 
for Razorcake. So my real question in going 

so many hours a week in a garage spinning 

actions to play music over the air without 

especially when you’ve set everything up 
to ensure that you make no money off the 

I was even more curious because—I 
could hear in their voices and gauge it by 
the music they played—these guys aren’t 
kids. I didn’t ask their ages, but they 
appeared to range from their mid-twenties 
to their late thirties. The Colonel has a wife 
and kid and another kid on the way. So 

The Colonel says community motivates 
him. But community is a word that’s bandied 
about enough to make it nebulous. It’s like 
freedom or democracy. We all say we’re for 

version of community may have nothing to 
do with your version. As the Colonel, Steve, 
and the other DJs talked, I got a sense of what 
they meant by community.

For the Colonel, community means 
playing a local band’s demo enough to 
inspire a hundred people to show up to the 

bringing obscure touring acts into the studio 
and airing their live performances. It means 
setting up and promoting shows to keep 
the blood pumping through the local music 
scene. For other DJs, it means sharing the 
long-forgotten records that they love and 

to play what the listeners request to hear. For 
almost all of them, community means not 

up a couch and a second microphone so that 
they can often DJ together.

Seemingly for all of them, community 
is represented in a story they told me about 
some train-hopping kids who had paused 
in our town to do a little panhandling. The 
kids were so excited to hear good music over 
the air that one of them tattooed KSSR on 
his toes. When the crew tells the story of 

The brand on the kid’s toes seems almost 
meaningless. Instead, the crew focuses on 
the way the kids connected with the music, 
on the ways that broadcasting the kids’ story 
led to the kids getting a few extra dollars to 
stay alive and an extra bag of dog food for 

they love through this technology they have 
in a time when most people are using the 
same technology to do the exact opposite and 
isolate themselves.

–Sean Carswell

(To hear KSSR, 
go to http://kssr.listen2myradio.com)

BRAD BESHAW

They focus on what it feels like to find some meaning by 
sharing what they love through this technology they have 
in a time when most people are using the same technology 
to do the exact opposite and isolate themselves.



I
LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

I entered a contest: tell your life story 

Thousands and thousands of dollars. 
The contest was sponsored by Reader’s 

Digest. I didn’t realize the magazine was still 
around. I remember reading Reader’s Digest 
at my grandparents’ house when I was kid. 
When I see the magazine now, it’s usually at 

rotting away in someone’s basement. 
But Reader’s Digest is still going 

States. I didn’t know that at the time. All I 
knew was it was a shit-ton of money for a 
writing contest. But it was Reader’s Digest. I 

Long story short. I won. 

*

People ask me if it was hard telling my 

live in an age uniquely attuned to brevity. It 
started with faxes. Then along came email. 
Then texting. Facebook and Twitter. Who 
hasn’t been asked to tell an abbreviated 

Every time we sign up for a new social 
media site we have to tell it all over again. This 

I didn’t want my life story to read like a 

in terms of another. Poets have been doing it 
for centuries. Fiction writers, too. Though for 

Hardly ever.

surviving something. 

the mast were the two most important years 
of my life. I lived on a ship. The ship sailed 
all over the world. This experience changed 
my view of the world and my place in it. 

This is an experience that is unique to 

church are revealed to be tiny compared to 
the depth and breadth of the sea and sky. One 
look at the stars in the middle of the sea on a 
moonless night and it’s over. 

I.
Am.
So.
Small.
Then the ship pulls into port and we 

are reminded that we are not alone in the 

of societies scattered across the globe.

While experiencing this explosion of 
perception, sailors bucket about the ocean 
in extremely close quarters. That’s where 
we get the expression close quarters: from 
ships. It’s really a euphemism for belching, 
farting, disgusting hairy men piled on top of 
each other.

We get homesick. We romanticize the places 
that we came from, forgetting that if it was all 

place. Then, when we get home, we remember 
how good we had it sailing over the ocean blue, 
and our eyes drift toward the horizon. 

It’s what sailors do. 
We romanticize. We engage in metaphor. 

We use symbols, visual shorthand that serves 
the same function as metaphors and tattoo 
them on our skin. We do this so we remember 
where we come from and where we have 
been. It is a way of keeping a record. 

A sailor’s tattoos are his autobiography. 

*

I didn’t get any tattoos while I was in 
the Navy. That’s a good thing. I had plenty 
of opportunities, but little imagination. I was 
enamored with a hardcore band called S.O.D.

Stormtroopers Of Death. 
In the Philippines, I thought about getting 

the art from their album tattooed on my arm. 
It featured a grinning skull wearing an army 
helmet and captioned “Speak English or 
Die.” This wouldn’t have gone over well on 
the ship, or in port, or anywhere except at a 
Neo-Nazi enclave in Northern Idaho.

On another occasion a shipmate pulled 
me out of a tattoo parlor, where I drunkenly 

panther clawing its way up someone’s arm 
had caught my eye.

Bad. Ass. 
At least I thought so until another 

shipmate, who’d gotten a Led Zeppelin 
wizard, came down with jaundice. He was 
taken off the ship in Subic City. His skin was 
the color of a hard, lardy stick of butter. The 
whites of his eyes like nicotine stains.

But I knew my time would come. During 
boot camp in Great Lakes, Illinois, there was 
a boatswain mate everyone feared. He was in 
charge of IT. 

Intensive Training.
Indoor Tennis. 
You only got sent to IT if you screwed up. 

performed in uniform. Usually with your 
coat on. Nonstop push-ups, sit-ups, running 
in place, eight-count body builders in a drill 
hall where the heat has been cranked up 
and the windows fog and when you’re done 
there’s a lake in front of you large enough to 

I only went once. I don’t remember what 
I’d done. Once was all it took. But I’ll never 
forget the boatswain mate in charge. He was 
tall, gaunt and had tattoos in a place I’d never 
seen anyone get tattooed before.

He had a pair of anchors. One on each 
earlobe. It was the coolest, most frightening 
thing I’d ever seen. This was someone who’d 
gone all the way and didn’t care who knew it. A 
Navy lifer. That’s what I wanted. The tattoos, 
not to be a lifer. I didn’t know that all sailors 
are lifers no matter how long they serve. 

I wanted the ink. But it had to be the right 
time. And the right place.

*

When Reader’s Digest told me I’d won 
the contest, my reaction was disbelief. People 
have asked if they sent balloons or a giant 
check. Something celebratory and fun. 

No.
In fact, they didn’t really tell me. They 

sent me an email. 
I was at a hotel in L.A. I woke up in the 

middle of the night to use the bathroom. When 
I climbed back in bed I checked my email. 
There was a message from Reader’s Digest.

Rather, the Reader’s Digest sweepstakes 
department. I didn’t know that Reader’s 
Digest had a sweepstakes department. The 
only sweepstakes I was familiar with came 
from emails that originated in Nigeria. Emails 
worded pretty much exactly like the one I 
was reading. It had my name, the name of the 
contests, and was from Reader’s Digest.

It seemed legit.

to celebrate. There are a lot of ways to fuck 
up life at an anonymous hotel near the airport 
in L.A.

But I was skeptical. 
What if it was a prank or a hoax or a 

back from. People would be asking me about 
it for the rest of my life. 

So I didn’t tell anyone. 
It didn’t feel completely real until a 

photographer called. She wanted to know when 
they could come out to shoot my family. 

JIM RULAND

“A sailor’s 
tattoos are his LAZY MICK

Ink



photographer’s talk.
I suggested the beach at Coronado, a 

place where I’ve spent a lot of time with my 
wife and daughter, running on the beach, 
splashing in the surf, playing in the sand. 

A few days later we were standing on the 
beach. It was the kind of December day that 
makes tourists fall in love with San Diego. 
Not a cloud in a sky that was a thousand 
shades of blue. 

The tide had gone out and the beach was 
bigger than we’d ever seen it. When the sun 
went down the sky and sand turned the same 
resplendent shade of gold. 

It felt unreal. 

*

I found out that the issue of Reader’s 
Digest with my story in it had come out when 
my mom called crying on the phone. 

few places I looked were out or didn’t carry 
it. Then once I found it they were everywhere. 
Super markets, books stores, it was like 
Reader’s Digest was falling out of the sky. 

I bought a couple to show friends and 

family. I brought one in to work to prove I 
hadn’t been lying when I’d asked to take time 
off for the photo shoot. It was my supervisor 
who noticed.

“Dude,” he said, “they photoshopped 
your tattoos.” I thought he meant they’d 
altered them somehow. They changed them 
all right.

They erased them. 
In the one shot where you can see my 

tattoos, I’m wearing a sweater with the 
sleeves pushed up. But instead of tattoos 
there’s white freckled skin. Not a glare. Not a 
hot spot. Photoshop.

to clean the image up for their readers. I didn’t 
know how I felt about this. If a drunken sailor 

Those tattoos tell the story of my journey. 
I’m not the kind of person who assigns a 

to tell you that I got most of them because they 

the sea. There’s no mystery there. 
But I earned those tattoos. They’re a part 

of me.
Homeward Bound.

I named it after the tattoo sailors would get 

when they’d reached the farthest limit of 
their journey. 

It’s a story about longing for home: 
the one we’ve left behind, and the one we 
imagine making. A home that exists only in 
our hearts but is no less real. A home we feel 
the strongest when we are farthest from it and 

In the lexicon of tattooing, an anchor 
symbolizes a search for home. I wrote that 
in a story once. A story about a sailor with 
anchors on his arms. I have anchors on my 
arms, too. Three of them, in fact. Right here 
on the arm that Reader’s Digest erased.

did after I found out that I’d won, even before 
I got the check, was get a new tattoo.

Not just any tattoo. A really big tattoo from 
my armpit to my hip. It’s more expensive and 
more painful than any tattoo that preceded it. 
It’s got a sailing ship, and a mermaid, and an 
octopus clinging to a bottle. 

It’s my Homeward Bound tattoo. There 
aren’t any anchors in it. That’s because my 
search is over. 

–Jim Ruland
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If a drunken sailor can’t have 
tattoos, who the hell can?

CRAIG HORKY



DDear The Universe of Open Letters,

who else is writing letters to inanimate 
objects, creatures who don’t speak English, 

you’ve been a great way to get out all my 
passive-aggressiveness.

Fondly, 
Amy

realized that you are a cowlick on the corner 

middle school when I used to hand-sew my 
own headbands with my mom’s fabric scraps 
(totes DIY even then!), and when I wore the 
headbands it would pull back the hair from 
my face with the exception of a patch of long 
baby hair next to my widow’s peak. There 
was this girl in my home economics class 

hair), who looked at me and asked, “What is 

harsh-ass words to hear when you’re thirteen 
years old. 

I didn’t know what you were for a 
long time. I just knew that you grew in the 
opposite direction of all the rest of the hair 
on my hairline and I let you be. Then recently 
I learned that people can have cowlicks on 
their foreheads and I was relieved to have a 
name for you. 

I am hoping that this letter can help 

peace too.
Amy

Dear Whatever the Fuck Is Happening in the 
Republican Presidential Candidate Race,

your rich, white, male asses nothing better 
to do than to dredge up shit we had already 

talking about female contraception at this 

abortion, you anti-choice ignoramuses, 

have to ingest, be inserted, or be implanted 
with the birth control and ya’ll are gonna 
sit around and dictate whether it ought 
to be easily accessible when all ya’lls 
boner pills are covered under many health 

ya’ll ain’t progressive, but to be this 
regressive is beyond me. Ya’ll embarrass 
me as an American.

Ugh.
Amy

Hi Friends! It’s okay and totes normal to 
feel white guilt. Don’t be so hard on yourself. 
Embrace it! For many in communities of 
color, white guilt is probably preferable over 
all the bullshit racial inequities we face on a 
daily basis. If you wanna be proactive about 
alleviating WGS (white guilt syndrome), you 
can become an activist or interrupt moments 
of racism when you see them. There’s this 
comedian, Hari Kondabolu, who does a great 
bit about this; you ought to check it out! 

In solidarity, 
Amy

Left Foot,
You are my favorite toe to crack! 
Love,
Amy

Dear Friends Who Are Self-Employed,
Can I just take this moment to let ya’ll 

own business is tough. It’s every minute of 
your waking life thinking about how you 
can sustain your livelihood, but you do it 
because it’s what you want to do and it’s your 
dream and you have the gumption to live it. 
There are way too many people who sit on 
the sidelines of security, but many of you 
have forsaken regular paychecks and health 

Thanks for showing us it can be done.
Amy

Dear Quinoa, 
You are a very interesting grain and have 

a nuttier taste and more fun texture than 
couscous. However, you can sometimes be 
very annoying to eat because you pop all 
over the dang place and slide down my shirt 

laundry when it should be in my belly. 

spinach leaf.
Amy

Has Poked Around Down There for 

admit this, but I am seriously always 
worried that I’ll fart while you’re poking 
around down there. Do you know that we 

there something you can do to make it 

not just be a prerequisite for blood tests, 
but also for down there exams, because, 
you know, if I hadn’t eaten for eight to 
twelve hours before the appointment, I 
probs won’t be too gassy. 

Just sayin,
Amy

Dear Immigrants Who Have Opened 
Restaurants Serving Their Native Food,

Ya’ll are doing god’s work! I mean, what 
would my diet be like without pho, burritos, 

success for all of your dineries!
Nom,
Amy

gold tooth so that when I’m laughing heartily, 
head tilted backward and mouth wide open, 
everyone can see a sparkle of gold in the 

Stay golden,
Amy

Dear Children (Are Our Future),
I’m secretly judging you and the people 

who raised you. I mean, I don’t think you 
notice while you’re running around enjoying 
your carefree life of going down slides and 

the lines of your coloring book. 
I’m watching you in a non-creepy, yet 

judgmental way.
Amy

Dear Unemployment,
You are like a dear friend and I’m glad 

to have you around. It’s like all these years 
with me sitting behind a desk, poking 
letters into a keyboard and investing in 
our friend was totally worth it because 
now I can take a small reprieve with your 

AMY ADOYZIE

“I know ya’ll ain’t 

is beyond me.”
MONSTER OF FUN

Dear Ya’lls



assistance and really think on what I want 
to do with my days. 

You friend,
Amy

Dear a Friend of Friend,
You are a good friend of someone I really 

love and care about and he really enjoys 
hanging out with you. He’d like it if we all 

be in the same room as you without scowling 
the entire time. 

You see, a few months ago we were 
all having dinner together and you said 
something that really fucked with me and 
I just can’t shake it. We were all shooting 
the shit when the topic got to a discussion 
about what the dominant culture is and 
means in America. You asked me pointedly 
about what it is exactly that I cared about 
and I replied, “Social justice for everyone.” 
In my elaboration of what I meant by that, 
I mentioned working towards equality for 
LGBTQ folks. 

You said, “Fuck gays.” 
You said it because you thought it was 

funny, provocative, and not at all hateful. 
You followed it up with, “I don’t worry 
about the gays because it will go their way 
soon.” I understand that when you said “Fuck 
gays” you meant to say something along 

the lines of LGBTQ justice will arrive soon 
enough for their community as our culture 
becomes more accepting and open to the 
LGBTQ community. Therefore, I am more 
concerned with investing energy into much 
more looming issues that have much more 
complicated solutions.

Although it is still problematic, that’s not 
what you said. 

So I’m just going to take this 
opportunity now to say Fuck you. I don’t 
mind if you think I’m humorless or too 
sensitive, but what you said wasn’t funny 
or insightful. 

You’re an ass, 
Amy

Dear Napping,
I cannot quit you. You are so insanely 

satisfying, especially during the day when the 
weather is perfect and there’s a light breeze 
blowing in through the window and you lull 
me to bed under the guise of Oh, I’ll just 
lay here for a moment while I ponder what 
I will do in the next moments. Then before I 
know it, you’ve captured me and I drift and 
sleep away an hour and wake up feeling more 
refreshed than I do when I sleep for seven 
hours the night before. 

Thanks for being there.
Amy

Dear Jack,
You are a ten-year-old dog, which means 

you’re about as old as a middle-aged man. 
This is why you are sometimes very tired 
and sometimes very cranky, but I still think 
you’re the raddest dog around. I really wish 
that you could communicate with me beyond 
what your tail is doing, because sometimes 
you look at me with those big brown eyes 
and I wonder if you’re thinking, “Hey, lady, 
let’s go rob a bank,” or “I think I’m having an 
existential crisis today.” 

There are many things I love about you, 
but your habit of pooping into bushes is one 
that feels like a secret between you and me 
and the boyfriend. You are like a bizzaro 
Easter egg bunny, but you’re way cuter.

Yours,
Amy

Right Foot,
I don’t understand why, but you are 

not nearly as fun to crack as your left foot 
counterpart. Can you work on this so that I 

Regards,
Amy

–Amy Adoyzie
amyadoyzie.com
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I really 
wish that 
you could 
communicate 
with me beyond 
what your tail 
is doing...

STEVE LARDER

I wonder 
if you’re thinking, 
“Hey, lady, let’s go rob a bank.”
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I

I’M AGAINST IT

I was talking with a few friends not too 
long ago about the whole unspoken code of 
doing unto others when it comes to playing 
live with your band. The conversation wasn’t 
necessarily about how you should treat your 
audience. Nah, the talk we were having had 
to do with the lack of common courtesy some 
bands have towards others when playing 
shows and how this almost always leads up to 
said shows running way later than necessary.

Since I started playing years ago, one of 
the biggest pet peeves I have with bands is 
the problem of getting their shit off of the 
stage/playing area so the band following you 
can get set up. I don’t know if this particular 
mentality started at home, where mommy and 
daddy or whoever the hell else raised these 

with this ugly brand of self-centeredness, 
but to all the fucktards and your horseshit 
behavior: ATTENTION! You’re not the 
only one here, your band isn’t the only one 
playing the show, and people most certainly 
didn’t pay to watch you talk to your friends 

minutes. Look, I understand the music/artiste 
types aren’t the most motivated people in 
the world—I’ve worked alongside some real 
pieces of work for over half my life. But I 

bands/band members that have enough of 
their shit together to make things in a band 
run a helluva lot smoother. To those people, 
right on—keep setting the good example. 

It’s not up to the person running sound 
(or your bandmates, for that matter) to hold 
your hand and get you to clean up your toys 
off of the stage. Do you ever wonder why 
some sound folk seem like they hate their 

for the umpteenth time—they had to walk 
up to tell you to wrap up the class reunion 
and get your gear moving. And don’t even 
think about giving the sound guy/gal a dirty 
look, because now your horseshit behavior 
is affecting their attitude towards the rest 
of the night to do their job, and a possible 
ripple effect for the rest of the sets to follow. 
Thanks a lot, dickhead. 

I’ve heard some really funny gems 
over the P.A. from sound people in the past, 
trying to wrangle stragglers off of the stage, 
including, “Please exchange phone numbers 

to jerk off each other later. There is a band 
waiting to take the stage. Thank you.” One 
of my personal faves, “You, standing alone 
up there, running your mouth—this is a rock 
show, not a talk
thing is, this same person running sound 
probably had to track you down before you 
went on to hurry you to get your shit set up, 
all because for some reason or another, you 
were wandering around with your hands in 
your pants. The before and after minutes 
from all of this add up pretty quickly, 
depending on how many bands are playing. 
Keep in mind, that’s not even adding in the 
frittered-away time due to those who treat 
their setting-up like they’re writing their 
memoirs. To those people I say: STOP 
FUCKING TOUCHING YOURSELF 
AND GET YOUR GEAR SQUARED. 
YOU’RE PLAYING ROCK’N’ ROLL, 
NOT PAINTING THE CEILING AT 
ST. PETER’S BASILICA! As the great 

classic, Caddyshack) once said, “Let’s go, 
while we’re young!”

I’ve constantly made it a point to get my 
kit set up as much as I can off-stage during 
the end of the prior band’s set so it can swoop 
right up as soon as the other band is done and 
pulling off the stage. It’s not rocket science, 
drummers. Get your drums mounted on their 
respective stands, as well as cymbal stands 
up and ready to roll. This not only makes the 

bit of extra time for the person doing sound/
stage hands to fumble around with any extra 
mics they may need to adjust. Remember: 
the sooner you get planted, the sooner they 
can do their job. That means less time you 
have bitten outta your set time. They need 
to do their jobs, as bands should do theirs 
(“should” being the key word here). 

Which brings me to another point: don’t 
be afraid to help out another band that may 
be a bit weighed down with hustling a heavy 
amount of gear on/off the stage. Ninety-nine 
percent of the time your fellow musician 
peeps appreciate an open, helping set of hands 
when they need to shift to and fro, but don’t 
take it personally if that minute percentage 
tells you to fuck off and move outta the 
way. Just take the hint and let them schlep 

their stuff, as they’re probably focused on 
getting their gear stowed away (or just some 
anal-retentive type who really shouldn’t be 
playing in a band, anyway). 

Trust me, sooner or later you’re going to 
be at some place to play that’s squirrely than 
most—as far as the logistics of loading are 
concerned—and you’ll be glad that there’s 
gonna be some holmeses you don’t know 
from Adam who are there to lend you a 
quick hand when you need it most. It’s just 
a good habit to get into, instead of standing 

at some poor bastard wrestling with some 
heavy/cumbersome armful of gear. 

This kind of assistance should also apply 
for helping out when something goes awry 
during a band’s set—someone’s head for 
their cabinet decides to go on the fritz the 

head on their snare drum blasts out or their 
kick pedal takes a shit mid-song. These are 
reasonable situations just about anyone in a 
band will encounter eventually. If it happens, 
again, help the poor bastards out if you can. 
And don’t get me wrong here. There’s a 
difference between helping out a person in a 
tight spot and having to bail out some leech 
who “forgot” to bring extra strings, sticks, or 
their guitars, or “couldn’t” bring their amps 

of time to help out a band with your backline 
Expecting to use someone’s 

shit is a whole other irritating story. 
I actually remember doing a gig with 

some band up north and the drummer had the 
stones to tell me he wanted to use my setup 
because his was “a piece of shit,” as he so 
nonchalantly put it. I looked over at his kit, 
which was obviously a gnarled-up victim 
of being severely abused beyond belief, 
complete with destroyed cymbals. I laughed, 
pointed at it, and told him, “Sorry man, I 
have no problem raising a hand to kids, 
but this shit’s just straight-up child abuse.” 
Needless to say, he got a bit pissed off and 
walked away. Whatever. Show a little respect 
for yourself and to your craft, jackass. I 
always wondered if that was his introductory 
line when he met up with other bands and if 
any of the other drummers actually let that 
monkey have a go at their kit because they 
didn’t wanna make a scene or “be the bad 

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

“Show a little 

and to your 
craft, jackass.”

The Difference Between 
Nice and Too Nice



guy who says no.” To hell with all that—you 
reap what you sow, homie. 

Being nice isn’t a sign of weakness, 
but repeatedly getting taken advantage of 
because you’re too nice is. Now, I know 
you can’t really make a call like this every 
time someone approaches you to borrow 
something. It’s impossible. I’ve had one 
or two experiences early on when I was 

borrowed things got returned in a “hmmm-it-
wasn’t-broken-before” state. I was fortunate 
enough (or I must have had on the “I’m going 

to kill you” face) that the other drummer 
made good on at least compensating me for 
whatever he had fucked up, in that case an 
old cymbal of mine that he cracked. Cool. 
Over the next several years, I was pleasantly 
surprised how most (not all) bands shared this 
“make-good” mentality, especially the bands 
you get to know after a while from crossing 
paths every now and then, which makes the 
experience all the better. Like I said earlier, 
it’s a good habit to get into. 

It should be common knowledge by 
now that if your band/band member(s) are 

bridge-burning shitbirds, (and I really do 
hope anyone reading this isn’t) you shouldn’t 
at all be surprised that other bands won’t 
even as much as share their food or booze 
with you, let alone loan you a lick of gear 
or let you crash at their house. Contrary to 
popular belief, word does indeed get around, 
and there’s a saying for this: Don’t shit where 
you eat. 

I’m Against It
–Designated Dale
designateddale@yahoo.com
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Being nice isn’t a sign of weakness,
but repeatedly getting taken advan-
tage of because you’re too nice is.

BILL PINKEL



AMasticate upon that drama-fried nugget! 
Chew it to the point of Now and Later® 
jawbone fatigue! Suck the meaty droplets of 
umami from its essence! I’M NOT 
LOOKING FOR ANY MORE RECORDS. 

I AM FUCKING AT 
PEACE WITH THE WORLD! As of 
yesterday afternoon, i’m in possession of the 
one last record for which I’ve been beating 

“Leaving, On A Jet Plane” b/w “Foundry 

Rumble Records ((yes, the a-side of the 
record I’ve spent most of my life trying to 

I’m a big homo. Sue me)).  I have been 

—just a shade over thirty-two years. THIRTY-
TWO YEARS! That’s longer than most 
fucking mortgages! I’ve been hunting and 

different decades, engaging in periodic 
internet searches ((with a keyword like 
“swingers,” I assure you some pretty 
interesting results were returned)), and 
accosting random strangers ((case in point: 
During a Shellac show some years ago, Steve 
Albini kept asking “any questions?” between 
songs. Feeling the moment upon me, I 
annoyingly peppered him with a series of 
inquiries about his familiarity with the 

White Sox playoff chances]], to which Albini 
stated that he’d heard the record during his 
college DJ days, and it blew so badly he 
wrote “THIS SUCKS, DON’T PLAY” across 

by this response, as this doubled the number 
of people on Earth I’d met who’d actually 
handled a copy]])). Never turned up so much 
as a sniff of it. I had lusted, pined, suffered, 
died, and was buried over this record ever 
since a local college DJ operating under the 
moniker of “Doc Rock” played it on his show 

was fourteen and had been buying punk 
records since summer, scampering around 
with my babysitting money trying to catch up 
on that which I’d missed over the course of 
the last two-three years. Just as I’m starting 
to think I have a handle on this “punk” shit—
that I am “down,” as they say, with the 
“scene”—Doc Rock goes down to Chicago 

for a weekend, hooks up with some punkette 
named Eunice ((the fact that I remember such 
odd details thirty-two years later is a 
testimony to the bizarrely inscrutable 
workings of my memory)), and comes back 

which he plays on his next radio show, each 
one more criminally epic than the last: 

Bombs “Let’s Go To Guyana”—The Rotters 

Boyfriends “I Don’t Want Nobody (I Want 

mind was blown by this show. Absolutely 
fucking blown. I wanted these records—ALL 
of these records—probably as bad or worse 
than I wanted to get to third base with the hot 
brunette who sat two seats in front of me in 
homeroom.  And I had NO FUCKING IDEA 
where to buy these records ((I had no idea 
how to get to third base with the brunette, 
either, so maybe I shoulda just fucked Eunice 
and killed two birds with one stone)). I mean, 

Vibrators albums in town, sure. That wasn’t a 

records on labels like Sire and Epic, even if 
they’re comparatively unknown bands. A 

however—that’s a little tougher to track 
down in the Hinterlands. Up until this point—
being fourteen and all—I hadn’t thought of 

major label mode: Bands put out albums, got 

and sold them at the department store for 
ninety-nine cents in case you liked the song 
but didn’t feel like buying the whole album. I 
didn’t realize that, like, bands saved their 
money and ((by some alchemical process 
little understood)) made seven-inch records 
by themselves and then went out and tried to 
sell them to make their money back—I hadn’t 
even contemplated the idea up to this point. 

I realized that no matter how many times a 

check to see if there are any new records 
stocked between Sweet and the Sylvers, that 
Swingers record ain’t gonna be there. Three
decades and maybe thirty bucks later, I had 

vex me for the rest of my days. Doc Rock 
owned a copy; Steve Albini had defaced a 
copy. That was all I knew. I knew a bit about 

the band via an article I’d read in a short-
lived regional music paper called Hytone
Music News—they were originally from 
Erie, PA, and had come to the Windy City 
seeking fame and tollbooths—and the b-side, 
“Foundry Joe,” appears on the Big Hits Of 
Mid-America Vol. 2 compilation—but as far 

I tried to buy Doc Rock’s copy a few times, 
but he resisted my advances. I hunted up a 
guy who knew one of the dudes in the band 

destined to spend the remaining portion of 
my life Swingerless ((which, since I’ve 
broken my glasses at both the orgies I’ve 
ever attended, might be for the best)). Then, 
last week, devoid of fate or fanfare, I was 
doing one of my periodic, half-assed 

“glasses repair”)), and there it was, like a 
wacky LSD hallucination: Some guy in Italy 
had a copy for sale. A REAL LIVE 

futility had left me completely unprepared 
for the payoff: I froze, wide-eyed, then threw 
up in my mouth a little bit. It was the sweet, 
sweet puke of which Facebook-timeline-

random asking price was sixteen euros. I 
don’t know how much that is in normal 
person money, but it maths out to be half a 

reasonable ((turns out I had some kinda 
PayPal credit and the whole shebang only 

ironically, the Chicago area code)). I spent 
the next week wringing my hands over the 
perilous journey of my grail-to-be—leaving 
on a jet plane of its own, along with ten tons 
of other airmailed horseshit, traversing half 
the globe to be at my side. Am I gonna get 
scammed? Will it get busted, or made into a 
casserole of some sort? What if I develop 
colorectal cancer between now and then? 
And, for fuck’s sake, this record was recorded 
in fucking WISCONSIN— why the fuck do I 
have to have it shipped over from fucking 

And how the fuck does THIS guy have 
a copy when I live one state over from Illinois 
and have been searching A THIRD OF A 
CENTURY for one??? The Jet Plane landed 
in yesterday’s mail. I ripped the package 
open with such uncontrollable vigor that the 

my recycling bin, and clattered to rest on the 

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT
“WOW, THIS 
IS A REALLY 
DIPPY-LOOKING
RECORD.”REV. NORBI

OPEN QUOTES, LEAVING, COMMA, 
ON A JET PLANE, CLOSE QUOTES
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was already half-resigned to the belief that 
some last-second disaster would befall my 

my turntable, so I reacted very little to this 
occurrence; remarkably, the record appeared 
no worse for wear. It was as the good Italian 
said: A near mint copy, clearly unplayed. 
Score. I held the record in my hands, amazed 
that I was actually making contact with my 
life’s ultimate fetish item ((well, besides that 

thing)), my heart racing, my soul throbbing, 
and one solitary thought running through my 
hyperagitated mind: WOW, THIS IS A 
REALLY DIPPY-LOOKING RECORD.
In the middle of what looks like a large 

handwritten across a curving musical staff, 
bookended by a pair of jaunty eighth notes. 
The top of the circular graphic features a 
rather undistinguished drawing of an airplane 
passing a cloud, and the bottom is just a 
bunch of dots. At the top, in a rather pedestrian 
font, the title is printed as such: “Leaving,
On A Jet Plane”—comma AND quotation 
marks present. “Foundry Joe”—also with 

quotation marks—is listed in smaller type at 

on it, but WHO THE FUCK puts 

I mean, WHAT THE FUCK??? And WHO 
ADDS A FUCKING COMMA to 

 I SPENT 
THIRTY-TWO YEARS LOOKING FOR 
YOU AND YOU COME AT ME WITH 
EXTRANEOUS COMMAS AND 
QUOTATION MARKS AND A GODDAMN 
DRAWING OF AN AIRPLANE??? 
WHERE’S THE FUCKING JUSTICE IN 
THIS WORLD??? The hilarity extends to 
the record itself: With a large hole and label 

most of “Rumble Records” and the song 
titles on both sides can’t be seen. Yet, even 
so, THIS IS THE SWINGERS, 

WILL BE AFFORDED ALL RESPECT 

REQUIRED A THIRTY-TWO YEAR 

my current dilemma: What, exactly, is the 

proper protocol for playing a record for 
which one has searched high and low for a 

bathroom, draw myself a highly erotic bubble 
bath ((still with candles)), then wind up 
getting electrocuted when the record player 

staring at this record—this last great bucket 
list bulletpoint item—for the last twenty-four 
hours. I HAVE NOT PLAYED IT YET. The 
sheer fucking GRAVITAS of the moment has 

UNREALITY!!! It’s a madhouse! A MAAA
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAADDDDD
HOUSE!!!
((plays record))
Huh. That kind of ruled.  Please excuse me 
whilst I go write “THIS SUCKS – DON’T 
PLAY” over that stupid Shellac record I 

Love,
–Nørb

As of yesterday afternoon, i’m in possession of the one 
last record for which I’ve been beating the goddamned 
bushes all my life: The 1979 “Leaving, On A Jet Plane” 
b/w “Foundry Joe” 45 by Chicago’s Swingers.
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T
I’M AGAINST IT

This is kind of exciting. I’m writing this on 
a train to Canada. It’s also an excuse to bring 
comic books on vacation. When I was a kid, I 
wasn’t a big book reader. The ones I did read 
made me wish they would be made into movies 
some day. That time has come and I have to 
admit that, in some cases, its very monkey’s 
paw. Beware of what you wish for. For the 
longest time I wanted the sequel to Willy Wonka 
and the Chocolate Factory by Roald Dahl to 
be made into a movie, but the Great Glass 
Elevator had to star Gene Wilder. It never 
happened. Even though I hold Tim Burton up 
to be a wizard of cinema, I feel the character 
Johnny Depp portrayed was disturbingly 
feminine and disconnected, not to mention the 
Oompa Loompas in the movie were all non-

Another Roald Dahl book made into a 
movie and held true to the book was James
and the Giant Peach, again with Burton at 

animation, which is where Burton excels.
All this brings me to, in my mind, the most 

masterful of all children’s books, Dr. Seuss. 
Why is it that, as of late, all of his books are 

I don’t care how big a star Jim Carrey is/was, 
it doesn’t mean you have the right to destroy 
Horton Hears a Who! What the #@#! were they 

far my favorite of all Seuss’s work, one should 
not take a story about man’s careless nature and 
make it into a feel-good love story. 

Why did the animated Grinch use the vocal 
talents of one of Universal’s horror movie greats 

the viewers feel. Using the masters of horror 
has paid off lately. Take Christopher Lee or 

even put Donald Sutherland or James Earl 

Danny DeVito. Don’t get me wrong; Danny’s a 
great guy with a distinct voice, but it’s comedic, 
not solemn. In fact, in the animated TV version 
of The Lorax, they used the vocal talents of Bob 

doesn’t lose context because of that.      
It has always been my feeling that 

The Lorax may be the one story that 
Seuss wrote that could never be translated 
different from the original. This is a book 
I never would read to a child because the 
story is scary and real. How would one tell 
a child that there is only one tree left and 

and water and the sky above. 
I have always felt that this story is so 

powerful that it had to be told carefully, that 
it has to be told when someone is old enough 
to grasp its message. Its environmental 
message and ideal is even more important 
today than it was when the good doctor 
wrote this story many years ago. The Lorax
was such a favorite of mine that when I found 
an animated cell from the television special I 
dug into my savings and bought it. 

I have to make this plea to all producers 
trying to make a quick buck off of any of Seuss’s 
work. Please read the book and ask a kid before 
you get some big name actor to destroy a story. 

Did you see what DC did to the Green 

Comics are one thing, but the stories we read 
when we were kids are very precious; they recall 
our youth. The more you guys decimate and 
cremate those books, the crankier old men and 
women we will become. We need those stories 
to stay as close to the original as possible or I 
swear I’ll come after you in my wheel chair.

…I just saw a commercial for a new 

HYPNO-HOGS MOON-SHINE 
MONSTER JAMBOREE                             
By Andrew Goldfarb

slow poisoner—has done it again. Delightfully 
macabre is how the pen of the poisoner works. 

brain out of my skull and into the wonderfully 
disturbing and delightfully colorful world of 
Ogner Stump. This latest book, though lacking 
in the wonderful visual that I’ve grown so fond 
of, is a pearl in the twisted shell of storytelling 
that the Poisoner is. I must admit that I’m only in 
chapter six, but the rain of skull-headed frogs that 
comes down on the hoof-footed farmer Slogg 
that he fries into tasty treats that causes one to 
form eyes where eyes are unaccustomed to is 
oh so bizarre. The deformed redneck characters 
who pop up as the story goes on urges the reader 

in a Goldfarb story carry a mystic quality that 

down. Somehow a female in this book can be 
deformed and yet still be as sexy as any dancer in 
a seedy club. On top of this attractive book, the 
Slow Poisoner has produced a masterful work 
of mystic music woven into a delightful story 

to the love story of the spirit world that is Lost 

dedicated entertainer who continues to push the 
bounds of the mystic world. (eraserheadpress.
com, theslowpoisoner.com)

EPIC TALES OF THE MUNDANE #8 

Whenever I wonder what happened to the 
old guys from the punk bands I used to listen 
to, I can now turn to this little comic. This 
little comic is a history lesson for the punk 
set. Reading the pages of self destructive 
behavior is very much the pinnacle of teen 
angst. The shows in the desert were probably 
just as helpful to the hundreds of kids as it 
was to the author. This comic is a romp in 
the punk pastures of old. It’s really great to 
see the author is doing all right, still living 
the dream, and has a happy family. Not 

(blackmarketcomics.com)

TRANSLATE #6
Translate is a little comic about why we need 
better medical care in America. I always hear 
how so many Americans have some sort 
of insurance, which just isn’t true. In this 
comic, our author goes through one hassle or 

way to correct a stomach issue that include 

disturbing and comical book. (hanginghex@
hotmail.com, hexrecords.bigcartel.com)

GENETICALLY MODIFIED PUNK 
ROCK PANDAS
By Brad Dwyer

This one is short, but it has the possibility to 
become big. Pandas are no longer cute and 
fuzzy, especially when you dress them in 
motorcycle jackets, make them drink beer, 
and beat the hell out of dirty cops. The power 
these pandas wield is incredible. They mow 
through cops like a knife through warm butter. 
Guns seem to have no effect as they beat, 
stab, and barf on the men in blue. This one 
has the possibility of becoming the second 
coming of ninja turtles, but better because 
they’re punks and don’t give a shit. This one 
can become the king of independents if the 
author can bleed some sharp wit into these 
furry bears. Look for this one to take off. 
(blackmarkercomics.com)

–Gary Hornberger

SQUEEZE MY HORN
stories end in 
a mess on 

GARY HORNBERGER

Don’t Rewrite My Childhood
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NATION OF AMANDA

     grasp the concept of 
                         “no more?”



T

I’M AGAINST IT

The Dinghole Reports
By the Rhythm Chicken

It was Christmas Eve and soup sales were 
low. I decided to close up two hours early as 
an added Christmas gift to myself. All extra 
soup was put into containers, labeled, dated, 

hastily. The dishes were splashed around 
with soapy water and crashed into the drying 
rack. The day’s measly total was counted and 
stuffed into a bank bag. A few early Christmas 
Hamm’s were emptied during all this in a 
merry yuletide fashion. I had an interesting 
holiday ahead of me and I was ready for it.

girlfriend’s family were all far away this 
holiday season. I had the next thirty-six 
hours off, and twenty-four of those hours was 
Christmas. I decided this Christmas would be 
exciting and exceptional. I wasn’t going over 
the river or through the woods to Grandma’s 
house. I wasn’t going to the North Pole or 
Santa’s Playland. I was in my Rooster Roller 
heading south on State Highway 42 with 

destination: the center of the universe, Green 
Bay, Wisconsin. I was fully prepared for 

We had just gotten a few inches of wet 

my rat-trap car up his steep little driveway. 
The car slid back downhill a little bit so I 
backed up and threw it forward again up his 
driveway and it seemed to catch safely on the 
icy slope. Once inside Chateau de Ruckus we 
enjoyed some cordial beverages of a chilled 
and bubbly nature while planning the perfect 
Green Bay Christmas Eve. We decided 
that with no family or women around, it 

Bay dive bar that dared to open its doors 
on Christmas Eve. O’Reily’s SUV safely 
carried us out into the snow-covered Green 
Bay landscape. 

We started with a few holiday brews 
at IQ’s on University. It was a sad scene 
with a few drunks mumbling unintelligible 
gibberish between spilled beers and trips 
outside to smoke. We ventured on. Next 
stop was Dasia’s Czech Inn. The only really 
cool thing about this bar is the name. Dasia 
is apparently long gone and the only Czech 
thing about this bar is the name. A few 

overpriced Old Styles there and we ventured 
on again in search of Green Bay’s holy 
manger of dive bars. We had the Christmas 
spirit and we were determined to spread joy 
to the world!

Then it happened. There was a vaguely 
distinguishable glow in the sky towards 
downtown. Star of wonder, star of bright! 
We two not-so-wise men progressed towards 
the heavenly glow. Suddenly, as we drew 
near, we could start to make out the origin 
of the buzzing glow. Flickering and buzzing 
in the freshly fallen snow, a few neon beer 
signs shone out of a tiny shack near one of 
Titletown’s paper mills. The sign out front 
said The Loading Dock. Ruckus and I swear 
we’ve never seen this bar before. There was 
no room at the inn, so we settled for The
Loading Dock. 

We walked in and took the last two 
open stools at the bar. The place was rather 

the type of nowhere cretins and dim-witted 

place on Christmas Eve (ourselves included). 
A teenage girl in a skimpy Harley Davidson 
shirt was bartending. A rather rough-looking 
woman in a cowboy hat had taken the stage 
with a microphone and we soon learned the 
true Christmas miracle... IT WAS KARAOKE 
NIGHT! Everything felt as it should be and 
we settled in for numerous pints of courage.

There was a large raspy-voiced woman to 
my left who, after about half an hour, turned 
to me and blurted out, “DID YOU JUST 

wings and denied any and all ass-grabbage. 
She immediately responded with a pleading, 

headed to the stage for my name was just 
called. I was set to perform my traditional 

Songs.” As is my usual behavior in singing 
such a meaningful tearjerker, I dramatically 
swung my arms about and screeched a few 
high notes to emphasize that I DO INDEED 
WRITE THE SONGS! A few merry drunken 
patrons were hooting and hollering, cheering 
me on. 

Then came the moment of utmost 

lush was hitting on the young bartender and her 
heavyset biker boyfriend was not too happy 
about it! Right there in front of Baby Jesus, a 

couldn’t resist incorporating this holiday 

swinging offenders, I bellowed out, “There 

BEER! Her boyfriend is talking WITH HIS 

Ruckus remained sitting at the bar with 
huge tears of laughter streaming down his 

its way outside. Another merry singer took 
to the stage and we were treated to a very 

continued in this decrepit, yet lively swillery. 

time, I felt that I deserved one more Pabst. 
Ruckus got up to go take a whiz and while 
passing the large lady to my left she swung 
around to him and blurted out, “DID YOU 

to all, and to all a good night!
The next morning we both slept off 

our Christmas hangovers and then headed 
out of town. We headed south to Denmark, 
Wisconsin, where we enjoyed a down 
home family Christmas at the O’Reily 

up with various holiday boozes of all sorts. 

an amazingly huge meal and a good dose of 
lazing about, we then headed back into Green 
Bay for the holiest of holy events. We had 
tickets for the Packer/Bear game at Lambeau 

holiday to remember! Of course, the Packers 
were ever victorious and the modern-day 
Bethlehem of Green Bay glowed green and 
gold into the night. Oh holy night! When we 

had slid down the steep driveway again and 
was lying in the middle of the road. Another 
Christmas miracle!

Dinghole Report #124: 
Birthday Ruckus for Boys!
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #
plus one)

young boy named Giuseppe. They tell me 
that Giuseppe has seen the Rhythm Chicken 
in a few parades up here in years past and is a 
big fan. Unfortunately, the Rhythm Chicken 
has not played any major local gigs lately 
and this has left the local kids wanting more. 

I Cluck the Songs
RHYTHM CHICKEN

“Green Bay’s 
THE DINGHOLE REPORTS



Giuseppe has voiced his disappointment in 
recent years when there is no Chicken in 

gearing up for their boy’s seventh birthday 
party and knew there was one thing that 
would send this party over the top! Secret 
plans were made. An ailing drumset was 
repaired. The Chickenhead was dusted 
off and there was an eerie silence this St. 
Patrick’s Day Eve. A group of seven-year-
old boys were feasting on cake and ice 
cream down at JJ’s La Puerta in Sister Bay. 

I rolled in towards the end of the 
party and quickly poked my human head 
inside. JJ, the owner, distracted the boys 
by grabbing a handful of quarters and 
corralling the party-goers around the 
gumball machine on the far end of the 
building. They were all so excited to get 
their gumballs that not one of them noticed 
a drumset being hurriedly set up across 

the room. The Chickenkit was assembled, 
the dirty Chickenhead was adorned, 
and the opening drumroll startled some 
unsuspecting diners throughout the room! 

Suddenly, a small group of sheepishly 
curious young boys inched closer and closer 
to the ruckus. This was not at a safe distance 

ON THE FLOOR, RIGHT IN FRONT OF 

to hold up a sign I had made which read 
Happy Birthday Giuseppe! 

They cheered and hollered, as did all the 
adults who gathered around to witness the 
now-rare performance. 

I rocked out my riotous ruckus rhythms, 
but still tried to keep things tasteful and 
as G-rated as I could. The boys went ape! 
I stopped and posed for a couple birthday 
pictures with the rowdy ones, then hopped 

out the side door and out to my car. The boys 
all instinctively grabbed various drumsticks 

and beating them on the drums! A truly 
riotous time was had as they proved the old 
saying “boys will be boys.” 

Out in my car I changed into a different 
hat and jacket, then walked back into 
the front door. Bartender Dave extended 
salutations to me while serving me a pitcher 
of Grain Belt. I bent over and wished 
Giuseppe a happy birthday, but he was 
still too excited from seeing the Rhythm 

I ALWAYS miss that guy!”

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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Right there in front of 
Baby Jesus, a bar fight 
broke out on Christmas Eve.

JACKIE RUSTED











Dan Monick's Photo Page
Midwest Motel, St. Paul, MN, March 24, 2012
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Rachel Murray Framingheddu's Photo Page
Jill, Occupy LA protester, on her 31st day of encampment on the grounds of City Hall in 
downtown Los Angeles on 11/29/11, one day prior to being cleared from the premises.
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“Ouch. Hey!”
“Suck it up, sissy.”
The other kid kept working the needle, 

methodically pushing the India ink under the skin 

“OWWW! Fuckin’ hurts!”
“Quit cryin’. There, done.”
Boomer pulled his hand from the table and 

We did a lot of shit like that back then, 
a time when tattoos still meant “criminal” or 

called self-mutilation. Ink parlors were not yet 
found on every corner and were way out of our 
price range anyway. Many of our pack of eastside 
punks were branded either by the tedious ol’ one 
needle stick-stick-stick, or with a homemade gun 
made with a cassette deck motor, pen tube, and a 
guitar string, all of it done freehand. Yup, no 

mohawks in the ’hood, not to mention appendages 
with random dots, letters, and such to ensure 
the gun worked.

Like these homemade tattoos, the music we 
were incessantly listening to left a lasting 
impression and, more than any other band, the 
music of the Stains indelibly etched itself into 
our collective psyche. Though, at that point, the 
band had pretty much been broken up for a few 
years and none of us yet knew a single member, 
they were nonetheless our band. They were fellow 
street rats who stomped the same terra as we. 
They spoke of shared experiences—alienation, 
fury, psychosis, violence, all set to jackhammer 

was constantly getting airplay and provided a 
perfectly crazed soundtrack for life in what too 
often resembled an open-air insane asylum. 

Not surprisingly, their logo was ubiquitous, 
easily found wherever we’d been—etched in 
assorted surfaces, spray-painted on walls and, 

of circle-Xs carved or embedded under the skin. 
This included Boomer. His Stains tattoo was 

well hidden in a place where his mom wouldn’t 
notice it without closer inspection. It was 
the quiet, personal rebellion of an otherwise 
“good” kid who may have avoided the trouble the 
rest of us actively sought, but was one of us 
all the same. 

Nonetheless, trouble found him on a beach one 
night twenty years ago while out on a double 
date. He was our “gang-related death,” and that 
Stains tattoo he got in a City Terrace basement 

before they closed the casket lid. 
As mentioned in the introduction of Part 

One, this is the distillation of a number of 

with most of the key members of the Stains 
(original members Jerry Castellanos and Tony 
Romero could not be located and guitarist 
Robert Becerra declined to be interviewed) into 
an “oral history” of the band, supplemented 
by commentary from collaborators (including 
Violent Children vocalist Tracy Otero), fellow 
musicians and fans, as well as snippets 
from various contemporary periodicals and 
papers. Occasional discrepancies, due to 
foggy memories, the occasional embellishment, 
and/or maybe my own ignorance of the stories 
recounted, have been largely left intact. By 
no means intended to be the “complete” history 
of the band, this is nonetheless an attempt to 
give some well deserved attention to one of 
Los Angeles’ most underrated and criminally 
overlooked punk groups. 

Last issue’s installment recounted the band’s 

relationship within both the local and the 
greater Los Angeles punk scene. In part two, 
we cover crucial changes within its core, the 
subsequent foundation of the lineup responsible 
for their legendary album on SST Records, their 
ultimate demise, and subsequent reformations. 

Conversations with the Stains, Part II
By Jimmy Alvarado

Sick and Crazy



EDWARD COLVER | Rudy, Circa ‘81
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In late 1980, around the time the 
Vex started making waves, the 
Stains’ original lineup began to 
disintegrate, beginning with the 
departure of drummer Tony Romero.

Gilbert: I think Tony quit. I don’t think he 
was that into it. I think he was into riding his 
bike and he was one of those guys who was 
really fuckin’ good, but didn’t give a fuck 
about playing in a band ‘cause he didn’t go 
on playing in other bands. 

Jesse moved from bass to drums 
-

gan looking within its circle of 
friends for a bassist.

Ceasar: I was at a rehearsal. At that point, 
Tony, the drummer, had left, so Jesse was 
playing drums and Robert messed around on 
bass. They had some friends of theirs come in 
and out, playing guitar and bass. They would 
have jam sessions at Jesse’s parents’ house. It 
had a back house where he and his wife and 
his daughter lived, so they would just set up 
in their bedroom and play. It was after Tony 
had left, but Jerry was still around and the 

One night we were just playing. I had 
already started picking up the other kid’s 
guitar. It had two strings on it. I didn’t know 
how it was tuned or anything, but I started 
listening to Ramones songs, and I would learn 
Ramones songs on two strings. Here I was, 
at the practice, and they’re wondering, “Oh, 
what are we going to do,” drinking a case of 
beer, and I went to Jesse and said, “Jesse, can 

“Well, I can try,”
“Go for it! I’ll play drums. 

Robert, grab a guitar. What do you 

So, I just started playing 
something and they’re looking at 

“I’ve just been messing 
around.”

“Show us what you’ve been 
doing and we’ll play it with you.”

I said, “No, teach me a Ramones 
song. I can kind of get it. I know 
how to hit the strings and stuff, but 
I don’t know what notes to hit.” So 
they showed me “Blitzkrieg Bop.” In 
about two takes I had it down. They 

“No. Show me another song.”
So, they showed me another 

song, and another song, and another 
song. Then they went, “Oh, let’s 
show you a Stains song.” I think they 
showed me “Germany” or something 
like that, with Jesse on drums. It just 
started to snowball. They were like, 
“Hey dude, we got ourselves a bass 
player! We have a band now!” We 
started doing that for a while. We 
never played a gig. We would just 
play kind of for fun, learning songs, 
doing Saints songs. We loved the 

Saints. Probably learned every song they 
had. Learned every song the Ramones had. 
We just had all these songs. We would have 
parties and have people come over and listen 
to us play, and they’d be like, “Wow, you 
guys are getting good!”

Next to leave the band was Jesse 
Fixx, the band’s lyricist and co-
founder with Robert. As can be ex-

-
sions of what transpired.

Ceasar: Jesse, on drums, was good, but at 
that point it was kind of hard to rely on him. 

be too drunk to practice. So we’re thinking, 

of ours knew Gilbert and kind of told me and 
Robert, “We know this drummer. We’ll bring 
him along to a rehearsal. Let him try out.” 
Gilbert: I was playing drums since I dropped 
out of the chute. I had a little band called 

Hoople, Boston, and stuff like that. From 
there, moved to the City of Bell when I was 
about fourteen and then got into punk and all 
that stuff and put together the Public Hairs, 
with my Japanese friend playing guitar and 
some other guys. We wound up getting 
this wacky fuckin’ kid named Juan, really 

funny, man. You get the full-on Indian kid 
and then you’ll get guys who look full-on 

those kids, who just had the look. He was 
our singer, and he was like, “Hey, you know 

Stains and they’re looking for a drummer.” 

dude, they’re bad. They play with X and 
Black Flag. You should try out for ‘em.” He 
gave me their number and I went down and 
I tried out across the street from Hollenbeck 
Park at some kid’s house where we used to 
rehearse in and I got the gig. 
Ceasar: So he shows up and we ask him 
what songs he knows. He goes, “Any 
Ramones songs.” “Okay, we’ve been 

Instantly got it. Robert and I were looking at 
each other, thinking “this guy is good.” So 
we started learning Stains songs. Gilbert and 
I started learning them together.
Gilbert: I’ll tell you exactly: It was April 

how I remember that. 
Ceasar: He was sixteen. I had just graduated 
from high school, so I was probably eighteen.
Gilbert: Two weeks later we were playing 
great gigs and I was meeting all my heroes, 
like Black Flag and those guys, at the time. It 
was kind of groovy when I joined the band, 
‘cause it was like we all came in clean—
‘cause Ceasar was the new kid, the new bass 
player, and he hadn’t played with anybody. 

Robert was like, “Yeah, we’re waiting for the 
bass player, Ceasar.” So here comes Ceasar 
walking in with his fuckin’ P-bass, holding 
the case. Ceasar always used to wear these 
black pants tucked into these Chippewa biker 
boots, you know, and this black cowboy 
shirt with this red piping, a trench coat and 
a Stains armband. The fucking guy is like 
a refrigerator, like a football guy. Fuckin’ 
Ceasar, dude, and he’s just walking down, 

wraparounds and I just thought he was the 
fuckin’ coolest guy, man. I’m like, “That’s 

“Fuckin’ cool.” So the band started kind of 
new and fresh. Robert was stoked because 
it was new blood. I was the hotshot young 
drummer. Ceasar was young, like eighteen, 
and then Jerry and Robert. So we came out 
just fuckin’ energized, badass. 

Jesse would pop up in the band’s 
lineup off and on as bassist and 
drummer while new members were be-
ing recruited. He was eventually 
booted from the lineup.

Jesse: It was very nasty, very painful. Very 

power struggle between me and Robert. I 
wanted to go in one direction and he wanted 
to go in another. I went back after they 
threw out Jerry, and I played with Rudy and 
Gilbert, and they couldn’t stand me because 
I was very arrogant. I was a drill sergeant. I 
was into practicing and they couldn’t stand 
me. I was Johnny Ramone and that was the 
problem. They wanna party. They wanna have 
fun. They wanna fuck around and I was real 
disciplined and they couldn’t stand it. And 
there was a lot of violence between the band. 
It started getting to where we would get into 



This is jus
t a violent

 world that
 we live in

 and 

I’m playing
 this viole

nt music, a
nd maybe th

e 

violent mus
ic is attra

cting the v
iolence. 

But, at the
 same time,

 I think I 
have to exp

ress 

my anger at
 society. 

JIMMY ALVARADO | Rudy, 2010, Frontier 30th Anniversary show



the band onstage. Let’s say somebody would 

stick at you, or I’d turn around and whack 
Robert with my bass, or he’d whack me, or 
we’d kick the singer. It got violent. We would 

violent between us. I’m not talking about the 
audience. This was us, the band. It just got 
really bad and we started hating each other. 
They booted me out.
Gilbert:

wherever you are, look man, I love you, 
bro. I’ll give you your props, but…it’s 
funny because it’s kind of similar to the Sex 

They were like, “Fuck, we got rid of a really 
good bass player and we got Sid.” Now, this 
is not to bag on Ceasar at all, but Ceasar at 
that point was rudimentary. He was learning 
and Jesse was a badass bass player, man. 
He used to have that black Rickenbacker 

get hunchbacked and he was bad. When 
we kicked out Ceasar, Jesse came and I 
remember instantly the difference in the 
band, and I think Robert kind of missed that. 
Those guys were good players, man. A great 
fuckin’ guitar player and Jesse was a great 

were, and Jesse was older than us. Jesse was 
always a really funny, very sweet guy. When 
he would get real wasted, he would get more 
abusive and belligerent and stuff, you know. 

But he’s a real charming, nice, soft spoken, 

already digging guitar, and I remember we’d 
have these parties and everybody’d get drunk 
and pretty soon I’d wind up playing guitar, 
trying to play Ramones songs, and Jesse 
would be like, “Gimme that! Get back on the 

Rudy: It was so short that Jesse was in the 
band, maybe two gigs, and then Ceasar. So 
it was so short-lived that Jesse and I were 
jamming together. Jesse was badass, like he 
could play with his eyes closed and his head 
back and be rippin’. He’s really talented, you 

they never had to look at their guitar necks 

be following with their eyes, following the 
necks, but Robert, Jesse, and even Ceasar, 
those guys used to play without even 
looking. Robert would be looking you in the 
face and sticking his tongue out and going 
crazy, playing leads behind his neck and shit. 
Just amazing, man. Those guys were really 
good musicians. Jesse’s only problem was he 
drank too much. 

The last of the original lineup to 
leave was vocalist Jerry “Atric” 
Castellanos.

Jesse: It’s kind of fuzzy. I can’t remember 
all the details of what happened. See, what 
happened was that Jerry crashed Robert’s 
mom’s car. He stole it and he disappeared. 

Rudy: They got in an argument. I think 
what happened was Jerry wrecked Robert’s 
father’s truck and Robert said, “Either buy 
me a new truck or you’re not in the band,” or 
something and basically that was it. 
Gilbert: He did get kicked out and he was 
pretty devastated about it. We never spoke 
a lot, but I liked him, man. I thought he was 
really unique and he was a great singer. If 
you listen to those demos, he’s got this weird 
kind of Bowie thing in his voice. Very cool, 
I thought. It was cool to have someone like 
that because I was just playing hard-ass drums 
and Robert was such an aggressive player. It 

producer, Chris Thomas, produce them. If 
they’d gone in with some heavy metal guy, 
you would’ve never had Never Mind the 
Bollocks in the same way, you know what I 

he did for us—he was coming from a David 
Bowie, pop, different approach and you throw 
him in with the fuckin’ animals that we were, 
it worked really well and I was really sorry to 
lose him. I love Rudy, but Jerry was a very 
unique guy. He’d stand around with his hand 
in his pocket and just vomit the fuckin’ lyrics.
Ceasar: The original Stains lineup was crazy 

the next big thing. They should be the next 
big thing.” There’s no question in my mind 
that they should have been. They had the 
talent to go far. It was really heartbreaking to 
see it fall apart, before our eyes.
Gilbert: There was this kind of weird energy 

It’s kind of fuzzy. I can’t remember all the details of what 
happened. See, what happened was that Jerry crashed Robert’s 
mom’s car. He stole it and he disappeared. 

JOE HENDERSON | l-r Robert, Rudy, at the Redwood, 2010
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about the Stains, and with every good band 

Keith drama. Robert’s one of those guys, kind 

come up with some bullshit catch phrase 
and everybody would go around repeating 

get really obnoxious. He had Dez from Black 
Flag going around going, “Juggin’, juggin’,” 
acting like Robert. Jesse’s a really talented, 
crazy motherfucker, but it was a different 
thing. Jesse didn’t have that leader thing. 
There was a kind of power struggle, yeah, 
but in a weird, different way. I think those 
guys worked really well together. They wrote 
all those fuckin’ cool songs and they were 

wasted. You know, we all got fucked up, but 
we kept it together and Robert would keep 

and Robert would be punching him out, 
always shit like that. 
Tracy: I was there like a groupie hanging out, 
always around. I lived a few blocks away so 
I was always in line to be a singer or to do 

waiting, which they probably didn’t like me 
being around, waiting to jump on them. I was 
singing for them for maybe two weeks. Jerry 
and Robert got into a spat and I was there and I 
said, “I’ll do it.” That lasted like a week or two 
and they made up and Jerry was back. I stepped 
back and said, “Go for it.” Everybody was still 
cool with me and I was cool with them. That 
was my little spin with the Stains. 

Jesse: We didn’t have a singer so we drafted 
Rudy. Robert found him, I don’t know where. 
I have no idea where he came from.
Gilbert: Rudy was Chicano, but he was from 
Rosemead. He talked like a surfer—“Dude, 
totally….” He was like full-on White boy 
surfer type dude. He wasn’t from the ‘hood 
at all. So yeah, I don’t know where in the hell 
Robert found him. 
Rudy:
out and introduced me to Robert. Robert met 
Kevin and then they started talkin’ and he 
said, “Hey, you play with Black Flag,” and all 
this stuff, and then I started talking to Robert. 
At the time Kevin and I were jamming in a 
band called Gangrene. We were doing Sex 
Pistols covers and stuff like that and Robert 
started playing guitar for us. 
Gilbert: Robert calls the shots. I’d go to 
practice straight after school, fuckin’ books 
and stuff, smelling like pencils and erasers. 
And one time, there’s fuckin’ Chet Lehrer from 
Wasted Youth, just some chubby little Jewish 
kid, playing guitar with Robert. He was like, 
“Yeah, I think he might be playing with us.” 
I’d never met him in my life and I was like, 
“Okay.” I remember he came down, and then 
I think the next one was probably Rudy. 
Rudy: They didn’t have a singer and they 
were gonna play the Cuckoo’s Nest or 
something like that. I go, “I’m the leader in 
my band, you’re the leader in your band, why 
don’t we put our heads together and make one 

what we did. We got the Stains together, I 

started singing with the Stains and I brought 
some of my songs in.
Rudy: Jesse was teeter-tottering at that time, 

show when TSOL opened, I think Caesar played 

back and played Saturday at the Vex with Black 

and I remember Jesse played that night. He was 
drunk, so Robert fuckin’ punched him onstage. 
That was it for Jesse, pretty much. After that 
we couldn’t have him onstage ‘cause he kept on 
getting drunk, so we got Ceasar and Ceasar was 
like a rock. Ceasar’s cool. The Shadow—that’s 
what we called Ceasar. 
Ceasar:
played with the Stains. If I had to guess, it 
would be the Vex at Self Help Graphics. If 
not there, then it was the Hong Kong Café. 
Either one of those two places.
Gilbert: I remember some of the guys I 
was playing with in the Public Hairs; they 
were older cats and they were like, “Be 
careful, ‘cause those guys like PCP and all 
that stuff….” I personally never fell into that 
stuff. A lot of it had to do with I had fuckin’ 
school in the morning and I used to have to 
take two or three buses to get back home, 
so I’d have to leave Boyle Heights at nine 
o’clock at the latest and go back to Bell, and 
those guys used to get into trouble around ten 
at night. I remember I’d come to practice the 
next day after high school and I’d hear all the 
stories—“Damn, I missed out!” But yeah, 

EDWARD COLVER | l-r Robert, Rudy, Louie (?), Cesar, outside of the Cuckoo’s Nest, 7/25/81



Rudy: I used to not drink ‘til I got in the 

Thunderbird. We’d practice and then we’d 
drink a bottle of wine and chase it with a 
Coors tall boy—one Coors tall boy between 

Gilbert: Those guys never introduced me 
to that shit, either, which is kind of cool. I 
don’t know if it was conscious, but I think 
so because I really was young, and you 
never had Robert going, like, “Hey, man, 
get fucked up with me,” or “Shoot this….” 
They never did that shit, and I respect them 
for that. That was cool ‘cause, again, man, I 
really was young. But, yeah, crazy dynamics 
going on in that band. 

THE HIDEAWAY GIG

The fearsome foursome have got to be the 
raunchiest, crudest, rowdiest and loudest 
bunch ever to set foot on stage. Not holding 

anything back, they let it all hang out and 
thrash out with chaotic arrangements 
that inevitably provoke violence. –From 
“Neighborhood bands contribute unique 
sound,” by Sal de la Riva, ELAC Campus News
10/8/80

Ceasar: We actually got Jerry Atric back in 
the band after Rudy was in the band—for 
a short time—and we did a show at the 
Hideaway in downtown L.A.
Gilbert: It was somebody’s loft.
Jesse:
Ceasar: That was a huge show. I think it was 

didn’t get to play and 

went on stage with this butcher knife with 

long length] taped to his leg, over his army 
fatigues, and he was wearing a trench coat 
over it so you couldn’t see it. Robert had a 
big ol’ blade that he pulled out the back of 

his pocket. He went to the front of the 
stage and he’s wielding it, and people 
are throwing themselves backwards. 
We’re all laughing like wild men at the 
antics. In the middle of the set, Jerry 
pulls out this huge blade and throws it 

diiiing” sound]
right in the center of the stage and 
everyone was like, “Oh crap, another 
one!” And then my thing was, at the 
time, just swinging the bass around 
and throwing it towards the audience 
and stuff. We antagonized a little 
bit. People loved it. We didn’t get 

digging it.
Gilbert:
their gear, I remember. I remember 
Greg Ginn had that fuckin’ clear Dan 
Armstrong guitar, and he changed the 
strings during the sound check. We 
were sitting there talking, hanging out 
and I remember he was putting on his 
strings, and he would get the strings 
and he would yank the son of a bitch 

pretending to pull guitar strings some 
nine inches from an imaginary guitar], 

and they snap back] like, BAH! And 
then again—BAH! I’m like, “What 

stretching ‘em out.” And ever since 
then, I learned how to pull my strings. 
I’ll always remember that, and it was 
funny. But that was a cool gig.
Jesse: Black Flag never got to play 
that night ‘cause those fuckin’ assholes 
literally drove a car through the wall. 
I saw this sea of people coming in and 

Fuckin’ riot and I’m kicking people in 
the face and people are throwing stuff 
at me. The punk gigs back then were 
very, very violent. 
Ceasar: Yeah, one of our friends, this 
guy Emmanuel—we used to call him 

had superhuman strength. We would 
watch him do incredible things. He 

was a big guy you would want to have as 
your friend watching your back under any 
circumstances. They hired him as the door 
man. He was standing at the door, holding 
people back after the car crashed through—it 
left pretty big gaps on either side of the door. 
People started to squeeze through, and he 
was by himself, trying to keep all the people 
back. He let it go and the door just came off 
its hinges. They had to shut the show down.
Jesse: They fucked up. Bunch of art fags; didn’t 

Ceasar: 
show at The Hideaway, me swinging my 
bass around, I remember hitting somebody 
and it just going “DOOIIINNG!” and me just 
continuing to play the rest of the set. Two or 
three days afterwards, I happened to run into 
Circle One’s drummer, Jodie. He was with 
this girl, and they were at that show standing 
on the side of the stage, and I guess I hit his 

Black Flag never got to play that night 
‘cause those fuckin’ assholes literally 
drove a car through the wall. 

EDWARD COLVER 
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girlfriend in the head. I apologized profusely, 
because they were friends of ours, and he 
was like, “Oh, that’s cool. She’s all right. You 
didn’t break anything.” Within a month, I was 
at a show at Godzillas and we were watching 
Overkill play, and that bass player was wild in 
the same way. I used to love to watch him play. 
I was standing right in the front row and he 

Jesse: I’ll tell you a very funny story. I think 
it was at the Hideaway, actually. This girl was 

grab my bass, she’s trying to grab my dick, 
and I’m like “Get away!” I got pissed, and I 

was at the Starwood about three weeks later, 
and this girl comes up to me and she’s wearing 
a cast. She goes, “Oh, there you are,” or 
whatever, and I’m like, “Who the hell are you, 

guys, and I started remembering. I go, “Uh oh, 
they’re gonna fuckin’ fuck me up.” She goes, 
“It’s so cool! He’s the one who broke my 

And the guys were acting like I was some kind 

couldn’t believe it. “That was so punk dude! 
That’s punk!” We used to get cigarettes and 
we would burn our cheeks and our palms and 

forearms with cigarette butts outside the Hong 
Kong Café. To be in the club, you had to burn 
yourself. Of course, I was on PCP so I didn’t 
feel a goddamn thing. 
Ceasar: Yeah, I think I let him play a song or 
two. Robert didn’t want him back in the band, 
but I kind of felt bad for him, so I let him play 
a couple of songs. No hard feelings.
Gilbert: It’s so funny, because that thing 

for a lot of bands and people. I think that 

The cool thing about the Stains was you’d 
have these gigs and they were truly fuckin’ 
events. It wasn’t like you were gonna play 
some shit club in the middle of nowhere with 

like cultural fuckin’ happenings and it was 
really, really cool. Huge amounts of kids 
from all over the city, from Orange County, 

Ceasar: Previous to that, at the Vex was one 
of the last times I let him play the bass. He 
was so drunk out of his mind, hitting all of 
the strings at once trying to tune, stumbling, 
and falling forward. They started the song, 
and he started to play, and he just went boosh
and fell. Robert just says, “Ceasar, get up 
here. Get your bass,” and I ran up and took 
the bass from Jesse. He was gone. That was 
the last time Robert wanted him to try and 
play with the Stains.

“YOU SCARED THE SHIT 
OUT OF ALL THESE 
PUNKS”:
SAN FRANCISCO 

Gilbert:

went up with Black Flag, did one gig 

introducing us in that deadpan, weird, 
Paul Lynde voice, “And from Los 
Angeles, we have the Stains.” That 
was our gig there, and then the next 
night we did Target Video, or some 
gig, like some massive loft thing with 
Flipper and somebody else. I think 
that’s when Jello saw us. 
Rudy:
Biafra was in San Francisco. TSOL 

show with the Stains, so I was 
shaking. Jesse was there, “Dude, 
don’t worry. Ad lib if you forget a 
lyric, or say ‘yeah’ or something.” I 
was like, “No, I have to study these 
lyrics, man. I can’t miss a word,” 
so I kept reading these lyrics. I was 
dressed like a cholo, 
Ceasar: He was a surfer kid from 
Temple City. We would kindly 
make suggestions like, “Please 
don’t look like a surfer on stage, 
come on. Your name is Navarro, 
but come on. You don’t look like your 

raised in Temple City, come on!” “Phssh, 
yeah, whatever. You’re going to get us shot 

Rudy:
instrumental. So I just stood there all badass 
like a cholo with my head back and my 
headband, my white T-shirt, my undershirt, 
a skinny belt, big ol’ khakis and black suede 
shoes. Then we start playing “Sick and Crazy” 
and I tore off the bandana, started going off and 
singing. There were no punks, only a hippie 

his hair up, like “play louder,” mocking us. I 
grabbed him by the hair and I started singing 
right in his ear and shit. At the end of the show, 
this guy with a weird voice came up like “Hey, 

“Jello Biafra. No way! ‘California Über Alles!’ 

much.” So he shook my hand and said, “You 

He said, “Didn’t you notice there were no punks 

in the back the whole time. They thought you 
guys were the cholos who kick their asses every 
weekend and you came to their club and were 
gonna kick their ass right on stage. That’s why 
they’re all in the back.” And I’m like, “Wow, I 
didn’t even notice that.” He said, “That’s why I 
wanna shake your hand. You scared the shit out 

Ceasar: I don’t remember the incident 
with Jello. We played with Black Flag and 
I remember them shouting out over the 
mike “This song’s for the Stains!” and they 

We were like, “Yeah! Oh wait, I think he’s 

Gilbert: That cholo thing, or whatever you 
wanna call it, they’d never seen that before, so 

police brutality rampant back then. Lowriders 
weren’t really cool, man, and the cops would 
pull you over at will ‘cause you were driving 

but they knew all the guys and they had the 

respectively, a white and a green one. And 
the cops would pull them over all the fuckin’ 
time and arrest them for stupid shit, break 
their fuckin’ tail lights just like you see in the 
movies. So it wasn’t like a badge of honor. It 

never seen things like cholos back then, unless 
you grew up in San Pedro or something like 
that, and it was intimidating, or scary or weird. 
And Robert, man, Robert’s six-something. 
He’s a scary fuckin’ guy. You don’t wanna 

trench coat. Sometimes he’d have the fuckin’ 
beard and was just this maniac onstage, man. 
So yeah, they were scared, man. 
Rudy: Robert was nuts onstage. It was 
competition between him and me onstage 
‘cause he’d be running around doing his licks, 
playing guitar behind his back, swinging it 
between his legs, and just going crazy, man. 
And then I’d be running around back and 
forth, diving into the audience, sometimes 
stepping on his distortion box or unplugging 
it in the process. It was just nuts, because 
the audience and the music, everything gets 
moving and moving. You can’t slow down. 
You can’t stop. The energy is just so high.
Gilbert: We played up there. Everything 
went well. Kicked ass and fuckin’ jammed 
home and we played the Vex that night—the 

next to my house where I grew up. It was a 
fuckin’ chuntaro (a derogatory term for an 
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same way as “redneck” or “hillbilly”) place, 

have good fuckin’ stuff, like the Premiers 

play there. Anyway, it had moved there. So 
we came back down and did another kick-ass 
crazy gig. I think I had pink hair that I did in 
San Francisco. After the gig we went out into 
the alley behind the club in the back and did a 
photo session. That’s the album cover. That’s 
why we’re all sweaty and greasy and stuff, 

nightmare. If they’d just left it natural, you’d 
see the whole alley and it’d be a great shot, 
but they cut it out and put us in a fake alley. 
Rudy: And then Jello got us a show at 
the Whisky. 
Gilbert: He liked us. “I want you to open for 
me at the Whisky.” So we’re, like, “Cool.” 
And he goes “I’m gonna pay you guys. 

guaranteed.” That’s a lot of money back then, 
especially for a punk band.
Rudy: That was a killer show. I was bleeding. 
There was blood. There was mayhem. A 

and I just pointed him out and then all these 
punkers just grabbed him, like hands from all 
around, fuckin’ took him all the way out, and 
the bouncer said, “You’re out of here, hippie. 
You shouldn’t fuckin’ do that shit. Punkers 
aren’t gonna take that shit, trying to spit on their 
singer.” It was nuts. Then I dove off the stage 
and didn’t know there was a bar. I hit the bar 
and then someone got me with a fuckin’ spike 
on the nose, and I guess there are lots of blood 
vessels in the nose. It was bleeding like crazy, 
man. There was blood all over the place. This 

his hand to his face, then mimics leaving a hand 
print on the girl’s shirt] bam! Big ol’ red hand 
print on her back. 
Gilbert: So we do the gig, everything’s groovy. 

rocks, and then immediately went over and gave 
that to Spot for the recording of the record. 

“NO FUCKIN’ WHAMMY 
BAR”: THE ALBUM, SST, 
AND THE DISSOLUTION 
OF THE STAINS

Ceasar: We had recorded something at 
Robert’s house with a 4-track recorder, a 
rehearsal with Jerry. Black Flag wanted to 
record us, so we showed that to them and 
said, “This is how we sound in a controlled 
setting—as polished and rehearsed as we 
can get.” They said, “We have to record 
you!” They went on Rodney on the ROQ and 
played a song. From what I understand, they 
took that tape with them on tour and every 
time they did an interview on a radio station 
they would play us.
Rudy: We recorded at SST with Spot, the 

Kennedys gig went straight to one of those 
guys, Chuck Dukowski or Greg Ginn. Gave 
him the money and they recorded us, and we 
used Spot’s guitar. 
Gilbert: I thought they put it up. I had no 
idea that we actually fuckin’ paid for the 
recording of that thing. 
Ceasar: All the music on the album was 
written. There were some holes that Rudy did 

anything I had to put in, it was already done.
Rudy: I wrote some of “I’m Normal,” where 
he talks about frying his brains and being 
sick of being married and all that stuff—the 
aftermath. Basically the song originally just 
said he raped a nurse and she fell in love 
with him and that’s it. Then I said, “Okay, 
then they got married, he gets all the drugs 
he wants, but that gets old ‘cause it’s like a 
burnout life—just taking drugs, getting high 
and waiting for her to come home, bring him 
money.” So the end I wrote is basically he’s 

“Sick and Crazy” didn’t have an ending, 

so I had to write the end, “Hate my mom, hate 
my dad/He got in trouble, she got mad,” all 
that stuff, because otherwise it would have 

been, you know, “I told my mom I quit the 
scene” over and over. 
Gilbert: The recording of the album’s kind 
of weird. I think we went in at midnight or one 
in the morning, one of those kind of things. I 
remember there was donuts and a lot of coffee 

weren’t supposed to be that fast. If you listen 
to the demos, they’re a little bit more mid-
tempo, but energetic. Anyway, so we went in 
there, drank the coffee, started playing. Spot, 
the producer, was like a half-black, half-white, 
real smart, intellectual, cool hippie guy. All of 
a sudden, he’s like, “Yeah, Robert, I’ve got 

Robert had a Gibson Les Paul Junior, the later 
one that looked like an SG with the devil horns, 
with one pick up in the back. Great fuckin’ little 
guitar and that was Robert’s sound, amazing. 

Stevie Ray Vaughn-looking sunburst Strat all 
beat to shit and it’s got the whammy bar on it. I 
don’t think Robert had ever played one before.
Rudy: I’d never seen Robert use a Strat. If 
you look on the back of the album cover, he’s 
playing a Flying V. Always played a Flying 
V, no fuckin’ whammy bar. 
Gilbert: He plugs it in and he just, like 

whammy bar on the Strat]. I remember he just 
had this look like a crazy fuckin’ little kid. He 

Rudy: So when we recorded. He’s playing a 
whammy bar and he’s killing it. So sick. It’s so 
rad. It’s really cool. He’s goin’ nuts. It’s really 
psycho. I love the fuckin’ guitar he did. 
Gilbert: So when you hear the beginning 

album’s opening track, “Sick and Crazy”], 
you know, it’s all whammy. We’d never 

fuckin’ time he ever played like that. 
Rudy: And then he never played a Strat 
again. That was it. You never heard the Stains 
like that again. I don’t know why. He loves 
Gibsons and stuff like that. 

Riding a fucked up, smoke-infested bus to school in late 1970s, East Los was our tor-
ture. Hollywood was an uninviting cultural million miles away. Then we found something 

 It was a Stains, 

Art, Intelligent Politics, and Revolution? In East Los? And proud of it? It might 
as well have been one of Moses’ lost “Commandment Tablets”! It declared the arrival 
of an exodus “out” of East Los simply by staying “in.” 

After the gig, a lot of the locals didn’t fuckin’ get the “whole” message and merely 
played punk with British/American names and identities—but not us. In the same true, 
prideful spirit, Los Illegals were born and co-founded the original SHG-era Vex as 

But the Stains pulled the proverbial trigger. –Jesus Velo, Los Illegals
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“Simply put, they are the perfect punk band. Everything about ‘em was and always is 
perfect, except their recorded output—one album is not what you want from one of your 
favorite bands, you want ten chingon albums!”–Billy Branch, Trash Can School/Ollin/Sahua

Gilbert: It’s so weird because you’re playing 
the songs one way and all of a sudden they get 
changed and, trust me, a Strat really changes 
things when you use it like that. So right there, 
bingo, it was a totally different vibe. So he’s 
going crazy on the whammy and the whole band 

pumping sugar and caffeine, and you hear it on 
the record. You can hear how the songs start here 

music as he raises his hand upward], but it’s part 

Rudy: The studio was closing the next day, 
so we had to record from three in the morning 

with the tape in my pocket. I was stoked.
Gilbert: I remember Rudy was really adamant 
about getting a copy. He wanted a tape. So Spot 
burned him a copy real quick and Rudy went 

grade after that, and played it for all his buddies. 

band! We just recorded this last night!”

Rudy: At lunch I was playing it in the library 
to my friends, like, “Dude, listen to my band, 

was listening to Van Halen and stuff. That’s 

wasn’t popular. I wasn’t a rock star, like, 
“Yeah, I’m fuckin’ cool in the Stains, baby!” 

Gilbert: Rudy was great that way. We were just 
real classic East L.A. guys, but Rudy was middle 

Rosemead or Pomona or wherever the fuck he’s 
from. So he was a little bit more of a go-getter. 
Jesse: We were on a couple of compilations 

around right now—a bootleg of us playing at 
the Whisky with Fear and another one. The 
original Stains recorded on a friend’s Teac 
four-track. We recorded it in a garage in El 
Sereno with the original drummer Tony. It’s 
very rare. You gotta look around for it.
Rudy: What was really trippy about the Stains 
was we didn’t have an album out, you know 

following, but we had no album. That’s pretty 
tough, to have a following without an album. 

put us on compilations. They put out “Sick and 
Crazy,” “Pretty Girls,” and “Get Revenge,” on 
three different compilations, where we never 
saw a penny. I don’t remember ever signing 
papers or whatever, but they put us out on 

compilations. One was with Posh Boy, The 
Future Looks Bright Ahead. “Pretty Girls” 
is on that. Didn’t ever sign papers. Nobody 
asked me for that. Next thing, we’re on the 

some airplay. 

These L.A. Stains have been around for quite 
awhile, but they’ve only now gotten around 
to putting out vinyl of their own. It’s hard-
hitting thrash with a lot of metal influences, 
including sledgehammer rhythms and lead 
solos. I was expecting more of the slower 
metal-type songs, but this record kicks ass.
–Tim Yohannan, from Maximum Rocknroll #9, 
October/November 1983

There’s not a bad song on the record. It’s pure 
danger all the way. –Henry Rollins, from the 
notes to his 05/17/04 episode of the Harmony 
in My Head radio show, collected in the book 
Fanatic! , 2.13.61 Press

“We had so little money and so much to do that 
we really didn’t get a cash flow that allowed us 
to catch up until early ‘85. When the Stains 
broke up they couldn’t be a priority. The Meat 
Puppets and Hüsker Dü were active and they 
have complaints about late pressings, too.” –Joe 
Carducci, former A&R man, record producer, 
and co-owner of SST Records 1981-86, via 
email 2/29/12

Rudy:

way it was. I almost feel like they just put us 
in the closet. “We’re gonna make Black Flag 
more like the Stains and fuck you guys. We’ve 
got your shit in the closet. We’re gonna be the 
new Black Flag and metal it up a bit and you 

Gilbert: I don’t know, dude. I mean, I can be 
big-headed and say something like—which 
is what I’ve heard—is that Black Flag didn’t 
want the competition. I don’t think so, but why 
didn’t

totally did. I mean, there are a lot of musicians 
in the Stains audience, believe me, watching 
Robert do his shit, ‘cause Robert was a genius. 
There’s no doubt. The guy’s sick. He’s doin’ 
stuff, you know, beyond cool. I wish I had 

Ceasar: I didn’t ever think there was 
anything malicious behind that whole thing. 
It was just what happened. I remember them 
calling Robert, “Damn, dude, let us put this 
thing out!” Robert’s like, “Well, we need to 

time we had probably already started doing 
Nightmare and started playing less punk rock 
and more metal.

The Stains played a show with 
Black Flag, Fear, and Youth Gone 
Mad Friday September 11, 1981 at 
Devonshire Downs, located on the 
campus of California State Univer-
sity at Northridge.

Rudy: Devonshire Downs was crazy ‘cause 
some guy punched me really hard in the head 
and I had to recuperate and keep singing. 
That was pretty gnarly. It was our last show, 
so anyone who tried to get onstage, I’d push 

‘em off, kick ‘em off. I was playing King of 

know how punkers try to get up and do their 

even more, so it was like a frenzy. They kept 
on coming up and it was like a boxing match, 
dude, and singing at the same time. It was 
hardcore, man. At the end of it everyone was 
so burnt. Black Flag played and Henry was 
asking people to come onstage, like “C’mon,” 

dude.” It was hot. I couldn’t believe seeing 

“Why did you do it for that band, but you 

spent by then. There’s a video of Devonshire 
Downs shot from the sides, but I don’t know 
what happened to that. 

This was the last show the album 
lineup of the band would play for 
nearly thirty years.

Ceasar: It was a combination of a lot of things. 
Gilbert was kicked out shortly after that. He 
wasn’t showing up to practices and made it seem 
like he didn’t care. We got Louie in the band 
within that time. It was a year and a half, almost 
two years, between recording and releasing the 
record. We never got a chance to go into the 
studio and mix it or do anything to it. 



Tracy: The Stains got more hardcore and 
they got this singer, Earache, who was a 
big gnarly dude who would shoot speed on 
stage. He was totally terrifying. A nice guy 
one-on-one, but he was totally terrifying to 
be around. You don’t want to be on the wrong 
side of the friendship there.
Rudy: Robert’s more into metal and I’m more 
into techno/surf/disco/punk/whatever. I mean, 

Sinatra. So why can’t we do like Sinatra and 

song. He would rather do an original, make 
that the best thing. So it’s hard. His originals 
nowadays—well, not nowadays—he has a 
Nightmare set, which isn’t punk rock. It’s 
more metal. It’s really Sabbath and it’s heavy 

Ceasar: Rudy was kind of a pill to take at some 
times. I think what we did, actually—this is 
kind of mean—was tell Rudy that the band was 

with Snickers (of the Simpletones) singing, 
Louie on drums, me on bass, and Robert on 
guitar. I lasted with that for maybe a year or so. 
Then I got kicked out for whatever reason—I 
don’t remember, probably just being drunk and 
obnoxious—and they continued on for a while. 
Louis left that band. They got C’el’s (Revuelta, 
later bassist for Black Flag) brother, Chris, to 
play drums. That went through a whole maze of 
inceptions and members coming in and out for 

Jesse:
Of Terror, The Line. I played with Thee 
Undertakers for a little bit. Then it was The 
Plague and also I used to play bass with Greg 
Ginn’s girlfriend’s band. I forgot the name of 
the band. I’ve been in all kinds of chickenshit 
bands all over the fuckin’ Eastside. I’d even 
do a solo act here and there.
Ceasar:

Rudy: I had a band called Corpse. I bought a 

I was trying to do, like, peace and freedom 
songs—stupid shit that I thought would work 

and preachy shit, I guess. I thought it was cool 
at the time that I wrote it. I was really into it 
when I was nineteen. I was at Epcot Center 
in Florida. I was working the whole summer, 
working sixty hours a week at Epcot and 
writing songs. I came back with a bunch of 
money, bought a PA and a hearse, and got a 
band started. But I didn’t want to be like the 
Stains. I had a surf guitar and a distorted guitar, 
so I had that surf sound that I like. Plus, I had 
the distorted Hendrix sound like the Stains, 
and then wild drums and a steady, good bass 
player, Kim Barnham. But the songs just didn’t 

didn’t pull it off. It was my fault, but the energy 
was still there. We had slam pits and stuff, you 

It wasn’t a fun scene to be around. Cathay de 

It wasn’t that good of a scene. People were 
getting into heroin. So I said, “I’m getting into 

about music for a while,” and basically that 
was it. Got into working, building models for 
Disney. Went around the world basically doing 
that, buying musical instruments along the way 
and learning how to use them and write better 
and stuff.
Gilbert: Black Flag asked me to play—
probably the only fuckin’ guy who turned that 

and they called me up. I’d already dropped out 
of the scene. To me, it’d gotten really stupid—
all the skinhead kids coming around beating 
people up. I thought it was ugly. I thought it 
was dumb. The music didn’t mean anything 
to me anymore. I just dropped out and fell in 
love with the blues and the guitar. I had always 
been a massive Johnny Thunders fan and all 
that stuff, so it was natural and I kind of moved 
onto that. When Black Flag called me, not only 
was I not really into drums anymore, I had a 
six-month pregnant girlfriend. I remember they 
called, my mom answered, and it was Chuck. 
“Hey man, we’re gonna do a tour of Canada. 

look over and my wife’s standing there with 
a big gut. I’m seventeen at this point, and I’m 
like, “Gotta do the right thing.” You know what 

stupid. This isn’t the Stains! We’re professional musicians, 
not fuckin’ clowns!”

EDWARD COLVER | l-r Cesar, Jerry, Gilbert, Robert, Hong Kong Cafe, circa ‘80
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the family, but a lot also had to do with I just 
wasn’t into it, man. I was listening to, like, 
Aftermath (The Rolling Stones album), you 

Damaged album. 
I just wasn’t there anymore. 

“I AM THE STAINS”: 
REUNION AND RESTARTS

For years there were occasional 
rumblings around town of possible 
performances. I remember attending 
a backyard party in Boyle Heights 
in 1988 where it was rumored the 
band would play, but the show was 
broken up by cops in riot gear a 
few bands into the show. However, 
the Stains remained relatively qui-
et for most of the ‘80s. In 1989, 
those rumblings became reality.

Rudy: I sobered up for a year and thought, 
“I want to fuckin’ play again,” so I talked to 
them. We got along and started practicing. I 
got serious and made them sign contracts—
“No drinking before the gig, only after. Or, 
you have one beer before the gig just to 
loosen up and that’s it.”
Ceasar: 
and Blood On The Saddle. I was constantly 
playing. Robert and them, they weren’t playing 

as much. If anything, I remember us getting 
together, trying to get Robert playing again. So 
we put some shows together to get him back 
out on the stage where he should be. 

-
ber them playing was at a March 
5, 1989 “Bar-b-que Party” at Co-
conut Teaszer in Hollywood with 
Nip Drivers, Vandals, Steel Pole 
Bathtub, and Baby Tomatoes. I was 
a reviewer with the local college 
paper at the time. This was my take 
on the night’s festivities:

Taking the stage sometime past midnight, 
lead singer Rudy Navarro greeted the crowd 
and the band then roared into ”Sick and 
Crazy,” the first song on their self-titled 
album. A slam-pit comprised mainly of 
local East L.A. punkers erupted and almost 
overtook the stage. 

A little surprised by the crowd’s reaction, 
they went into “Violent Children,” and then 
“Gang-Related Death.” Once again, the 
crowd nearly swarmed the stage….

Although musically they weren’t as tight 
as they could’ve been, which according to 
Navarro was due to fatigue, they made 
up for it by interacting with the audience. 
On more than one occasion, Navarro was 
knocked down and dragged by his feet into 
the audience. When he wasn’t being dragged 

offstage, he would jump off, microphone still 
in hand, and slam-dance with the crowd.

Towards the end of their set, former Black 
Flag Singer Dez Cadena took the stage with the 
band and sang versions of “La Bamba” and 
“Louie Louie,” which he dedicated, referring 
to the locals in the crowd, to the “boys from 
the neighborhood.” –Jimmy Alvarado, from 
“Stains return to stage after five years,” East Los 
Angeles College Campus News, 3/15/89

Although Gilbert performed with the 
band at the Teaszer show, my recol-
lection is that for the majority of 
the shows during this period, the 
lineup was comprised of Rudy, Rob-
ert, Ceasar and later member Chuy 

the lineup at their next big show on 
May 12, 1989 at the Country Club in 
Reseda with the Weirdos, Slapshot, 
Chain Of Strength and Positive Ap-
proach, a show memorable for a 
number of reasons, including the 
appearance of a belligerent (and 
inebriated) Jesse Fixx. 

Ceasar: That was a fun show. They brought 
out Rudy in a casket with a smoke machine. It 
worked out pretty well. We started with “Pretty 
Girls.” The beginning intro we kind of carried 
on a little bit longer, and then he popped out of 

VIOLENT CHILDREN 

Violent Children was just an offshoot of 
the Stains, really. Tracy was a little tiny guy, 
just the coolest cat. Looked like Johnny Rotten—re-
ally white, pasty skin, stubble and the guy’s like 
nineteen or twenty—leather jacket, torn khakis, just 
fantastic. He was just a massive fan of the Stains. 
He would come to the gigs and he wound up putting 
together this band called Violent Children. 

The Stains’ singer, Jerry, was in and out. I 
guess they were going through some little squabbles 
thing between Robert and Jerry. I was right there, 
ready to jump in and be the Stains singer anytime. 
That wasn’t to be, so I said, “Fuck it. Why don’t 
you guys back me?” 

I don’t know who else it was, but Jesse 
was the guitar player in that band. Tracy was sing-
ing. And there was somebody else, so that was that 
connection. They were cool.

Violent Children was whoever showed up that 
night. If there was a gig, we would say, “Violent 
Children are playing,” and whoever showed up that 
night—if it was three guys, four guys, whoever was 
there—would play. It was a joke band. 

 Totally a joke band, you know, ‘cause I am 
what I am and my singing, it is what it is. 

 We used to do Sex Pistols, Ramones, and 
Buzzcocks covers, stuff like that. It was not a 
real band. We used to do it just for fun. 

 This was really early to be a punk cover 
band. I got the Stains to back me up, and I was so 
stoked. At the time, it was nothing because we were 
all homeboys and it was just us doing what we’re 
doing. In retrospect, twenty to thirty years later, 
I am really glad and thankful that they backed me 

at that time. It was just all of us doing what we 
do naturally. It was just totally natural osmosis, 
nothing contrived about it. 

 They played with us at the Vex that one 
gig—Castration Squad, Black Flag, us, and the Vio-
lent Children. 

 They asked us if there was any other band 
we wanted to play with. When we had practices and 
parties at Robert’s house, we would all switch in-
struments and bring in some of our friends to play 
instruments, too. There was a group out of this. I 
think it was a guy named Emmanuel on guitar, Robert 
on bass. I think Jesse was on drums and our friend 
Tracy singing. They learned some songs. They did 
some UXA, Germs, Black Flag, X-Ray Spex, maybe, 
stuff like that. So we had Violent Children open 
up for us. 
G  There’s a Flipside magazine (the Darby 
Crash Memorial issue). I just found it in my clos-
et. You open it up and it’s got this great picture 
of the Stains—can’t see me, of course, but you see 
my cymbals way up high and the stick going up. You 
see Jerry kind of standing there in his trench coat 
and his winos. You see Ceasar just fuckin’ hittin’ 
it. You see Robert with a trench coat and a beanie, 
his eyes rolling in the back of his head playing 

about the Violent Children and stuff. I think the 
reviewer says, “These guys are really good, but 
it’s funny seeing Mexicans singing with English ac-
cents.” That was Tracy. [laughs]

 It’s funny. Now they get mentioned as an 
East L.A. band, but they didn’t go out and try to 
get gigs as Violent Children. They would open up 
for us because they were our friends.



Jesse:
going, “This is fucking stupid. This isn’t the 
Stains! We’re professional musicians, not 

Ceasar: Yeah, that whole thing started in the 
parking lot. We got there early, sound checked, 
and we were standing out back of the Country 
Club. Here comes Jesse and Linda (Jesse’s 
girlfriend), stumbling down the alley. He 
comes up to me and pushes me. “Hey fucker. 

Robert looks down at him and goes, 
“Dude, you’re too fucked up. You can’t play,” 
and they started in on it. It subsided somewhat, 
but he kept asking and asking. I remember 
talking to Robert right before we played, and 
he told me not to let him play because he’d 
make us look like a joke. It was really hard 
because he was really loud, right in front of 

the stage, going from begging us to let him 
play, then to insulting me. “Fuck you, Ceasar. 
You don’t know how to play! Everything you 
know is because I taught you!”
Jesse: It was very bitter. I’m still not over 
it. I saw the potential in the band. I saw the 
band after I left. I saw them with the Weirdos 
at the Country Club. It was a couple of years 

These guys are fuckin’ clowns.” 
Ceasar: He was in the audience yelling at me, 

a song!” Robert was like, “No, don’t do it.” 
Jesse:
shit out of this fuckin’ skinhead. They 

off those guys” and I go, “You know who I 

The band also recorded a demo 
around the same time featuring re-
workings of three songs from the 
band’s earlier days: “Bombs Over 
Iraq” (formerly “Bombs Over Iran”), 
“Think Hard,” and “Not Me.” The 
latter, according to Jesse, he co-
wrote with Jerry Atric.

Your parents know of your decondemnation,
They’ve always regretted that delayed abortion,

You were a bad case of misconception,
The love they gave you was a kind of deception,

So who’s gonna fuck you with a face like that?
Who? Not me.
–“Not Me,” the Stains
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that we deserved. 
That’s the epitome of the Stains. 

I think that’s our story.
JOE HENDERSON | l-r Robert, Rudy, Chuy, at the Redwood, 2010



Ceasar: We played with Circle One on 

freeway—I forget what it was called. Now 
it’s some kind of a church, in the basement of 
a restaurant. That was a pretty rowdy show. 
I liked them, with the original singer John 

liked their themes, what they stood for, and 
their whole straight edge thing. I dug them. 
They always had our back.

The band continued playing shows 
through the following year, in-
cluding the infamous closing night 
of U-Gene’s in Santa Fe Springs—
an all-day show culminating with 
the club’s plumbing destroyed, the 

the place pretty much trashed—and 
other shows across the county.

Ceasar: Then it just kind of died again.
Rudy: We tried to be fully professional, with 
T-shirts and just tried to be a band and stuff, 
but I don’t know what happened. I think I 

Ceasar: I know there were some inceptions of 
the band after I was married and didn’t want 
anything to do with it. They tried to bring it 
back and did some more shows, and I wasn’t 
a part of it. They knew I was doing my thing. 
I was raising two boys, was married, had a 

many with Rudy as the sole member 
from previous lineups along with 
members of Circle One, Tongue, and 
others, continued to pop up to play 
the odd show over the years. One of 
particular importance took place 
at Highland Park’s American Legion 
Hall December 19, 2008. In a sad 
bit of coincidence, original bass-
ist Jesse Fixx succumbed to throat 
cancer the day before. 

The band was originally booked as 
the Rudy Stains Band for the bill, 
which also featured Legal Weapon 
and the Gears. After Ceasar and 
Gilbert signed on to participate, 
however, the band again adopted 
the Stains moniker. Michael Valle-
jo, guitarist for Circle One and 
frequent adjunct Stains member in 
more recent years, rounded out the 
lineup that night.

Ceasar: It felt great. Rudy and I and 
Gilbert had rehearsed twice, maybe for an 
hour, and it was real shaky. Prior to that, I 
had not picked up a bass for years. I came 
home and my forearm was all swollen and 
feverish. I felt like I had Carpal Tunnel 
Syndrome. I had to ice my hand. I was in 
pain. For that show, I took a handful of 

and was like “Let’s do it.” I remember 
looking over at Gilbert and laughing, 
thinking it was crazy. 

Though he initially de-
clined to perform, Rob-
ert was in attendance 
that night, and midway 
through their set, the 
band managed to coax him 
onstage for one song. 
Michael handed his gui-
tar to Robert, then rev-
erently bowed before 
taking a spot to view 

performance in decades. 

Ceasar: When Robert took the 
stage, it was like somebody told 
me the most hilarious joke ever. I 
tried so hard to contain myself. I 
wanted to laugh out loud so bad. 
Robert was tentative, too. He was 
making excuses, but we were like, 
“Come on, one song!” One song 
turned into two, three songs. After 
the third song he was like, “Okay, 

awoke something in him.

was “Not Me,” and it 
was like they had never 
stopped playing—Boom! 
Right on point and was 
the best song that entire 
set. You could feel the energy 
oozing from the stage and the crowd 
went apeshit.

Ceasar: Gilbert is an amazing drummer. 
Totally a different style from when we played 

him back then that, “Nobody can throw rolls 
like you.” Now he doesn’t so much do that, 
but he’s changed his style so differently. 
It’s so jazzy, it’s him. I haven’t heard any 
drummer play like him.

Robert, he just continues to evolve. But 

way he plays. I remember there was a time 
we were listening to a lot of ZZ Top and lo-
and-behold, he’ll throw a lick in there.

anything like the way I used to play. I was 
just trying to keep up with them. We literally 

playing with a pick. I didn’t even know I 

Following the show at the Legion, 
the Stains began another period of 
activity that lasted for approx-
imately one year with the Rudy/
Robert/Ceasar/Gilbert lineup, re-
cording another demo and play-
ing numerous shows all over town. 
Then, one by one, the lineup again 
changed. Gilbert was replaced by 
Chuy Loera, Ceasar was replaced by 
comparative youngster Jason Flu-
harty and by the time they played 

a notable set at the Frontier Re-
cords 30th Anniversary Show at the 
Echoplex in Silverlake, the line-
up again featured Rudy backed by 
Michael, Jason and punk-drummer-
about-town Sean Antillon. 

As of this writing, the band’s 
most recent performance was a 2011 
Fourth of July backyard party with 
a lineup comprised of Rudy, Mi-
chael, Jason and Gilbert. 

“GO AWAY GO”: 
HISTORICAL REVISIONISM 
AND THE STAINS’ LEGACY

East Los Angeles’s punk scene, 

month period in 1980 when the Vex 
shows were hosted at Self-Help 
Graphics, enjoyed a renewed inter-
est in the music. Assorted museum 
exhibitions, documentaries, schol-
arly papers, articles, and books 
have waxed poetic about the pillar 
bands that made it such an inter-
esting and diverse scene—with one 
glaring exception….
Gilbert: We don’t even get mentioned, 
homes. You’ve got all these fuckin’ books 
coming out, Land of a Thousand Dances
and whatnot—that’s a great title. I would’ve 
loved to have been part of that book, 
man—we don’t get mentioned and who gets 

Undertakers. To tell you the truth, maybe I 
saw Thee Undertakers one time. Again, no 
disrespect to those cats, not at all, but I don’t 



“Pretty Girls” always made me feel better when I was feeling horny 
and couldn’t get no play. –Brady Rifkin, The Fingers/Ink Disease Fanzine

THE SNAPPERS

 We also had an electronica band with two 
guys from Nervous Gender. 

 Ge-
rardo Velasquez and I would get together with some 
old Magnus organs and we’d play with that and with 
cassettes. I think by that time Gerardo was making 
loops out of tape cassettes. We would make cassettes 
and just kind of fuck around. And then Gerardo met 
up with Robert and Jesse and he invited me over to 
meet them. That’s how Snappers was formed.

 It was funny because we just opened up a 
dictionary, tossed it up in the air, and the page 
opened. It was on the letter S and we were going, 
“Snapper: Person or thing that snaps.” We just 
started busting up. “Hey, that’s a good name.” 

 I think we had only one rehearsal, or 

it was the second rehearsal, and the 
drummer quit. He hated what we were 
doing. Jesse moved to drums, Robert 
put a fuzzbox on the bass, and Gerardo 
had an old synthesizer. Then he asked 
me to sing.

 We had two keyboard players, I 
played drums, and Robert played guitar, 
and we used to do the bass on a synthe-
sizer. And then the other guy used to 
just make a bunch of wild noise. Kinda 
like Hawkwind—heavy metal rock with 
space effects. That was crazy. 

 It was interesting stuff, 
but Jesse was so annoyed by what we 
were trying to do that he made sure 
that it self-destructed.

 We used to do all the clubs in 
Hollywood. We played the Masque, the 
Whisky.

 I think we only did one show. 

“At the L.A.C.E. gallery Halloween 
party 1978, the guests witnessed “an 
evening of random acts of violence,” 
a performance appropriately titled by 
its executors, The Snappers.

The concert began with general 
signs of confusion within the band. 
The drummer, who needed no electric-
ity, mouthed incomprehensible screams 

their cords for power. The music 
started, drums lagging a fraction of a 

-
son mercifully pulled the cord which 
supplied all the electricity. 

When the power returned, the band 
began once more, this time in beat. 

-
phone went dead. Vociferous Mikee, the lead singer, 
continued to sing in spite of the technical dif-

vocals; the electric bass setting on the synthe-
sizer gradually turned to noise. At this point 
the frustration, or alcohol consumed by the band, 

-
son, left the stage. Guitarist Robert kicked a hole 
in one of his speakers. Drummer Jessie toppled over 
his drums. 

The L.A.C.E. gallery concert was only the sec-
ond for The Snappers, and because of their internal 

(From The Snappers—The Disintegration of a Band, 
posted on Nervous Gender’s website)

LOUIS JACINTO | Edward and Gerardo (both of Nervous Gender) and Robert, 10/31/78  
(Robert and Gerardo were in The Snappers.)
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remember them being out there on the front 
lines so much. I remember The Brat being 
out there a bit, but again, playing safe, nice, 
new wave shows. They were a different 

way to describe them, nothing wrong with 

girl. They did pop songs. Undertakers—punk 
rock, I guess. Los Illegals—new wave, older, 
more socially aware kind of band. But, yeah, 
dude we don’t even get mentioned. As the 
years roll on and you see how important SST 
was on so many different levels—the do-it-
yourself factor, the bands that were spawned 
from that label, everything about it is just 
massively important—who else was on there, 

“Land of a Thousand Dances is a history 
of Chicano Rock and Roll, of which punk is a 
chapter.  A sub-theme of the book is the role of 
key venues in the development of Chicano rock, 
including The Vex.  The authors were limited in 
how much of the punk scene they could cover, 
and based that section around the groups that 
performed regularly at the Vex.  Los Illegals and 
the Brat got their start at the Vex, continued 
playing there even as they booked more and 
more gigs, and recorded. The Brat were selected 
in part because they had a female lead singer, 
and women were all-too-rare contributors to 
Chicano rock since the 1950s.Still, the Stains are 
a critical component of the East LA punk scene, 
and are worthy of discussion.” –Tom Waldman 
(co-author, Land of a Thousand Dances)

Jesse: This is the one thing I’ve got to 

got the credit that we deserved. 
Ceasar: That’s the epitome of the Stains. I 
think that’s our story.
Jesse: We broke ground. Do you know how 
hard it was to walk around here in a black 

know the bullshit I had to put up with from 
the cops, the cholos, the community, and then 

Gilbert: The thing is these kids can’t even 
fuckin’ get the record. It’s ridiculous—thank 
you, SST—which in a way, ‘cause I’m still a 
romantic, it’s still kind of that little jewel you 

it. It’s a hundred bucks at record stores.

“I wouldn’t be surprised if they never received 
anything. If I remember, we finally pressed a 
thousand albums, but they were slow to sell 
and earned so little on the first run that they 
probably weren’t owed much. Also, the Stains 
spent little in the studio but more on the album 
cover, and at the time the other bands weren’t 
incurring art costs.” –Joe Carducci, former 
A&R man, record producer, and co-owner of 
SST Records 1981-86, via email 2/29/12

SST released a single pressing of 
the album in 1983 and according to 
various Stains members, they never 
received any royalties from the re-

lease. Two members went to 

retrieved the few remain-
ing copies the label had so 
that they would have copies 
available for fans attend-
ing shows during that pe-
riod. The album remains one 
of the few in SST’s early 
output that has not been 
rereleased and is not list-
ed as part of their cur-
rent catalog. Although the 
masters have been located 
and there have been rumors 
that at least two different 
labels have expressed in-
terest in reissuing it, the 
album remains out of print 
to date. 

since the earliest incarna-
tions of the Stains began 
rumbling in The Dungeon, the 
East Los Angeles punk scene 
has continued. At least 
three or four major gen-
erations of the subculture 
have found a primary home in 
neighborhood backyards and rented 
halls. It has even seen a marked 
increase in popularity in recent 
years, with numerous bands sprout-

regular local punk venue since the 
1990s, The Blvd.

Ceasar: I think it’s great that punk is so 
popular in Boyle Heights/East L.A. We had 
a conversation earlier where I said I’d love 
to play the Blvd., and you’re talking about 
all these warehouse gigs that are coming up. 
I’d love to play Boyle Heights/East L.A. 
with these newer bands. If anything, that’s 
probably our core audience, right there. I 

don’t know us because we never played to 
them, but I’d love to have that opportunity.

The Stains did manage to play the 
club at least once—with Aztlan Un-
derground, La Bestia, and others 
on the bill. The Blvd.  closed in 
late 2011, after years of hosting 
regular shows featuring bands from 
as far away as Sweden.

Ceasar: In East L.A. I believe that they 
do have an advantage now. We were still 
breaking in our parents to just accept us as we 
were: the things that we were doing and the 
music we were listening to. Now it’s almost 
mainstream. Anywhere you are, you see a 
guy walking down the street with a mohawk. 
It’s like, “Oh, another one.” Back then it was 

Rudy: “I’m gonna join a gang, mom”—that’s 
basically what it was like, but to me it was it.

would’ve been fuckin’ Elvis, you know what 

whatever. I would’ve been in on the scene. If 

or I would’ve been one of those guys in that 

where it was. Black Flag, Stains. I was in that 
scene, man. It was a movement, punk rock. It 

down a road that’s never been traveled before. 
Today it’s been traveled a hundred times and, 

know, there’s so much to bitch about, then all 
of a sudden you’re just this bitchy band that 
bitches all the time. That just gets old and 

Gilbert: I don’t know if that could happen 
nowadays, because Chicanos and East L.A., 
it’s just so different now. It’s so fucked up. I 

man. I loved Javier Solis and stuff as a kid, 
but it was your parents’ music. It was pretty 

was gonna listen to. It seems like now, this 
generation, these kids, they listen to that 
stuff, and they kind of bring it into the fold. 
It’s like yeah, that’s all groovy, but I don’t 
know, man. I have a fuckin’ hard time with 
that. These kids, like, they don’t assimilate 
the way we did, you know. They’re losing out 
on the American experience. They’re losing 
out on shit like punk rock. That was the last
thing you wanted to do, was listen to your 
fuckin’ parent’s music, man. Do you know 

me and those guys—you never would’ve had 

Ceasar: It’s harder now because there are just 
so many more bands. I think it’s great, though. 
They’ve got the venues and the resources to 
book clubs and warehouses and take it to a 
different level that we never took it to. 
Jesse: Punk rock is more acceptable now. 
That’s one. You can walk down the street 
with spiked hair and not get your ass kicked. 
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That’s two. You can walk down the street 
with a transvestite without getting your ass 

Gilbert: You’re losing the fuckin’ danger. See, 
the thing is I think it’s fucked forever. It started 

of grew up with hippie parents or whatever. 
Now this generation, you grew up with punk
parents, so it’s like, it’s weird. “You want me 

have my studded belt….” C’mon, man. 
Rudy: Nowadays they’ve got cops who are 
punk rockers, teachers who are punk rockers, 
coaches who are punk rockers, parents who 

mom and dad “I’m in a punk band,” like my 
mom and dad would want to go see me. They 
never saw me play in their life, except for 
videotape, and they still weren’t proud. 
Gilbert: Now, I came from a happy family and 
shit as best as I can remember. I never said, 
“Hey fuck you mom, fuck you dad.” I was 
rebelling, but it wasn’t like conscious, like, 
“Oh, fuck your stuff.” It was just different. It 

was our trip. These guys, it’s like, “Yeah, yeah, 
I went to school with that guy. I can help you 
get on that record label,” or, “Oh yeah, you 

Not to be so fatalistic or horrible, but I 
mean rock‘n’roll really is dead in that sense. It 
used to fuckin’ irk me to no fuckin’ end when 
Nirvana and all that shit came out. Nirvana’s a 
good band, okay, but not doing anything new, 
homes, seen it before. “The Year Punk Broke.” 
What, ten years later

remember doing an interview for some band I 
had at the time and they asked about Nirvana 
and my answer was, “Been there, done that.” 
See, it was for the masses, for all the little kids, 

you know, not chubby, but just kind of like an 
older lady who’d been in the Navy in WWII 
and was just, like, a mom
your parents know more cool music than you, 
have done more drugs than you, it’s done. I 
love it that I was part of that last rock ‘n’ roll 

day, man. After punk rock that’s it. That was 
the furthest you could push it. Everything since 
then has been rehash, and I’m not trying to be, 
you know, egotistical. It’s just a fact. It’s done. 

Rudy: It’s really tough to talk about politics 
and stuff ‘cause everybody’s everywhere, you 

New York. If we don’t bomb them back, then 
it’s like if someone punches you in the face. 
Are you gonna punch them back or are you 

“Well gosh, I don’t know….” It just seems like 
people are afraid to say what they want to say. 
Politics nowadays is like nobody knows what 
side to stand on. Either you’re all the way left 
or all the way right. There’s no in between, 
and punk rockers I think are trying to stay in 
between right now ‘cause they want to sell 
records and they don’t want to be looked at as 
the bad guy. I don’t know. I haven’t really seen 
any punk songs that are really political, like 
“Fuck this and fuck that,” you know what I’m 

like, just off the wall and grab my attention. 
Gilbert: I think the last time anything kinda 
cool happened was, like, remember the late 

the very, very last. The thing about that time is 
you had a lot of guys like me, my generation. 
They just grew their hair out and started playing 
Aerosmith again. A lot of those guys, like L.A. 
Guns, were old punks. 
Jesse: Okay, right now it’s a funny scene 
going on, ‘cause I’m playing in a punk band 
right now, the Shag Rats. We’re doing, like, 
glam. We’re doing like Bowie, Heartbreakers, 
T-Rex, that kind of thing. And there’s another 
split scene—’cause I do backyard parties 
right now—and they’re doing hardcore. So 
there’s this split and then there’s this middle 
ground, where they’re doing something in 
the middle. I think what I’m trying to do is 
lead and do something more progressive and 
imaginative, more melodic. The other day we 
were trying to play and everybody’s kinda 

That got everybody dancing. Even the parents 
came out of the house we were playing. They 
came out dancing and they’re going, “Hey, 
that’s a great song.” And then we did “Do 

gotta do. We gotta play different from the 
rest of these fuckin’ bastards.” And that’s 
what they’re catching on to, so that’s why 

that crap.
Ceasar: I totally agree with everything you 
read and hear about, people talking about “punk 

rock saved my life.” It’s true. I think people 
need to have an outlet, whether it is sports, or 
music, or something creative. I think holding it 
in is bad. It helps you develop as a person, helps 
your whole psyche. It helps you survive in this 
crazy world to know that you can let loose. As 
you can tell, I’m a pretty reserved person. Punk 
rock was an outlet. It enabled me to get out 
aggression, all this pent-up anger that I had. It’s 
got a lot of great, therapeutic values.
Jesse: We were tough. We had to be tough. I 
hang out at Homeboy Industries, which is a self-
help thing for cholos and shit, and I talk to the 
cholos and I realize a lot of the things they did, I 
did. Like, we were cholos, but we were punks—

we did. And I’m like, goddamn, I was a fuckin’ 
gangster, only I wasn’t doing it over streets, I 
was doing it over, “Don’t fuck with me.” I had 
switchblades. And I’m going, “I’m just as bad as 
these dudes,” and these dudes are in wheelchairs. 

his treatment for throat cancer]. I’ve been shot. 
I’ve been stabbed. I got staples in my head. I’ve 

been fucked over pretty bad by violence in the 
street. So I’m not any different than those guys at 
Homeboy. It just brings me full circle. This is just 
a violent world that we live in and I’m playing 
this violent music, and maybe the violent music 
is attracting the violence. But, at the same time, 
I think I have to express my anger at society. 
Like, my love life sucks, so I have to talk about 
it. Whatever I’m pissed off about I talk about, 

around again. Kids are starting to play David 

I’m playing with these guys right now that are 
doing the exact same thing, so it’s like, “What 

and the usual suspects. I love it, especially since 
I’m an expert guitar player. I like the Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs, The Subways, Tsar, Wolfmother—oh, 
they are the bomb!
Ceasar: I think today I would still consider 
myself a punk, at heart. Values, having kids, 
all that stuff has changed—anarchy, I don’t 
think that will ever work—but the sheer 
aggression of the music will always remain 
in my heart. That’s my preference out of all 
genres of music.
Jesse: I just met a girl a little while ago with 
purple hair. I go, “Hey, I used to go with a 
girl who had purple hair,” and she looks at 

to play for the Stains,” and she knew who 
the fuck we were. We still got it.

The Stains caught my eye because they were totally dangerous at 
the time. I mean, I don’t know how dangerous they were, but their 
music, when we saw them play, they were just like, “ARRRGH.”

–Tracy Skull, Thee Undertakers





Paul:

Amy: I started going to shows before I started listening to anything 

I was going to indie shows at the local Knights of Columbus. After 
doing that for awhile and not really paying much attention to the 
music, I started to get into street punk. That was in my later teens, 
and there were a couple of really good bands in DC at the time. There 
was Crispus Attucks and The Goons. The Goons were more in line 
with what I was listening to; Crispus Attucks was kind of a skate 
punk band. I went to shows at the Wilson center, the Kaffa House, 
and a place called Phantasmagoria. Those were the main staples of 
my younger years. As I got a little bit older, I started listening to more 
crusty, political stuff.
Paul:
Amy:

Paul:
Amy: A bit. Around the same time I started going to shows, I started 
taking media classes in high school. I was lucky enough to go to a 
school that had video production and media classes. 

Around the same time, I also discovered this woman named Jean 
Kilbourne, who’s this very famous feminist media scholar. She did this 
movie called Killing Us Softly, which I saw in later high school, and 
that really kicked me off into wanting to learn more about feminism. 

At the time that riot grrrl was happening, I was actually listening to 
TLC and that kind of thing. I hadn’t yet discovered shows. I had this 
kind of feminist consciousness that was starting to develop, but it 
was pretty separate from my life in the punk scene. I went to shows 
because I liked music and I wanted to hang out, drink beer and just 
party and be with my friends. I wasn’t really combining those things—
political consciousness and music—until I started listening to more 
crusty music, getting into Nausea and bands like that. It has been an 
ongoing process for me since my early twenties of bringing those 
things together.
Paul: Has it been a conscious effort to bring those things together, or 
has it been a natural evolution and they just kind of overlapped each 

Amy: A bit of both, I think. At this point, I’m very conscious of the 
political implications of a lot of things that, when I was younger, I just 

the way I view the world, or the things I’m interested in.
Paul:
Amy: Also around the same time—my late teens. I did a little bit of video 
stuff in high school, tinkering around and volunteering with the school TV 
station. In college I was actually a broadcast journalism major.
Paul: Wow.

Amy:
the last classes I took in my last semester of college was a documentary 

were like, “We really want to take this class. Is there any way we can 

we just wanted it to happen so badly. We were able to get the class 

it, which was cool. I did a forty-minute documentary about the DC 
hardcore scene.
Paul: After the Salad Days
Amy: Yeah, yeah. That was just sort of about what I perceived to be a 
resurgence of a more traditional style of DC hardcore that was going 

Paul:

Amy: Yeah, it was a class project. I spent the semester seeking out 

that particular scene. I interviewed people from bands like Striking 

house, and this guy Bobby who used to own Smash Records which 

was fairly early on in its lifespan. It was just kind of a portrait of that 
scene at that moment.
Paul: Looking back on that now, are there things that you would have 

Amy: Yeah. It’s really funny to contrast it with From the Back of the 
Room. When I did After the Salad Days, I thought of it as investigative 
reporting, and “this is cool,” and whatever. I didn’t really think about it 
until I started to talk to people about From the Back of the Room, but 
there were no women interviewed at all in After the Salad Days. So 

own kind of developing consciousness, and partially that speaks to the 
fact that it is the legit state of affairs in a lot of more hardcore genres.
Paul: Sadly.
Amy: Yeah, but it’s totally the deal.
Paul: You mentioned in a MRR interview from a couple years ago, 
that it wasn’t until after making After the Salad Days that sexism in 
punk and DIY communities started occurring to you. How did you 

Amy: I think it just kind of crept on me. It may have been something 
that was there all along, and I’m sure that it was, but I didn’t really 
start thinking about it until later. I think I just kind of started noticing 
things more than I had previously. I don’t think there was a concrete 
line where all of a sudden sexist things started to happen to me. I think 
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I had kind of tuned them out for awhile, because it’s like a coping 

Paul:
Amy: I don’t know. It’s one of those chicken and egg things. Did I 
start identifying as a feminist before other people started calling me 

politics; there are these weird words that people will call you. “Now 

about myself, and that was weird. 
Paul: How did you react once you were painfully aware that sexism 

Amy: I think, over the years, I’ve kind of become more comfortable 

things that were going on around me, I had this attitude where, “Okay, 

don’t want to start an argument.” I kind of hit this point where I didn’t 
really care. It wasn’t worth it to stay quiet if it meant I then doubted 
my integrity in the morning. That said; I’ve hit this point where I 
do realize the value of picking your battles, because if you call out 
everybody all the time for every tiny thing that goes on, you’re just 
going to become burnt out and then you’re no good to anybody.
Paul: Would you say that the making of From the Back of the Room
was, on some level, partly a reaction to what you were seeing and 

Amy: From the Back of the Room
was a reaction in some respects, but I think it was also that people are 
always going to be curious about other people who are like them. Of 

these people. I wanted to meet these people and really talk to them. 
It’s kind of like this weird process of self-actualization, in a way. One 

to feel more connected to my own history in a way—because I don’t 
really feel my own personal history in music to be connected to Kim 
Deal or Patti Smith or anyone like that.
Paul:
Amy: I was just never into their music when I was younger. I’ve 
always gone to shows, and always been a part of DIY punk—for 

thirty now. I think being able to physically connect with those people 
was really educational for me. I learned a lot about the diversity of 
women’s opinions in DIY.
Paul: Without naming names, were there any perspectives that 

Amy: I think it was interesting to see different women’s interactions 
with people in relation to their gender. That was one of the questions 
we asked. “Well, how do people react to you, or how have they reacted 

nothing’s clean or consistent in real life. I sort of expected the people 
who were around earlier to be like, “Oh things were really hard,” and 
the people who are younger saying, “It’s really great now,” but, of 
course, it wasn’t like that. Everyone’s experience varies so much. That 
was pretty surprising to me at the time.
Paul:
Amy:

of my own personal experience and history in DIY. 

bands. I was starting to really travel and see that punk scenes across 
the country were each kind of unique in their own way—meeting a 
lot of people and being on the road and just getting sort of addicted 

cash for what we were trying to do. We fundraised steadily for a 
year and a half, and overlapped that with a year of trying to contact 

the logistics of doing interviews, negotiating a really tight schedule of 
meeting people, setting up, shooting, and then getting back in the car. 
It was like booking a tour, but for a different purpose. 
Paul: That’s impressive.
Amy: Yeah, it was crazy. And this was before Kickstarter or anything 

two or three hundred dollars. So it was this constant stream of booking 
shows, promoting shows, and trying to switch up the kinds of events 
we were doing.
Paul:
Amy: Right, exactly. And I think, in a way, that was really good for 
me in that it taught me that the community really gave a shit about 

LOOK BACK AND LAUGH | Donofthedead



what I was doing, which felt really incredible. It helped me to hone 
my ability to book shows and to realize my own capacity to be a good 
promoter and to participate in the scene in that way. It was nice to say 
to myself, “I can do this.” I can’t remember the exact date when we 

We were able to raise enough money to buy plane tickets and a rental 
car, and then tickets and a rental car for the West Coast. 
Paul:
Amy: It was a week, maybe ten days, of travelling, doing one or two 
interviews per day. Overall, I wound up shooting around forty interviews, 

West Coast trips, I did a bunch of shooting up and down the East Coast. 
Just travelling and meeting folks, and travelling to shows where bands 
that I knew I wanted to shoot were going to be playing. 

All the shooting took a year, maybe almost two. Shooting is just 

talking to them before that to convince them you’re not like an asshole 

for a year and half. I was going to school and working full-time, too, 
during that period, so it was really intense and busy for me. I started 
to wonder when it was going to get done or whether it was going to 
get done and I started to feel really terrible. Then a friend of mine who 

and he said, “I just want to get my name on a feature-length project, 
and I believe in what you’re doing.” So he helped a lot.
Paul:
Amy: This guy Jim who used to live in Baltimore, and actually sang 
for a sludge band called Tarpit. They were a really awesome sludge 

was nearly four hours.
Paul: We’ll refer to that as the Lord of the Rings
Amy:
me realize that I needed to not be ridiculous about it, and helped me 

myself, this is it. This has to be the time. This has to be when I screen 

ever going to really get it done, and then I set it and it happened. The 
month leading up to the fest I was completely crazy, pulling lots of 

was the biggest relief. It was the weirdest feeling that this thing I had 

Paul:

Amy: The theme of riot grrrl as being different from—or unique 
among—female participation in DIY, that didn’t really come out as 
a theme until later. That was a development that I wasn’t entirely 
anticipating. For awhile, I was toying with the idea of organizing the 

narrative structure so people could get a clear sense of a timeline.

Paul: There’s also a thematic structure towards the end.
Amy: Right. That was something that I always sort of wanted. To me, 
it felt like there were common threads in a lot of the interviews, and it 

took shape as it went along. I thought this might be due to the fact 
that I didn’t know what I was doing, but I’ve heard a decent amount 

take shape in a way. Throughout the process, you conceptualize it and 
you have to let it do what it’s going to do, let it move in that direction, 
and then go with it. 
Paul:

Amy:

though I am really bummed I had to cut the Harem Scarem interview. 

NAKED AGGRESSION | Donofthedead

BRATMOBILE | Gilman, 1993 |Matt Average
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I really love that band and I was bummed to not be able to put the 

to use. That was a big part of why that decision was made. 

it is stuff that was anecdotal. There was a story that somebody told 
about how she was really bummed out when she was in her late teens 

he just turned out to be a total creep show. 

I wanted to keep in. It’s funny because I think there’s a tendency to 
separate out riot grrrl from all the other stuff, but, in reality, it was all 

dated Anna from Blatz. These bands all existed at the same time. 
These people all knew each other.
Paul: What were some interviews you would have wanted to do, 
or bands you would have wanted to cover, that you didn’t get the 

Amy: The main person that I would have loved to have interviewed 
was Amy from Nausea. She’s virtually untraceable. She doesn’t have 
anything to do with DIY or punk anymore. So it was just not possible. 

because I was going crazy. Every interview I’d shoot, they’d say 

interviewed the artist Fly or Cindy Crabb. At a point, though, I had 
to turn the camera off and put it down. Forty interviews felt like so 
much, but I could have easily done sixty.
Paul: Would it have been out of place for you to turn the camera on 

Amy:
point. I have stuff to say and this is a part of my experience as well. But, 

everything I want to say on the subject. If I interviewed myself, you’d get 
into all these sticky ego arguments about why I included twenty minutes 
of me, but not this person or that person. I didn’t want to have to enter into 

Paul:

Amy: It’s been awesome. I can’t pull any punches about it. It’s been 
across the board really awesome. I said this before, I feel like you pay 

some kind of interest in the subject matter, so people are going to be 
stoked. There hasn’t been anyone I’ve met at a screening who’s been 
combative or angry. Though there was an incident at a prescreening 
that was apparently alcohol-fueled…
Paul:
Amy: Sure. I did a prescreening at Ladyfest in Amherst. I didn’t 

There was a small group of people in the back of the room who 
were very argumentative and asking, “Why are we still having this 

your experience, that’s awesome. But that’s not my experience and 

Additionally, if you don’t believe sexism exists, why are you at 

this point, is only like a blip on the radar. I’ve done more than twenty 
screenings at this point, and it’s been really awesome to be able to show 
it to people. I think for a long time I was stoked about it but didn’t want 
to talk to people about it because I didn’t know what it was going to look 
like when it was done. I didn’t want to brag about it. But now that it’s 
done, I have this thing that I can give to someone or show to someone. 
Paul: We’ve touched on some negative stuff, but what’s been the 

Amy:
The screening at the end of Clit Fest was at the end of this three-day 
weekend where we had just put so much work into everything that had 
happened. Everyone in the collective knew how hard I had worked 

while the credits were rolling. 

WITCH HUNT | Donofthedead
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The vibe in the room was amazing. Then I did the larger DC theatrical 
release, and it was crazy. It was crazy to see how many people cared and 
to see it on a legit big screen in a theater was just really wild. I couldn’t 
believe I had run with it that far. Every time I’ve done a screening and a 
person has come up to me afterward and said, “Thank you for doing this,” 
that’s really important to me. That just makes everything worth it.
Paul:

Amy: I think digital culture can be conducive to the spread of ideas and 
the spread of information, and that’s totally invaluable. You can print a 
zine and hand it out to people in your town and mail it to folks, but if you 
make a blog, instantly on the other side of the world, people can see it. The 
access is really important. I don’t want to paint a picture of technology as 
completely one-sided and positive because I do think there are negatives 
to technology. People talk about how it removes us from one another, and 

line. The really interesting thing for me about technology, as far as DIY 
art and culture go, is it’s not so much about addressing problems as it is 
in sharing ideas. I have friends in Singapore that I can keep in touch with. 

and I can know about the projects they are working on.
As for print zines, I think that print zines and printed materials 

are always going to be important for the circulation of DIY culture. 
There’s something completely unique about the experience of tangibly 
holding a book or a pamphlet, and being able to literally hand it to 
someone and simultaneously convey the importance of their engaging 
with the material. For this reason, I don’t think books or newspapers 
will completely die off, either. Even if Kindle and Nook and all that 
stuff rears its ugly head.
Paul: With From the Back of the Room completed, what new projects 

Amy:
documentary that is called Opting Out, which is about gender, but 

archetype we think of when we think of traditional masculinity. 
They’re not necessarily the bread winner in their family. Some of them 

started collective businesses or become stay-at-home dads. There’s 
one guy I interviewed who took his savings, bought a farm, and lives 
sustainably off that. It’s interviews with guys who are pursuing non-
traditional sustainable lifestyles.
Paul:
Amy: I guess I’m thinking in line with the folks who are doing this 
collective business stuff and the farmer. When we think of traditional 
masculinity, or at least when I think of traditional masculinity, we think 
of this worker who becomes a manager, who becomes a director, who 
becomes the company CEO, who doesn’t necessarily feel like sharing 
their large salary with the people who are doing the lion’s share of 
their work, or who work for them. I think a collective business model 
is a really revolutionary way of thinking about sharing responsibility, 

In addition to talking to these men who are living these lives, I’m 
talking to economists and social theorists. Folks like Robert Jensen 
who’s a masculinity scholar and having this theoretical and policy 
analysis, but then also substantiating that with depictions of people’s 
lives. I’m really stoked about the project because I feel like there are 

People are talking about it tangentially, but I think as far back as the 

in the way you perceive men and masculinity. It’s like I’m trying to 
make a movie about punks without having it be about punks. 
Paul: You also have another project called Exotic. Can you talk a little 

Amy: Exotic
women who travel from the mainland U.S. to work as exotic dancers on 
Guam. Guam has a long history of colonialism and militarization, and 
I’m looking at the particulars of that situation and also at the different 
types of sex work and dancing that are going on there. I’m really 
excited about that project. It came about because of a conversation 
that I had with a good friend about travel and exotic dancing, which is 
something I think most folks don’t know about. Opting Out and From 
the Back of the Room both started with conversations also, actually. 
Paul: With you doing Exotic, where does that leave Opting Out
Amy: I’ll basically have my post-production work cut out for me 

in that all summer. I’m hoping to have a rough edit of Exotic done by 
Opting Out done around September, but we’ll 

see what happens.

fromthebackoftheroom.com

OROKU | Donofthedead

SOVIETTES | El Diablo
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Tenement is a three-piece punk rock 
band from Appleton, Wisconsin. They 
are a direct dose of pop cut with noise, 
shot in your arm. They write perfect 
pop songs and then throw them in a 
metal garbage can, beat the can with 
baseball bats for a few minutes, and then 
throw it off a bridge. They’re one of the 
most intense live bands around, never 
playing for more than twenty minutes 
(not including the feedback sessions that 
usually close out their shows). You can 

they don’t actually sound like anybody 
else. Tenement sounds like Tenement 
and that’s that. And in the tradition of the 
Descendents and the Ergs, Tenement are 
a poppy punk band appealing to folks 
with widely varying musical tastes—
especially fans of hardcore. This is because 
their categorization-defying music is so 
intense, so utterly without pretension or 

guile, and so directly from the gut. It cuts 
straight to the heart of rock’n’roll’s very 
reason for being. They’re just that good.

Tenement have released many pieces of 
vinyl, all of which you need yesterday. 
They will surely be playing a show in your 
area soon, so go see them—they are one 
of the best live bands anywhere, period. 
After reading this interview, you’ll have 
learned more about the method behind 
the mad geniuses of Tenement—so dig 
in, and enjoy!

Amos Pitsch: guitar, vocals
Jesse Ponkamo: bass
Eric Mayer: drums

Interview by Justin Telephone 
Intro and some questions were 
written by Nato Coles
Layout by Daryl BO
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Justin: What’s the best starting point for 

Jesse: Come to our live show. You’ll have a 
good time.
Justin:
Amos: I don’t know, because all of our 
recordings are so different.
Jesse: Just come out and hang out with us.
Amos: I think you get a completely different 
impression of us live than recorded.
Eric: Not to stereotype people, but you 

Tenement record and be totally into it, then 
come see us live and be like, “What the fuck 

Justin: Describe the Fox River Valley and 
the Fox River Valley sound, if there is one.
Amos:
Winnebago in Wisconsin and there’s a history 
of bands sounding like the Descendents or 
All and the Doughboys, I guess.
Eric: I think a lot of people describe us as 
sounding like the Descendents, but there’s 
more to it than that.
Justin: It’s deeper than that, bro.
Amos:
about this and you should speak, because I’m 
not very good at talking!
Eric: I’m not either!
Amos: But I’m really not good at it.
Jesse: In response to the question about 
the Fox Valley sound, I think it’s just an 
easy comparison for people to make for 
us. It’s not like we haven’t heard those 
bands or anything. They’re in our broader 
oeuvre of influences.
Justin: What do you think are the main 

Amos:
isn’t that thriving of a scene, as far as I’m 
concerned. I’m not really involved with it 
that much anymore.
Jesse: I guess it used to be more so.
Eric: A lingering scene. I never lived here.
Amos: There are a lot of metal bands. I don’t 
really have anything to do with that stuff. 
Justin: I guess I was thinking of a few years 
ago. I haven’t been here in awhile.
Amos: We had a house here for awhile. No 
one was really involved in doing anything 
productive. They just came to see. It was 
pretty much one or two people doing most of 
the work and a bunch of people just coming 
out… well, I guess being a part of it in that 
way. There have been three or four bands 
here for a long time. It’s never been anything 
that I would call “thriving.” And I don’t feel 

here. We’ve always been accepted, but we’ve 

Justin:
Jesse: I come from the Fox Valley. Amos 
and I are from Neenah and there was never 
anything going on in Neenah, musically, 
besides a couple…
Eric: Screwballs. (Justin Perkins and 
Tim Schweiger’s pre-Yesterday’s Kids/
Obsoletes band)
Jesse: Well, yeah, and Yesterday’s Kids, 
obviously, but everybody coalesced around 
those bands, and they weren’t particularly 

active or doing anything—I don’t think—so 

and I’m having a good time.” I feel like that’s 
kind of what it is here. It’s just people who 
coalesce around a couple bands and they 
enjoy what’s happening, but they’re not 
necessarily being productively involved in 
propagating more music or things to do.
Amos:
saying that, but it’s just kind of the way I 
feel about it.
Jesse: Not to say that there aren’t bands 
here. There are “x” bands and “y” amount of 
people who coalesce around…
Amos: They come to party and watch them 
do their thing.
Justin: So if you want to get something 
going, you have to put in the work and 
make it happen on your own because no 

Amos: Yeah.
Jesse: I don’t want to discourage anyone 
from doing things.
Amos: People like to break things and make 
huge messes here. (BFG House, a punk 

Apparently, we’re known for that.
Jesse: It’s cool that Appleton became a 
pretty common tour stop for a lot of bands 
across multiple genres. I didn’t grow up 
having that around.
Justin: That’s more of what I meant by 
“thriving.” It’s become a place where bands 
enjoy playing on tour, know they’re going to 
have a good time and usually a good turnout.
Amos:
we’d go see the Obsoletes or Yesterday’s 
Kids, or we would go see some crust bands 
or something, but I don’t remember many 
touring bands coming through until we and 
some of our friends at the Poison Estate (punk 
house a few years ago) got more involved in 
setting up shows in the past six, seven years.
Justin: If you could change one thing in the 

Jesse:
different-sounding bands.
Amos: Yeah, probably just more bands…
Jesse: …doing different things.
Justin:
Jesse: Yeah, and everyone… hanging out. 
Not just the weird straight edge metal kids 
with their weird straight edge metal house, 
dueling with the weird crust metal kids from 
the crust metal house—on the same street, 
which is a vague analogy to what happened 
here, minus the dueling.
Justin:
Jesse: There was a straight edge house down 
the street from the BFG and I don’t think the 
two really crossed paths ever.
Amos: It comes with living in a small town 
that there would be one widely accepted kind 
of music that most people play—because the 
scene here is basically just one big group of 
friends. It isn’t a ton of little cliques. There 
isn’t really much you can do about that. It’s 
cool that they get together and do their thing. 
Now and then someone does something 
else—like us. We just kind of stepped away 
from that.

Justin: So what you play isn’t the accepted 

Amos: We aren’t really doing anything that 
anyone else around here is doing.
Justin: What is the accepted type of music 

Amos: It’s mostly metal. Crusty hardcore. 
Stuff like that is what most people are into 
around here.
Jesse: Things that are more metal. I think 
metal is the key word.
Amos: We grew up going to crust/metal/
hardcore shows.
Jesse: I mean, I love my old death metal.
Amos: As a result, Tenement has always been 

when we started the band I was really into 

on how I wrote music at the time.
Justin: What are the pros and cons to living 

Eric: You get a good dose of reality. It makes 
your ideas a little more out there, or you feel 
like they are.
Amos:
Justin:
Amos: Yeah. I don’t know if I encounter 

here and there are plenty of them.
Jesse: That’s ‘cause Juggalos look normal 

Amos: I don’t know if there’s a whole lot 
more to do in a bigger city, but there’s really 
nothing to do here, so we just sit around 
and make music and record. Some of us get 
fucked up and some don’t.
Justin:
Amos: No, I just mean people who I know 
here.
Jesse: I guess it makes you appreciate seeing 
music more because you don’t have much of 
an opportunity to see it. I guess I don’t live in 

up here, the few times you would get to see 
music it was really, really fun.
Justin:
Jesse: Seriously, we don’t know any more 
songs.
Amos: Well, that’s part of it.
Eric: We live far from each other, so we 
don’t practice much. We play the songs that 
we know we can nail without looking like a 
bunch of idiots.
Amos: We get together to practice once or 
maybe twice every couple months. I guess 
when I was younger I’d go to shows and 
see bands plow through eight songs in ten to 

me than the bands that would drag it out over 

Justin:
Amos: Yeah, I guess so.
Jesse: SFN was a perfect example of that.
Amos: I don’t know if I ever really wanted 

Jesse: I remember seeing SFN when they had 
their super-short sets and it was so frustrating 
but glorious at the same time, because it was just 
like, “Oh, that was incredible! I want more!” So 
it made you like that band that much more.
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Justin: Yeah, if not “leave them wanting 
more,” then “leave them not sick of you.”
All: Yeah.
Jesse: That’s a good way to look at it.
Amos:
songs on vinyl we’ll have to start learning 
more songs.
Jesse: I think our set list now is at least 

Justin: How many songs did you play in 

Amos: Eight or nine.
Justin:
Eric: That’s tied for the most songs I’ve ever 
played with Tenement.
Jesse:
being number one.
Eric:
Jesse: Clocking in at thirty-eight minutes.
Justin: Tell me more about the show with 
Screeching Weasel.
Jesse: We played for thirty-eight minutes—

Eric: The promoter wanted us to play forty-

Amos: They wanted us to play for an hour.
Eric:

and we thought, “We still can’t do that.” So, 
we busted out everything, played nine songs, 

that point, we had the crowd already turning 

Justin: Then you have to win them back with 
your infectious grooves.
Eric: So we played our songs then did our 
normal outro where we do just a feedback-
y sort of bass-and-drum jam while Amos is 
pummeling his guitar. Jesse and I just kind 
of faded off and Amos continued to play 
feedback for at least ten minutes. By then, 
half the crowd was booing and half the crowd 
was cheering. We were told last night that 
there’s kind of a legacy buzzing around town 
about us at that show.
Jesse: Actually, at one point there was a guy 
from the crowd who unplugged Amos’s amp 
during his wacked-out feedback session at 
the end and Amos just went and plugged it 
back in and kept making noise. The funny 
thing is I saw the guy at our show last night 

You think you have the authority to do that… 

Justin: Why do you enjoy having extended 

Eric: Jesse comes from Free Jazz.
Jesse: Hi! I’m from Free Jazz!
Justin:
Jesse: Actually, Appleton, Wisconsin. I’m 
kidding. I don’t know… different sounds. 

Eric: I think it’s intense.
Amos: I think in a live setting it can be really 
powerful. When I’m recording I’m a little 
more delicate with sound, but in a live setting 
I think really loud music and noise can be 
more powerful.
Justin: You can be more abrasive.
Amos: Yeah.

Justin:

Jesse: It’s rock’n’roll, man.
Eric: I think for the majority, our early 
roots are hardcore, so that would be what 

Jesse: I think all punk music is cathartic. 
Sometimes you’re feeling wild and you 
wanna be a wild child. Sometimes you’re not. 
I’m sure there have been people who have 
seen us and were like, “Why are those guys 

just an explosion of fucking…
Justin:
Eric: Good thing we have a friend doing this 
interview, because someone else could…
Justin: …decide to have that as the 

“explosion of fucking.”
Justin: Who is Justin Perkins and why do 

Jesse: He’s a guy from Yesterday’s Kids.
Amos: When we were young, we looked 
up to him and we knew him. He was in 
Yesterday’s Kids, then the Obsoletes. They 
were from our hometown Neenah, too.
Jesse: He went to our alma mater.
Amos: He always recorded bands. He’s 
a friend of ours and we enjoy working 
with him.
Jesse: He offered to record us and that was 
really cool; a very nice offer from a very nice 

Amos: I think he has an idea of what we 
want and he’s into a lot of the same stuff that 
some of us are.
Justin: He seems to be very skilled at 
recording a lot of different styles, whether 
a band wants something really slick and 
produced-sounding or something rawer like 
the Catholic Boys album.
Jesse:
A very experienced individual in his trade.
Amos: I don’t really know what else to say 
about him. He’s an enigma to some people.
Jesse: As a very talkative person, his quiet 
demeanor freaks me out, kind of. I’m sure 

Justin: Will Eric be drumming on future 

Amos: Yeah, sure.
Justin: I didn’t know, since you said you guys 
couldn’t get together and practice often…
Amos: I record a lot of stuff by myself just 
because that’s what I do and sometimes we 
end up using those recordings.
Justin: To make sure you get everything 

Amos: Yeah, and sometimes I like the way 
that—when writing a song and recording 
it at the same time—it comes out with a 
certain kind of energy. Sometimes I don’t 
like to change that, so we end up using 
those recordings. Then sometimes we go 
through the proper way of recording songs, 
in such case I sometimes don’t play drums 
on it. I’m sure Eric will play drums on future 
recordings. I’m sure I’ll play drums on some 
of them, too.
Jesse: We change the songs quite a bit 
once we start doing them live. We didn’t 

play any of the Napalm Dream stuff live 
prior to recording.
Amos: I wrote that stuff years ago and last 

those songs live and that’s why we sucked shit.
Jesse: I don’t think it was that bad. 
“Skyscraper,” we’ve been playing that song 
for a while and that’s totally different than 
the LP recording of it.
Justin: Do you see a difference between the 

for an LP, or is it just putting more time and 

Amos: When you start recording your music, 
you don’t know very much about it. Then as 
you do it more, you learn more. I started 
accumulating recording gear and we started 
doing it ourselves and it became a lot easier 
to just learn all about the stuff and be able 
to make sounds yourself and think about the 
sounds you’re making rather than having a 
studio engineer put a mic in front of your 
amp and pressing record.
Jesse: I don’t think we had everything really 

Justin:
Amos: Probably both.
Jesse: Yeah. What we were doing as a band, 
what kind of music we were playing. We 
were kind of scattered all over the place. 

music. We’re still growing up, man.
Amos: Now I think a lot more critically about 
records I listen to and the way they sound. 
When I hear something I really like, a lot of 
times I’ll wonder how that sound was made.
Justin:

Amos: Well, I don’t want to imitate them.
Justin: But experiment with whatever they were 

Amos: In a way, yeah. Like the Beatles’ 
later albums, of course, are fascinating to 
anyone who’s interested in recording, and 

way I think about music now and recording, 

in mind. We just walked into the studio and 
played, someone pressed record, and that’s 
the way it went. 

doing the guitar tracks for that and just 
having my guitar cranked. We were recording 
it in this college studio and we were doing 
it after hours, so we had to put blankets up 
over the windows or the police would come 
and catch us for trespassing. We were doing 
the guitar tracks and I would get feedback by 
cranking my amp all the way and running 
into the room, getting feedback, then running 
back out of the room to play my guitar parts 
because it was so loud that it would damage 
my hearing. You can’t really hear that on 
those recordings because I wasn’t really 
thinking about how I could get that sound to 
transfer to a record at the time.
Jesse: And I don’t think the person recording 
had that skill yet.
Amos: It was a friend of ours that was going 
to school for recording.
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Jesse: Not to say that he did a bad job or 
anything.
Amos: He did a good job still.
Jesse: Yeah, I’m sure we would all approach 
it differently if we were to come together to 
record something now. We were all kind of 

Justin: How much of the full-length (Napalm
Dream
Amos: Justin Perkins recorded the drums, 
rhythm guitars, bass, and most of the lead 
vocals. Then most of the overdubs were done 
at the house here.
Justin: So, pretty much the main band parts.
Amos: The main band stuff was done in 

were done by our old drummer, Hart. After 
he left the band, I went over and re-did all 
of the drums myself in a different studio. We 
got cheap time at Smart Studios because they 
were closing down and needed the money.
Justin:
Amos: I don’t know.
Justin:
Jesse: One of the last.
Justin: Are there any notable bands that have 

demos for Nevermind
Amos: Uhhhhh… 
Jesse: Crucifucks.
Amos: Die Kreuzen.

Jesse:
Amos: Yeah, I think that Pink Flag record 
or something.
Eric:

name drop our homies.
Justin: Could you elaborate on the different 
approach you have between the live show 

Jesse: I guess there’s only so much you can 
do live without losing the power. The places 
we play, obviously, and the limitations for 
doing all of the auxiliary accoutrements that 
we put into the songs, is totally prohibitive, 
but seeing a really elaborate band, like 
when I saw Swans recently, that was just 
incredible. It was mind blowing, but, fuck, 
we’re never going to be able to cart all that 
fun stuff around.
Amos:
Jesse:
Amos: Right now we have to just do what 
we can do.
Jesse: And if that means throwing our shit 
around and being loud and fucked up, then 
so be it. 
Amos: When you’re recording you have a 
totally different set of possibilities to make 
sounds than you do when you play live 
and I see no reason not to utilize them and 

do whatever you feel suits the song when 
you’re recording. It’s a completely different 

sound like we do live seems more interesting 
to me.
Eric: It’s capturing two different sides.
Justin: So, if you had unlimited resources, 
you would like to get enough people 
together to pull off a live set that sounds like 

Amos:
like to give it a try. I don’t know if I’d 
always want to do it that way, because I 
like our interpretation of the songs as a 
three piece, too.
Justin: Stripping it down.
Amos: Yeah, a lot of times that’s where the 
noise comes from.
Justin:
Amos: Filling in the holes.
Jesse: They’re called “embellishments.” 

Justin: If you could see any band in history, 
who would you see and where would you 

Eric:
Jesse: Toss up between seeing the Ornette 
Coleman Quartet—the original quartet—in 

Amos: I don’t really know where I’d want to 
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see them, but it’s a toss up between The Band 
and Ray Charles, probably. I don’t know why 
I would have a reason to see them anywhere 

Justin: Jesse, why is it important to let 

Jesse: I’m just always thinking about it, or 
something, and I think it’s good to get that 
out there because people might enjoy it if 
they give it a chance.
Justin:

Jesse:
rip off the dude from the Descendents. That’s 
all there is to it.
Justin: Do you consider yourselves straight 

Eric:
it makes people uncomfortable sometimes. 
And it’s a lot easier to say that than to just 
say I don’t drink because, usually, the next 
question they ask is, “Oh, are you straight 

and have to say, “Yes.” 
Justin: Do people ever seem to think that 
you’re…
Eric:
Justin: …yeah, militant about it, or you 

Eric: Yes, I get that feeling from people.
Justin: I’ve never lived anywhere where that 
was going on—straight edge people who will 
kick your ass.
Jesse:
Amos: I’m not straight edge. I never 
considered myself to be straight edge and I 
never wanted anything to do with it, really.
Justin: So, you just choose not to do the 

Amos: I guess! Not really.
Jesse: I guess I considered myself straight 
edge for a while, just ‘cause… I don’t know… 
all those pictures of all of those bands at the 
time and the culture just looked fun and kind 
of against the grain, as it were, to punk. Then 

such a downer, and what it…
Eric: …still kind of is.
Jesse: Yeah, sadly. What a lot of really, really 
modern straight edge hardcore sounds like 
is the furthest thing removed from what I 
thought of growing up, to what straight edge 

SSD, and to a later extent, Youth Of Today. 
It’s kind of a half-hearted label for myself, 
but I don’t use that label anymore ‘cause I 
like to smoke marijuana a little bit now. 

Justin: Daniel James wanted me to ask you 
if you started smoking pot because someone 

told you joints were called “jazz cigarettes.” 

Jesse:
Justin: Do you guys have healthy diets other 

Eric: We actually talked about this on the car 

Amos: No, I have a shitty diet.
Eric: Yeah, me too.
Jesse:
Amos: But I’m not boasting that I don’t drink 
or do drugs! I’m just an unhealthy person! 

Eric: Yeah!
Amos: I’m not trying to be self-righteous and 

videos of some friends of mine who were in 
a straight edge band, recently. They were all 
fat and preaching about straight edge, and… 
it just looks bad. I don’t know how else to say 

Jesse: But they’re probably vegan, though, 

talking about, so…
Amos: I won’t name any names.
Jesse: We can talk about it later. I don’t think 
straight edge—or anything that might be 
similar to our lifestyles—was anything about 
being self-righteous.
Justin: It just ended up that way with a 
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Jesse: Yeah.
Amos: I think I take care of myself enough 
to…
Justin:

Amos: I don’t sit around all day drinking 

fact, I never never
play video games. I never even watch TV.
Jesse: Whatever. I saw you play Wii one time 

Amos: I don’t remember that.
Jesse:
Eric: I saw that picture.
Jesse: So “never” is not true. “Seldom,” I 
think, is the better word to describe it.
Amos: I don’t know. I have a shitty diet. It 
has nothing to do with the fact that I don’t do 
drugs or anything.
Justin: Does it bother any of you that punks 

Jesse:
Justin:
Jesse: Exactly.
Justin:

Jesse: Okay, there was this compilation that 
was called Punks Don’t Drink.
Justin: Oh. Never heard of it. 
Amos: Um… I forgot the question.
Justin: We’ll have an intermission now. 

Amos:
interviews. I’m not good at talking.
Jesse: Sure you are. I’ve heard you articulate 
yourself quite nicely. 
Amos: If I’m in the right environment.
Eric: Yeah, it’s never the right environment 
when you have a microphone in your face. 

Justin: What do you like most about 

Amos: Playing to strangers because I hate 
playing to my friends, kinda.
Justin: You mean having people who know 

Amos: I just don’t like playing to my friends. 
It makes me nervous.
Eric: Even though I enjoy seeing friends 
on tour.
Jesse: I like seeing friends on tour, but… 
tour always presents all of these new 
challenges to everything. At least for 
me—and I think Amos might feel the same 
way—but I think we’re sort of driven by 
problem-solving; overcoming something 
or discovering the answer to whatever that 
problem may be. It’s being creative on a 
whole new level, I suppose.
Amos: Like when you’ve got that gas line 
that’s leaking in your car and you don’t have 
any money, so you just duct tape it…
Jesse: Yeah! There you go!
Amos: …and you drive all the way around 
the United States of America.
Jesse: And there’s so much danger involved. 
It’s like some kind of fucked-up adventure. 
And it’s a great way to see America.
Justin: So, in order to make it more 
adventurous, do you plan to have vehicles 

Eric: Yes.
Amos:
situation that deals that to us.
Justin: Have you guys gone through a lot 

Jesse: We’re working on getting van number 

Amos:
over every problem.
Justin: So, none of the things were actually 

Amos: Yeah, so by the time it was through, it 
was practically a Flintstones’ mobile.
Jesse: I think we became known for the red 
short bus. The hell ride.
Amos: Having the shitty van that sounds like 
shit and barely gets us from place to place…
Jesse: And it’s kind of terrifying.
Amos: …but when you don’t have money, 

Jesse:

Amos: I really try to learn about cars so then 
I don’t have to spend money on the road. 

Justin: Describe the ideal show for you 
to play.
Jesse: Fun and full of power and intensity.
Amos: Sometimes playing a show and 
expressing how you’re feeling can be like 
pulling teeth and sometimes it comes easily, 
but I can’t really say when it will or when 
it won’t. I always try to make it happen but 
sometimes it just doesn’t. I can’t explain the 
feeling you get when it seems like everything 
clicked, but…
Jesse: Live music has that moment. Good 
music is almost improvised to some degree, 
I think. If that’s all right and everything’s 
perfect then I think it’s powerful, intense, 
and creative.
Justin: Can you enjoy it even if the crowd 

Eric: Yes. That’s happened a lot.
Amos: Oh, of course.
Jesse: Yeah.
Justin: Do you see it as a challenge to try to 

Amos: I would rather they either love it or 
hate it but I try not to pay any attention.
Jesse: I don’t think it’s our job to convince 
anybody of anything. It’s just a display of 
our art.
Amos: I would hope that it made them feel 
something. I would rather have them hate 
it than be completely bored by it, but when 
we’re playing I don’t pay any attention.
Justin: If you could support yourselves by 
doing it, would you have your band be your 
main job or would you still rather keep it as 

Amos: I would like to play music to support 
myself. I don’t know if it would ever be 
possible to do with this band. I’m not sure.
Eric:
Not saying I’m social, but you can’t have 
belongings, pretty much, because you’re 
never home. That’s why, I think, Rollins 

lived in a shed, so he didn’t mind being on 
the road.
Amos: I would rather play music for a living 
than do a lot of things.
Jesse: I kind of structured my life assuming 
that music would not be the bread-bringer 
for me.
Justin: So you’re a poseur by having a 

Jesse: Yeah, I guess so, but I am considering 
becoming a teacher so I can hit the road 
during the summer. 
Justin: What would you do if Tenement 

Jesse: Take my math rock band that I wanna 
put together seriously.
Justin: Why don’t you take this fucking 

Jesse: Start another band with Amos. 

Eric: I’d ask Amos if he wanted to play 
drums in a hardcore band.
Jesse: We’d all just start bands with each 
other again.
Justin: I guess I should’ve come up with a 
scenario for why you broke up.
Eric: Yeah. If we broke up on good terms, we’d 
start bands again. But if it was on bad terms…
Jesse:
embezzling the band fund for years. 

Justin: You guys are quite a bit younger than 
all of the people who were involved in the 
Green Bay, Concert Café, Rock ‘n’ Roll High 
School scene, who then—for the most part—

music there. Do you think you were able to 

Jesse:
Justin: Just all around about the DIY music 
scene: how to set up tours, helping form your 
opinions on different aspects of music, or 

Amos: When we started playing in punk 
bands, we kind of looked up to the guys in 
Holy Shit! and the way they did things.
Jesse:
Amos: And even people around here who 
are in crust bands and the people who would 
go to those shows have led the way for us, 
too. Even Time Bomb Tom, himself, is a big 
reason why any of us do anything like what 
we’re doing now. I mean, he still does shows 
in Green Bay and it’s awesome.
Jesse: It’s funny because we were talking to 
that lady, Alex, from Serenghetto, and she 
was talking about that. I don’t know how old 
she is, but it was just surprising that someone 

like, “Green Bay! Yeah, that place used to be 
really happening!”
Amos: When I was in high school, I remember 
Concert Café happening. I was too young to 
drive out there and I couldn’t get a ride with 
the older punk kids who were cooler, so… I 

around school, but I couldn’t make it.
Justin: It was still going when you were in 

Amos:
happening and once I started to meet, you 



guys, it opened my eyes to a lot of things.
Jesse: Yeah, that was actually pretty important 

little coffee shop in Neenah. I feel like that 
was kind of…
Amos: It was so noisy and abrasive and 
fucked up, but it was also really melodic. 
It sounded like everything I wanted to hear 
in music.
Jesse: It was really cool.
Eric:

seemed normal to me. People who live in 
places where they don’t have basements, 
they come to Wisconsin and think it’s cool 
that there are shows in basements because 
they’ve never seen that before.
Jesse: Yeah, it’s weird when we’re in places 
that don’t have basements. It’s like, “Where 

Justin: Do you want to talk about how the lineup 

Jesse: Whoa. We went through quite a few 
lineup changes.
Amos: It’s always been Jesse and me.
Jesse: Yeah, that’s pretty much what started 
the band. Social Classics broke up and I got 
a call from Amos to come play a little music. 
I was excited because I’d been playing 
bass—or learning to play bass—for a few 

I found out that playing with people is a lot 
different than just noodling around at home. 
So, quite a learning curve for me, and I’m 
still learning a lot about playing music and 
music in general.
Amos: When we started, we had another 
guitarist, too, and that kind of ended.
Jesse: We had a different drummer, too.
Amos: We went through a few drummers. 

wheeling a bass cab into a studio to record 
the False Teeth

we had a different bassist for a short period 
of time.

Jesse: We’ve had a couple stunt double bassists.
Amos: Then, eventually, through a dramatic 
sequence of events, we got Eric as our 
drummer and here we are now.
Jesse: There were three drummers, all told.
Justin: Jesse, why do you get a microphone 

Amos: That’s a good question.
Jesse: I think we all know the answer to that. 

Justin:
Jesse: I don’t know. Supposedly, I’m full of 
great witticisms to bestow upon the crowd.
Amos:

Jesse:
Amos: I’m really pulling it out of myself, 

should be talking more than you are!
Jesse:
Amos: It’s nearly impossible for me to talk to 
a group of people like that.
Jesse: I know. I even had to thank the people 

REID HAITHCOCK



65

Amos: Yeah… I don’t know.
Justin: Here’s a question that comes to us 
from the internet: Why decide to have an 

Jesse:
Amos: I think we’ve always had some kind 
of internet presence.
Jesse: We’ve always had an e-mail so you 
can get ahold of us.
Eric:

before I’d ever seen them live.
Amos: There are a lot more outlets to put 
your music online and I think it can be done 
much more easily now, too.
Justin:
Amos: Yeah.
Justin: That’s a lot easier than learning how to 
design an actual website and everything, too.
Amos: For years and years, we didn’t have 
internet here, so I didn’t do anything other 
than check e-mail, which I had to go to the 
library for. Then, for about six months, we 
had internet, so I started to learn how to use 
more sites where you can post your music. 
Now, we’re back to not having internet, so 
we’ll probably disappear again and everyone 
will be happy because we’ll go back to…
Jesse: …being mysterious. The mystery is 

Justin:
Jesse:
so easy. You ever walk into a thrift store and 

Justin: I got a tape from you guys that won’t 
play on either of the two tape decks at my 
house. It’s all warbly and plays at a weird 
speed. Same with a tape of yours I tried 

Jesse:
Justin: A shitty tape I got from you guys.
Amos: You were asleep when I was telling 
Eric about it.
Eric:
Justin: The Blind Wink.
Eric: The actual Blind Wink
Justin:
Amos:
Justin: It was the original, dubbed one.
Amos:
don’t know.
Jesse:
Amos: You’re pissing him off now.
Eric: It might’ve been a… Dude, I recorded…
Justin: That part of it doesn’t matter. Why do 

Jesse: Like I said, thrift stores: they’re full of 
them, they’re cheap, they’re easy. What’s not 

Eric:
dubbing tapes and cutting inserts with scissors.
Justin: And losing the sound quality.
Eric: To me, that’s not important.
Jesse: That is a false statement to begin with. 
I shouldn’t say “false statement.” It’s an 
inaccurate statement.
Justin:
Amos: When you dub…
Jesse: Well, obviously, there is a loss in 

Eric: To me, listening to a tape is more 
personal. Not as personal as listening to a 

it on an iPod or a CD in your car. A tape… 
I don’t know; there’s just something about it 
that I like.
Justin: As a cheap way to put something 
out when you don’t have enough to put 

Eric: Not even being cheap. I enjoy tapes and 
I guess I just assume that other people do.
Justin: But you’re saying they’re not as 
personal as vinyl. But because of the cost, it’s 
something you can make much more easily.
Eric: Yeah, tapes are like the little brother of 
records, I guess.
Jesse: I think they’re equivalent, in my mind.
Eric: They’re the little brother by a year.
Jesse:

anyway, there’s art and stuff. I’d rather deal 
with that. And CD-Rs get all scratched up 
and you lose them.
Eric: You just have a stack of them on a spool.
Amos: I don’t really care. I like listening to 
tapes when I have a tape player in my car. I 
collect records because the artwork is huge. I 

Jesse: For all the people that bellyache about 
having to deal with tapes, go to a thrift store 
for all of your tape needs. 
Justin: What is the most money you’ve ever 

Eric:
Justin:
Eric:

Justin:
Eric: You know, I don’t have too many goals 
in life. That was one of them.
Justin:
Eric:

Justin:
Eric: It’s not really rare. There’s a thousand 

hardcore record collector and that’s a crown 
jewel to me.
Justin: What are your favorite records or 

Amos: I can’t think of any new bands.
Eric: I’ve been listening to the Uh-Oh LP 
repeatedly.
Amos: Oh yeah, that record’s awesome.
Justin: Yeah, I liked that but I’ve only heard 
it once or twice so far.
Jesse: I wish my record collection was here.
Amos: Then we’d have to wait for you to dig 
through all your records.
Eric: I really like the Wiccans LP.
Jesse: Oh, yeah, Crazy Spirit! I’m a big fan 
of that.
Amos:

Jesse: That was more than two years ago.
Amos: That’s what I thought. That record’s 
really good, though. I don’t know, man.
Justin:
Jesse: I don’t even know about that.
Amos: Brain Killer is the shit.
Jesse: Yeah, Brain Killer.

Amos: Colleen Green and her old band The 

Jesse:
Amos: It’s good.
Jesse:
Amos: Big Eyes. Sweet Tooth. Shaved Women.
Jesse: Fuck yeah, Shaved Women!
Justin: What releases do you have planned 

Amos: I don’t think that far ahead.
Jesse: The Culo split, Cheeky split, and 
Blind Wink LP will all be out before this sees 
the light of day. We’re going to do a split with 

Amos: You’re jumping around to different 
subjects.
Jesse: It’s just bugging me. I’ve got favorites 
from the last few years.
Eric: If we’re going back to that question, 
I think the best band of the last ten years is 
Cold Sweat.
Justin:
Holy Shit!
Eric: They’re probably second best. Sorry 
guys!
Justin: Sorry that you’re second best. 

Eric: I’m still their biggest fan.
Justin: Amos, walk us through your 
songwriting process.
Amos:
Justin: This is a Nate question.
Eric: These are things people probably want 
to know, actually.
Amos: I don’t like telling people those 
things, though.
Eric: Well, make some shit up then. 

Jesse: Tell him what Tom Petty does; they 
just come to you and you channel it.
Eric: It came to me in a dream!
Amos: I don’t know, man.
Justin:
Amos: There’s not really a trend. 
Everything’s written separately. I kind of just 
write thoughts on pieces of paper and things 
I have around… I don’t know. It’s just kind 
of at random.
Jesse: Sometimes bass lines are suggested to 

to play after I get comfortable with the song. 
Sometimes Amos and I will work on a song 
together. It’s very seldom, but it’s fun when 
we do creatively combine ideas.
Amos:
inspire me. I think I wrote… what’s that song 

Jesse: I just learned that on bass, “When Time 
Caught Up,” which is really fun to play.
Amos: I wrote that after watching a movie 

me to write that. It’s all at random.
Justin: Do you think of things while you’re 
working or busy doing something else, or do 

Amos: I just think all day and write down 
what I think.
Jesse: I actually do get a lot of ideas when 
I’m at work, oddly enough.





Justin: Have there been a lot of changes in 

Amos: Yeah, of course.
Justin: I don’t really remember what you guys 
sounded like, since I only saw you a couple 
times. I remember someone saying you were 

Amos: I guess that could be accurate. I’m 

Eric: When Amos gave me the Social 

to me.
Amos: I used to just sit down and write a 
song just to write a song. These days I’m 

like things you remember or see… I don’t 
know how to describe it.
Jesse: I think all powerful music is abstraction.
Amos: Pretty much.
Jesse: If you can’t abstract anything from it, 

form of all music, for music’s sake.
Amos: Yeah, which is almost one hundred 

Jesse: Sometimes there’s something going 
on there.
Amos: Now and then.
Justin: Sometimes something of substance 

Jackson off the top of the charts. There’s a 
word sung on the Blind Wink album. Justify 
your use of it.
Jesse:
Amos: He’s asking us to talk about the n-
word. For one, I included a lyric sheet so 
people could read the lyrics and draw their 
own conclusion about what it means in the 
context of the song. 
Justin: And it’s dialogue from someone.
Amos: Yeah. It’s dialogue and I wasn’t using 
it to attack anyone, so I don’t understand 
why it would offend anyone in particular. If 

not racist, then I’m awestruck by them.
Eric: I think the first line in that song 
sums it up, and you should be able to get 
it from that.
Justin: Is there a history of heart attacks in 

Amos:
Justin: They’re mentioned a few times in 
your lyrics, so I thought you may have had a 
family history with that.
Amos:
Eric:
don’t write the lyrics, so…
Jesse:

Amos:
you guys.
Justin: What do you want Tenement’s legacy 

Eric:
between your questions and his. His are 
kind of generic.
Jesse: Kind of sarcastic and jokey.
Jesse: I want us to be a fun little trio that you 

Eric:
Jesse: I set that up so you guys would 

Eric: A trail of broken glass.
Amos: It’s generic, but I would hope 
that, either through recordings or live, we 
would make an impression on someone 
that would change the way they thought 
about something.
Justin:
Jesse: Rock and roll.
Amos:
Jesse: And blues.
Amos:
many places.
Justin: That’s the end!

JEN HAUSER
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I LIKED DRESDEN BEFORE I EVEN HEARD THEM. The band was new to me, but the people 

involved weren’t. Bitty, the singer, was in legendary Wisconsin hardcore band 

ribs before moving up my spine and turning that into powder too.

This is not to say that Dresden is predictable. That’s not the case. They bring 

personal nature of some lyrics or the fact that the music doesn’t slow down 

unless it has to. When it does slow, it’s just as chaotic as when it’s moving fast. 

from a hardcore band: the energy, the anger, and the sheer drive to destroy 

via guitars, bass, drums, and vocals. These guys won’t let you down.



Jimmy—Guitar
Hart—Drums/Vocals
Bitty—Vocals
Bones—Guitar/Vocals
Ela—Bass

MP: This is an interesting band because you guys are coming from all 

Hart:
MP:
Hart: Jimmy’s in eighty.
Jimmy: Exactly eighty.
Hart: I’m in four.
Bitty:
Ela: Two. I’m in two also.
Bones: I’m in two active bands and two upon-request bands.
MP:
Bitty: He plays weddings.
Bones: If someone asks us to play, we’ll practice and play. But we 
don’t really write new music.
MP: These are factors—the distance between all of you, the number of other 

Ela: We love each other.
Bitty: It started as a side project. Wartorn (another band with Bitty, 
Ela, and Hart) slowed down. I immediately called Bones. I liked all 

and said, “Dude, I love your guitar playing. Would you like to start a 

Bob originally played guitar. I called Ozzy right away and asked him 
if he wanted to drum. But Ozzy dropped out because he had a kid, so I 
got a hold of Hart and asked him if he wanted to drum.
Bones: I just wanted to be in a band with talented people. Living in 
Eau Claire, it’s spread kind of thin. It was either move somewhere or 
accept the fact that I would have to drive some distance for practice.
Hart: I had done shit with Bitty for six or seven years at that point 
already, so I knew exactly how it was going to go. 
MP:
Bitty: His sexiness.
Jimmy: Yeah, my essence I suppose. Bitty called me up one day. The 
previous guitar player had a kid, so he wouldn’t be able to commit to 
touring. I’m the exact opposite. I have no commitments. I graduated 
from college last year with no student debt. I know they tour a lot and 
they’re focused on it.
Bitty: We did a mini tour with In Defence (Jimmy’s other band). I 
started talking to Jimmy more and more and I paid attention to his 
guitar playing, of course, which I end up doing with a lot of musicians. 
I watch them and if they kick ass, I think, “I’ve got to work with that 
person. That person fucking rules.”
MP: Tell me about the origin of the name Dresden because I know, for 
you, it actually comes from more than just the city and its history.
Bitty:
only other hardcore band I had seen live before that time was a band 
called Public Disgrace. I’m going to sidetrack this, because I’m having 
bad ADD. I’m going to make a long story longer. 

I played bass in a band called Doghead. One time, they started 
playing a Public Disgrace song. I grabbed the mic and started singing, 
and instantly I realized I should sing and I should play hardcore. That 
started me on what I wanted to do. 

Then later, at that Government Issue show, there was a band on the 

Bay, but when I got to the show, I found out they were actually 

a street punk band, even though they were over-the-top hardcore, 

was going ballistic. 

did that as a joke, which—if I were in that band—would have actually 
pissed me off.

Bones: Also, when you pitched it to me, you talked about the imagery 
it invokes, which matches the genre we’re part of and its aesthetic.
Bitty: As much as I’m antifascist, I’m really into history. I try not to 
put my emotions into history. History is history. If the bombing of 
Dresden had happened to any of the allied countries, it would have 
been called a war crime—because they already had Germany’s ass 
kicked. Then they bombed the entire city but didn’t blow up the 
factories on the outside, which would have been working to help out 
the Nazis. 

also got bombed. She had to deal with the reality of sitting in her 
house, shaking, while bombs were dropping everywhere. Her entire 
family hated Hitler. There were many people there who hated him. 
I’ve been questioned on the name, mostly by Europeans, who asked, 

goes there every year to celebrate, claiming this was a war crime.” 
Well, yeah, it was a war crime, in my opinion. The Holocaust is still 
one-hundred-percent true and that’s completely fucked also. I don’t 
know why—if someone points out something valid about history, but 
is wrong about everything else they say—you can’t agree on that one 
standpoint or else you’re siding with them. No, I’m not fucking siding 
with them. The Nazis and KKK would probably not be cool with me 
being part Jewish and Ukrainian.
MP: That’s a good segue. Tell me about the song “Fall of Odin.”
Bitty: Some of Hitler’s concepts came from the occult. There was a 
book written on the Persian Empire and the occult. It was plagiarized by 
a German writer, who said it all happened in Germany. That book was 
read by the two people who started the labor movement in Germany. 
Hitler was hired by the Kaiser to spy on the labor movement. He found 
them preaching occult ideas, which tended to be very anti-Semitic. He 
loved it and joined. He did a double agent thing on the Kaiser. That’s 
how he got wrapped up in that.
MP: On the “Fall of Odin” lyric sheet, you describe an attempt to 
recruit you to the KKK.
Hart: It was the KKK at the Kenosha punk picnic.
MP:
Hart: It was fucking strange.
Bitty: Some of them even had Nazi armbands. I didn’t see most of 

Hart:
Bitty: I was handing out Crimes Against Humanity CDs, but let me 

started recruiting Nordic gods and Nordic ideas into their shit, along 
with the occult. They started pulling from any empire that had done 
shit before them that they felt showed power and strength. They started 
combining all of it as a propaganda tool to market that they were the 
best ever. Now a lot of white power guys worship Odin, the Nordic 
god of war. Fuck the god of war, fuck the KKK, and fuck white power 
skinheads. War on all levels is pretty fucking stupid… yet historically 
interesting.
MP: So tell me more about the punk picnic.
Hart:
they squeak when they walk.” I said, “You got the lyrics wrong.” “No 
I didn’t!”
Bitty: A dude in a button-up shirt came up to me and said, “I’d like you 
to join our organization. Blah, blah, blah. Let’s go behind this garage 
and talk.” As he turned to hand me a pamphlet, I could see his shirt open 
and he had a tattoo of an eagle holding a swastika on his stomach. 

Oddly enough, the guy on the cover of the pamphlet looked like 
Colonel DeBeers, the old wrestler from the AWA. I asked him if it 
was, because I thought it was a joke or something. “Is this Colonel 

pro wrestler, dude.” Eventually he said, “You should join. You should 
be a part of this.” I said, “I can’t join unless you’re religious.” 

At this point, I realized this is the Klan. They have contracts. I’m 
seeing dudes with armbands around me. This is getting scarier and 
scarier, but I decided that I was going to fuck with these dudes. Also, 
I have Tourette’s, so I thought, “Hopefully I will not get killed, but I 
cannot hold back on this opportunity to piss these people off.” 



realize your lord and savior is Jesus Christ, who is a Jewish man. So 
you guys worship a Jewish man and you’re anti-Semitic. How does 

a white Aryan.” “What, do you have a relocation program for your 

said, “He’d probably look similar to Osama Bin Laden.” “Did you 

They were hammering me in the chest and screaming at me. I kept the 
contract and got the fuck out of there as fast as I could.
Hart: That was a fucked up show.
Bitty: It’s so weird that the scene there didn’t think it was weird that 
the KKK was there recruiting.
Hart:
in Kenosha.
Jimmy: I’ve driven through Kenosha with different bands. At almost 
every truck stop, there are bumper stickers that are borderline racist, 
if not overtly racist, in how they deal with immigration issues. There’s 
one with the family crossing sign that’s popular on highways along the 
boarder, and over that is crosshairs. 
Hart: Kenosha and Fond du Lac.
Bitty:
uncommon to have SHARP (skinheads against racial prejudice) 
skinheads and Nazi skinheads at shows, even in Green Bay, but there 

waiting until security threw them out. I couldn’t believe in Kenosha 
though, even seven years ago, how many were walking around—Nazi 
armbands, KKK dudes, and tattoos with swastikas. In this day and 
age, this should not be tolerated at shows.
MP: Have you guys ever had skinheads, Nazis, or just troublemakers 

Hart:
to the squat after the show. They had thrown one dude out for being 
too rough. Then he came back hours later. We were just having 
Discotheque! We were on tour with Los Dolares. It was a European 

Dolares) had lipstick all over his lips. We were hanging out, blasting 

The Nazi dude came back with a couple friends and broke a 
bunch of windows. The promoter comes up to us and says (in Danish 
accent), “I don’t mean to disturb the fun, but there are Nazis outside 

was grabbing weapons and shit: bottles and clubs. Ryan had two sticks 
he had broken off a barstool. Toban put a bottle in each pocket—two 
front pockets, two back pockets, and one in each hand. I said, “Toban, 
you’re going to fall down on those bottles and they’re going to cut you 

Then the boneheads came back with a bunch of soccer hooligans 
from a bar. They were talking shit to the Danish dudes in Danish. The 
Venezuelan dudes and Spanish dudes were talking shit to each other in 
Spanish. I just shut the fuck up, because I didn’t know what the fuck 

alley and we start walking toward them. They start walking toward 
us. Toban was like, “Oh shit, my glasses.” He took them off and put 

Toban was feeling along the wall. We got about thirty yards away. 
They threw their bottles and they all missed. 

Then we brawled. It spilled over into a tourist street, a nice 

dudes off. Finally, some bar-goer comes up and says, “I think you’re 

Nazis” “Well, the police are on the way.” I found Toban and we went 
back inside. The police didn’t do anything. That was the only time 
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with dudes without feeling like a completely violent knucklehead. 

MP:
Bitty: I woke up during the Braveheart scream. I was sleeping upstairs. 

came upstairs, dragging around a club. I had problems on that entire 
tour because I have a sleep disorder plus jet lag. I slept in Amsterdam 
on stage and nobody woke me up. I slept through an Israeli band that 
actually sang in my face. I didn’t wake up during their entire set, even 
while they made fun of me while I slept on stage. I didn’t wake up for 
any of this brawl until after, when I bandaged someone’s hand back 
together. Then I stopped our roadie from getting arrested, because he 
kept screaming about how he has to kick every Nazi’s ass, but there 
were no Nazis there anymore, just the cops questioning us. The cops 
were so calm. They were like therapists. The cops were on Xanax. 
In the U.S., you would have a gun to your head if you yelled at cops 
like that.

MP:
Ela:
Bones: Appleton shows in general are always a blast.
Hart: You had too much of a blast that one time.
MP: You have to elaborate on that.
Bones: There was a goddamn Packer game on at nine. I said, “I’m not 
picking up my guitar until this game’s over. You can do whatever you 
want with the start time.” Someone brought homemade apple cider 

tasted pretty good, so I drank two glasses and a couple whisky cokes. 

over. And I don’t remember anything after that.
Hart: You were walking backwards around the furnace. People were 
holding you up. You were trying to play, but you didn’t even know 
what you were looking at.
MP:

Bitty: Yeah. Someone told me there was a big metal fest at Tanner’s Sports 
Bar, and they are cool with doing big shows there. They have a stage, a 
backdrop, and a place for bands to hang out. It’s the perfect place to do it.
MP: Other than sports bars, have there been any other unusual settings 

Bones: Nothing more unusual than the sports bar, really. That place in 
Pittsburgh was kind of dicey, but that was because of that guy with the 

“Welcome to the world of AIDS” thing.
MP:
Bones: We were in Pittsburgh at a warehouse type place, on tour with 
Choose Your Poison.
Bitty: There was this local oogle (Slang that’s a bit more common in 
the squatter and train hopper end of the punk spectrum. Essentially, an 
oogle is a poser.) who got his face busted open. 
Hart: …by someone’s mic.
Bones: Choose Your Poison was playing. The dude grabbed the guys 
and wiped his face on them and got blood on them. Then he yelled, 
“Welcome to the world of AIDS!” and disappeared. The guys were 

Long story short, the dude was just wacked out on acid and didn’t 
realize that you can’t say that to people who don’t know you.
Bitty:
Bones: Nobody got AIDS in the end.
Bitty: Everyone got tested. Everyone is clean. It was just that guy’s 
idea of a joke. Everyone told us he was the local oogle. He thinks what 

is not acceptable is actually acceptable. It upset those dudes so much 
that Toban slugged the dude in the face. 
MP: If you could pick any place in the world for Dresden to play, 

Bones:
MP:
Bones:
can. I’m going to start a fantasy band called ClayHawk, where the two 

Hart: Philadelphia! We played a Pointless Fest aftershow and had 
kids hanging off the rafters.
Bitty: That was the only time I saw a regular pit and a ceiling pit!
MP:
Bitty: It was a carousel pit. The only time I’ve ever seen it. There was 
a pit going around, people holding people, holding onto the ceiling.
Hart: There were all these other shows going on in town, Pointless 
Fest aftershows, but they all got shut down by the cops, SWAT guys 
dropping in and stuff.
Bitty: Ours was the only one in the shitty part of town. The cop came 
up and said, “Hey everybody, go on the sidewalk. I’m leaving.” That’s 
all the effort they gave in that neighborhood.
Hart: So everyone from all the other shows came to ours. Dudes were 
dancing in a crawlspace behind the band.
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MP:
Hart: How to deal with Bitty.
Bitty:
Jimmy: I’m really excited to spend time in a van with these people. 

be in a band with anybody. A lot of people think you can just start bands 
with friends, which is cool, but it doesn’t always work that way. Just 
because you’re friends doesn’t mean you’ll be able to work together 
and vibe. I’ve heard the comparison between being married and being 
business partners. It’s like that. You have to understand their interests 

very dynamic personalities that won’t always agree on everything.
Bones: It’s an incredibly intense relationship, but in a good way. It’s 
hard to describe being stuck in a box with a group of people for two 
weeks at a time. It’s not like anything I’ve ever done before.
Bitty: I’ve gotten a lot better at it, partly because I take fucking meds so 
I can mellow the fuck out. I have to take downers for my Tourette’s. But 
Wartorn has to do seven or eight weeks of touring a year, plus weekends. 
We drove forty-four hours one way just to play a fest. We drove through 
an ice storm, a blizzard, rain, and more. Up hills, up mountains. Smoke, 

be on the road for a couple months before I feel anything like that.
Bones: I get post-tour depression.
Bitty: I do, too.
Ela: Yeah.
Bones: The longest I did was two weeks, but it’s ideal. I sit in the van 
for a while, drink beer, play a show, and do it again. That’s all you 
have to worry about.
Ela: You get to meet all these new people, see new places.
Bitty: I’ve seen thirteen countries because of music, so I love it. I love 
playing in bands. I’m super fucking cocky and I have Tourette’s. I also 
did pro wrestling, so I have worked on exactly how I’m going to talk. 
I can pull things in different directions and watch the response. For 
example, I’ll start talking as if I’m totally pro-life, but turn pro-choice 
by the end, talking about god killing babies and making it totally 
ridiculous. The crowd gets it halfway through and starts cheering.
MP:
Bones: Go to Japan.
MP: Not just physically, though. Is there something you want to do 

Hart: I’d like to write a couple songs about desserts.
MP:
Hart: I’m eating a Jolly Rancher right now.
MP: Jolly Ranchers are no dessert.
Hart: Then vanilla ice cream with mango slices.
MP: Now, that’s dessert.
Jimmy:
market together and talked about doing a d-beat baked goods 
themed band. We would do songs like “Why Be Rye” and “Hear 

goods Dresden record.
MP: Let’s go back to Puma tracksuits and break dancing.
Bitty:
MP: Well, the past feeds into where you’re at now.
Bitty:

through tape trading. We would have all these tapes of classic rap 
groups. I remember playing it and people saying, “That shit isn’t ever 
going to be popular. That shit sucks!” People with mullets. 

But some of the people who did break dancing came with me as I 
transitioned into free styling on bikes. That didn’t have much culture at the 
time, but was just a lot of fun, and it led to skateboarding. I listened to TSOL 
and stuff, but I still looked like a goof and wore tracksuits. Then I saw these 

“I have to hang out with those fuckers.” And there was the transition. 
Ironically, a lot of the people from my break dancing days 

came with me to punk, played in Public Disgrace, played in 
Wisconsentrationcamp, and other bands. Friends stayed the same. 
It was just about being into creative, underground stuff. Then we 
transitioned into different creative, underground stuff. Now, instead of 

the same. The old punk skank, like the Circle Jerks logo guy.
MP:
Bitty: I tested the lyrics out by going to a pro-life rally. I like to test 
market my shit sometimes. The song’s about the fact that so many pro-
life people are also pro-war, pro-death penalty. I ask them, “Why are 

That’s interesting that you can modify it to suit you.” They get pissed 
off. Whenever that happens, you know you have something good. If 
these Christian pro-life fuckers hate this so much, the people I 
hang around with are probably going to enjoy it.
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Adam Bowers
• Leatherface, Mush
• The Deep And Holy Sea, The
Deep and Holy Sea
• The Catechism Cataclysm 
(movie)
• If a Tree Falls (documentary)

neveranythingon.wordpress.com

Art Ettinger
• ANTiSEEN, New Blood LP
• Last Fast Ride: The Life, 
Love, and Death of a Punk 
Goddess DVD
• God Equals Genocide, 
Rattled Minds LP
• World’s Scariest Police Chases, 
Unfuckwithable CD
• Ratface, Ratfaced EP 

Bryan Static

Neighborhood Wildlife LP
On Mars LP

• Pangea, Living Dummy LP
• Shang-A-Lang, 
Waiting for the End 
• Talking Heads, 77 LP

Candice
Things I’m Currently Excited About

goddamn zine

Chad Williams
• Cock Sparrer, 
live in San Francisco

Nation of Ghosts

• Bad Advice, Do Not Resuscitate
• High On Fire, 
De Vermis Mysteriis LP

Chris Mason

Single Life LP

4. Sickoids, Self-titled LP
Meltdown LP

Chris Pepus
• Battle Royale
• The late Paul Foot’s archived 
writings for the London Review 
of Books
• An Affair of State: The Profumo 
Case and the Framing of Stephen 
Ward (book)
• National Review being forced 

days (at that rate, they’ll have to 
cease publication in a month)
• Naked Raygun coming to St. 
Louis in July (maybe I’ll even be 
able to see that show)

Chris Terry
• Ghosts Run Wild, 
If You Want Evil cassette
• Full Sun, Bare Floor cassette
• The Techniques, 
Techniques in Dub LP
• Hanging out with Craven Rock 
in Seattle
• Podcast of me reading “The 
Impersonator” on 2ndStory.com

Craig Horky

2. the Infernal Names

those regular old pandas)
4. 1Q84
(book)

Craven Rock 
The Selected Poems of Li Po by 

Li Po (book)

Slow Dance at Black Lodge

at FBK
4. Sol, Yours Truly CD 

Motorik CD

Danny Segura

Lost
in Translation
. Stikky, Spamthology

4. Future Virgins, 
Western Problems LP

Right on Time LP

Daryl Gussin
• Consumers, 
All My Friends are Dead LP

Meltdown LP

• Tenement, Blind Wink LP
• Glow Kit, Self-titled LP

Replay Dave
• Frozen Teens LP

• Toys That Kill, Fambly 42 LP
• Crusades, The Sun Is Down and 
the Night Is Riding in LP
• High On Fire, 
De Vermis Mysteriis LP

Dave Williams

Babylon LP
2. Imperial State Electric, 
Pop War LP

Umskiptar LP
4. Terrible Feelings, Shadows LP

Discography LP

Ever a.k.a. The Girl About Town

2. God Equals Genocide at 
Daryl’s house

Youth Of Today at the Glasshouse

Chain show at Hollywood Park

Hollywood Park

Garrett Barnwell

Zombie High CD
2. The Shrine, Bless Off demo

4. Poison Idea, 
Darby Crash Rides Again CD

Youthbitch 
Youthbitch Youthbitch Youthbitch 
Youthbitch Cassette

Ian Wise
Top 5 Best Punk-Related Things 
About Moving Back to Illinois, 
and Their Respective Downfalls

nose broken at Creem
2. Shows at Ranchos Huevos / 
Creepy drunk dudes grabbing 
girls at Ranchos Huevos

Spaceship / Not seeing Los 
Crudos at the Fireside Bowl
4. Getting to see Raw Nerve three 
times in a week / Raw Nerve 
breaking up

Repellent every day / Any mix 
CD made by Pete Repellent

Jennifer Federico

2. X, “True Love Part 2”

“History Lesson Part 2”
4. Public Image, 
“Religion (Part) 2”

(okay, technically it’s an “act”)

Jimmy Alvarado’s 
Fantabulous Five
• Stains, 2009 Demo, unreleased
• Red Lorry Yellow Lorry, 
The Very Best of…

Total Decay EP
• Radar Eyes, Self-titled
• Void, Sessions 1981-83

Joe Dana

Beach Party at VLHS in Pomona 

Erg, and French Exit at The Blue 
Star in DTLA.

Red pandas 
(far superior to those regular old pandas)

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE



Sidekicks, BombPops, Dudes 
Night at Aladdin Jr’s in Pomona.

band fronted by Gallagher 

City at Alex’s Bar.

Juan Espinosa
• Despise You / Final Draft live at 
the Black Castle

• GG King, “Joyless
Masturbation” b/w “Bag”
• Young Governor, Pizza Face EP 
• God Equals Genocide, 
Rattled Minds CD

Keith Rosson
• Amoebas, Self-titled cassette
• Capitalist Kids, 
“Sarah” b/w “Ayn”

• The Universe in Miniature in 
Miniature by Patrick Somerville 
(short stories)
• Stay Awake by Dan Choan 
(stories)

Ken Dirtnap
• Flip Tops, Are Still a Band LP
• Gentleman Jesse, 
Leaving Atlanta LP
• Legendary Wings, 
new recordings
• Los Vigilantes, Self-titled LP
• Eddy Current Suppression Ring, 
So Many Things 2 x LP

Kurt Morris
• A Thousand Lives,
by Julia Scheeres (book)
• Approaching Eye Level, by 
Vivian Gornick (book)
• Punch, Nothing Lasts EP
• The Prayer Chain, Mercury
• Nails, Unsilent Death LP

Lauren Denitzio
Top 5 Bands I’ve Seen 
Play Live Recently

2. The Wedding Present

4. Traveling

Liz Prince
Top 5 Shows I Missed Because I’m 
a Dedicated Stay-At-Home-Punk

2. Delay / Tin Armor 
at Trouble Ahead

at Lorem Ipsum
4. Hunx And His Punx at Great Scott

Mark Twistworthy
• The Golden Boys,
Dirty Fingernails LP
• Gentlemen Jesse,
Leaving Atlanta LP

On Mars LP
• Unnatural Helpers, Self-titled LP
• Spray Paint,

Matt Average
• Nü Sensae, live at the Smell
• God Equals Genocide, live
• NASA Space Universe, 
live at the Smell
• Nervosas, tape
• Fistula, Loser LP

Marty Ploy

Horror Squad and Dudes Night. 
2. VLHS being the new Disneyland 
for kiddies and party peeps. 

4. The Partys Over Productions 
turning ten years old. 

Bill Pinkel.

Mike Dead Broke

2. Summer Vacation, Condition LP
II LP

4. Suspicious Beasts,
Used to Be Beautiful

More Bloody Bad News LP

Mike Frame

Grifter’s Hymnal LP
2. Teenage Fanclub, 
Songs from Northern Britain LP

Women and Work LP
4. Savage Damage Digest #2 (zine)

Nighthawk
• The Saint Louis Blues 
winning the Western 
Conference Central Division!
• Going on tour with 
The Haddonfields.
• Guitar Wolf and Transistors at 

• The Copyrights, The Treasure 
Fleet, Lipstick Homicide, and 

• Pedals On Our Pirate Ships and 

Rene Navarro

Rattled Minds LP
2. Wreck Of The Zephyr, 
For Helen LP

Keep It Lean CD
4. HARCO, Self-titled Cassette

“Tombstone Shadow” 
b/w “Commotion”

Ryan Horky
From 

Enslavement to Obliteration LP
2. Two Cow Garage,
Sweet Saint Me LP

On Mars LP
4. Bruce Springsteen, 
Wrecking Ball LP

Torture LP

Ryan Leach
Top 5 Records in Order of 
Current Rotation

Queen of Siam LP
2. The Chills, 
Kaleidoscope World LP

The Academy in Peril LP
4. Acid Baby Jesus, Self-titled LP

Trans-Europe Express LP

Sal Lucci

2. The Hussy, Weed Seizure LP

Leaving Atlanta LP
4. John Wesley Coleman, Last
Donkey Show LP

Sean Koepenick
Top 5 Bands I Am Looking 
Forward to at 2000 Tons of TNT 
Festival

2. The Bruisers

4. Fear

Steve Hart
MMXII LP

2. High On Fire, 
De Vermis Mysteriis LP

Nothing’s 
Gonna Change the Way You Feel 
about Me Now LP

Live Architecture and 
Morality LP

Subterranean Jungle LP

Steve Larder
Time Machines LP

2. Thou, To the Chaos Wizard 
Youth LP

Life’s Trade 2 x LP
4. Ô Paon, Courses LP

Home LP

Toby Tober
Top 5 movies I Have 
Enjoyed Recently

God Bless America
2. The Myth of the American 
Sleepover

Restless
4. The Catechism Cataclysm

Silent Tongues

Todd Taylor
• The Secret Prostitutes, The
Kenrock 7 Inch
• Kalashnikov, 
Vampirizzati Oggi
• Young Governor, Pizza Face
• Sloane Peterson, 
Why Go Out? LP
• The Consumers, 
All My Friends Are Dead LP

ever God Equals Genocide’s 
Rattled Minds LP

Tommy Vandervort

Party with the Brokedowns, 
Vacation Bible School, The Slow 
Death, and Little Dave at The 
Cobra Lounge
2. Pegboy at The Liars Club

4. Crusades, The Sun Is Down and 
Night Is Riding In LP

Ty Stranglehold
Top 5 Z Bands

2. The Zeros

4. Zodiac Killers

Vincent Battilana

The Hair of the Night Cassette
• Knock Knock, 
We Will Raise Your Child LP
• Sac Records 
1999-2004 comp Cassette
• God Equals Genocide, 
Rattled Minds LP

Just Deserts LP



ACCORDION CRIMES: 
Songs to Drive Wives Away: LP
Spot-on skronk rock, for the most part, 
with quieter moments and passages 
(one even including what sounds like 
cellos) interspersed to keep things 
from degenerating into a monotonous 
din. These kids would’ve surely been 
the belles of the Touch & Go/AmRep/
noise rock ball two decades ago, and 

–Jimmy Alvarado (Cash Cow)

ADELIT@S: No Hay Descanso: LP

music and anarcho-hardcore from a 
band hailing Portland, Oregon. The 
songs bounce back and forth (sometimes 
even within the same song) between 

by huapangos and rancheras to blazing 
thrash. Nice hand-screened cover with 
lyrics (including translations for the 
Castellano-challenged), too. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Tomorrow Belongs to Us, 
punkisaghetto@gmail.com)

AGATHA: Self-titled: Cassette 
In a time when punk bands are merely 
social clubs to grow beer bellies in and 
hardcore bands are just genre-centric, 
font-fetishists, a band like Agatha couldn’t 
be more timely. Agatha stands out as art 
in a world of photocopies, because they 
are relentless in their directive. They are 
unabashedly queer, feminist, and radical 
and, thus, reconstruct a dialogue that 
hasn’t been present in punk for a long 
time. Listening to their songs and reading 
their lyrics often makes me uneasy, 
even though they are not particularly 
confrontational or reactionary. Their 
songs come from a more personal place, 
so it’s the courage of their convictions 
that challenge me as a listener and, more 
importantly, as a human being. They 
come from a personal demand to be 
recognized and respected that makes me 
question my privilege, complacency, and 
apathy. Why has it been so long since 
I’ve felt this way in anything involving 

crust, restating the obvious like “war is 
bad” in a clichéd and detached manner. 
No, Agatha is so fresh in their anger that 
they render the “preaching to the choir” 
argument irrelevant because the punk 
scene itself has become so complacent 
and apathetic and “anti-P.C” (a term that 
I refuse to recognize) that the scene itself 
needs to be shaken up. I know that I’m 
shaken up. The power in these songs 
does more than move me. It moves me to 
be a better person. –Craven Rock (Self-

AGE OF CONSENT: Burden of Beast: LP
Waves of guitars and distortion come 
crashing out of your speakers, breaking 

across the room, decimating furniture, 
and ruining your carpet. Or something 
like that. Age Of Consent have spun a 
few His Hero Is Gone records in their 
time, but they’ve built on that structure, 
put more of a crushing edge in their 
sound, and added some atmospheric 
touches to get the point across. I like that 
they pick up the speed and get into some 
thrash with songs like “Silver Lining,” 
as it helps to offset the mainly mid-
tempo crawl of the other songs. The riff 
they kick into on “Hands That Take” is a 
killer. Fast, jittery, and direct. When they 
do stuff like this I’m like, “Fuck yeah!! 

speed and move at a moderately hurried 
gait. Such actions only intensify their 
sonic power. Plus they have some 

that make me wonder what they could 
do if they just went for it and wrote 
some songs that were more in that vein 
and less in the punk realm. Then there’s 

cold and dreary introduction that gives 
way to a head banging riff, eventually 
going over into blinding speed. But the 
slower and mid-paced tempos in this 
song are the ones that crush the most. 
Opposing dynamics compressed in a 
short time span, pulled off with good 

abortedsociety.com)

AMERICAN LIES: 
Listen, That’s Disco: 1-sided 12” EP

is my sense of time. The East Bay 

think anyone’s gonna deny that without 
the early Lookout and Fat catalogs 
shipping into chain stores in the dryer 
and hotter parts of Southern California 
that American Lies wouldn’t exist in its 
present state. American Lies is less beef 
jerky and more fruit leather. Sure, you 
can reduce all the ingredients to their 
original fruit components: Crimpshrine, 
Pinhead Gunpowder, Fifteen, NOFX, 
Sludgeworth. The good news with fruit 
leather is that all those musical notes 

provide some nutrition. It’s not over-

preservation. American Lies are also 
playing with tangible excitement. The 
B-side is a bitchin’ silkscreen. Not 
for fans of disco. For fans who wish 
there was a record that bridged Today’s 
Empires… Tomorrow’s Ashes and 
Fallow. –Todd (americanliesband@

ANCIENT FILTH: Self-titled: EP

prayers have been answered! No half-
assed, cookie cutter, yawn-inducing 

tunes on this record at all: this is 
commandeering hardcore punk with 
a conscience and an air of mysticism. 
Fantastic artwork. Hateful lyrics. 

Espinosa (Shock To The System)

ARMALITE: Humongous: 7”EP
If you’ve been into punk rock for more 
than a couple years, chances are you 
make rules for yourself. Here’s one of 
mine. The difference between a band and 
a “band” is that they have to write, play, 
and record at least one new song every 
ten years. X is a “band.” Descendents are 
a band. It takes a lot for me to ever go 
see a “band.” As we all know, nostalgia’s 
expensive and I’m not talking the price 
of admission. Armalite were coasting 
up to their ten-year mark since their one 
and only LP. Armalite features Atom 
(of …And His Package, chemistry and 
physics teacher), Dan Yemin (Ph.D., 
Lifetime, Kid Dynamite, Paint It Black), 
Jeff Ziga (tricycle operator/co-owner 

Of Democracy). There’s a light-handed 
clown/professor, Chuck D/Flavor Flav 
dynamic in Armalite that makes it all 
work. Atom sounds like puberty. Dan’s 
guitar sounds like it’s laying a trap made 

Krofft in one ear, Decontrol (not SSD; 
the Philly one, with the motorcycles) in 
the other, and they get a ten-year punch 
on their card, to continue being a band, 
not a “band.” A totally respectable and 
pleasing way to hear a band age. –Todd 
(No Idea, noidearecords.com)

ASTRYD LINDGREN’S GREAT 5: 
Self-titled: 7” EP
Fairly middling trash rock here. “Retard 

& The Chones, but on the whole there’s 
been too many years of too many bands 
strip-mining the same sound for this 
to stand out without all kinds of extra 
effort. Kinda expected a wee bit more 
from a band named after the author of 
the Pippi Longstocking books. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Ken Rock, myspace.com/
kenrockrecords)

BARRIO TIGER: 
Laugh Now, Cry Later: 12” EP 
Los Angeles’s underground has seen an 
uptick in recent years of punk bands with 
a deep rock streak running through ‘em, 
and vice-versa, some of it good ‘n’ some 
that make you wanna step outside to chat 
with friends old and new until whoever’s 
onstage stops whatever it is they’re 

point, a band that puts well more than the 
requisite amount of energy and oomph 
into their live shows and, based on the 
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"Lyrics that are caught somewhere between 
nostalgia, depression, and nostalgia for depression."

WEEKEND DADS: Self-titled: 7”





six songs here, their studio work. They’re 

easily fall into the same ol’ same ol’ rut 
gets a solid kick in the ass courtesy of 
some rock solid songwriting, diversity, 

bubble—just when you think you’ve got 
‘em pegged, up jumps a poppy punk tune 
(albeit with roaring dual/duel guitars) and 

better local bands making the rounds. –
Jimmy Alvarado (Barrio Tiger, myspace.
com/gentlemencallers)

BESMIRCHERS, THE: 
If Loving You Is Wrong... : CD
Given a name built around the root word 
of “besmirch,” snazzy and Garbage Pail 

and even a song called “I Drink From 

guys to be something along the lines of 

Well, i clearly got the “less-saccharine” 
part right: The disc is a sixteen-song, 
twenty-two minute collection of GG-
esque songs about fellatio, drugs, and 
ejaculating, sung by a guy who looks like 
an old, beat-up, blade-damaged, bleached 
blonde wrestler with facial tattoos ((and, 
by the sound of his vocals, a substandard 
dental plan)), backed by a shit-tight band 
who should probably be commended for 
showing at least mild restraint towards 
satisfying their presumed speedmetal 

slot “Suburban Girl” right between 

So Why Not Kill Yourself” album ((or 
maybe right after “Suburban Bitch” on 
“Hell Comes To Your House”)) and none 
would be the wiser, although the song 

on “American Youth Report” instead. 
Lyrically, the only line you really need to 
know is “Come on baby, born to rock / 
Drink your piss while you suck my cock”
from “Born to Fuck.” Bottoms up! BEST 

With Downtown Dave” BEST SONG 

girlfriend’s mom is probably worth the 
purchase price in and of itself. –Rev. 
Nørb (Puke In The Sink)

BILLY NO MATES: 
Duck, Duck, Goose: CD
Duncan Redmonds is a high-functioning 
pothead. When Snuff’s in-between 
reincarnations, there’s been Guns N 
Wankers, Duncan’s Divas—as himself 
(Bubble And Squeak, another Duncan-
and-a-rotating-cast-of-characters 
project). It’s really the same gold bullion 
catchy punk slathered with different 
gravies. (This time a Japanese/British 
intermingling, so a wasabi brown 

country to two men, but if Frankie 
Stubbs is the granite, smoke, and coal 
industry of contemporary English 
punk, Duncan’s the prank-pulling—
borderline surreal/absurdist—punk-this-
ridiculously-jumpy-is-rarely-this-smart 
mad scientist. So, if you’re followed 

Duncan from Flibbiddydibbiddydob, 
Demmamussabebonk, and Potatoes and 
Melons at Wholesale Prices Straight 
from the Lockup (the trifecta, for me) 
and haven’t checked in in awhile, now’s 
a good time to pop in for a visit. Like the 
Toy Dolls, Duncan is in his own universe, 
his own language, his own cause and 
effect. Be thankful he chose to play punk 
to show how it can expand, contract, 
wiggle, fade, and get megaweird. 
It’s like children’s programming for 
agitated, alienated adults. –Todd (No 
Idea, noidearecords.com / Household 
Name, householdnamerecords.co.uk / 
Poison City, poisoncityrecords.com)

BLACK BREATH: 
Sentenced to Life: CD/LP
Do you like Slayer’s Reign in Blood

likely enjoy Black Breath’s latest album, 
Sentenced to Life
put out a great debut LP and their latest 
release seems like a sensible follow up. 
The opening tracks are sharp and brutal 
with some great riffs and catchy choruses 
(in that metal way). Lyrics dealing with 
blasphemy and death (“life is a prison / 
death is the key” and “sentenced to life 

give the music a sinister presence but do 
so without devolving into being juvenile. 

hardcore punk vocals keep things from 
going that route. Ten tracks clocking in 
at around thirty-three minutes is a good 

length for Black Breath, since the second 
half of the album doesn’t seem to be quite 

a feeling of things starting to drag. And 
that’s the only drawback of Sentenced to 
Life—the lack of consistency throughout. 

second half could use a bit more muscle 
and hooks. While not as good as their 
debut, Heavy Breathing, fans of any 
of the bands or styles mentioned at the 
beginning of this review really should 
check out Sentenced to Life. Kurt 

BLACK SPARROW PRESS: 
Half-Ass Romance: LP
I can almost picture the record collection 
in a small room with the mattress and 

Ham on Rye
A forlorn, warbling echo. A loneliness. 

down with cigarettes. And there’s a 
crossroads in the middle of the tiny room 
because something doesn’t quite add 
together to a larger sum. Does Jeffrey 
Lee Pierce and the Gun Club hold the 

way of saying that Black Sparrow Press 
sound like seekers who haven’t quite 
found what they’re looking for. And if 
they broaden their spectrum, pay more 
attention to dynamics, textures, speeds, 
they may be surprised that all the parts are 
there; that they’ll come into focus over 
time, with repetition, with San Pedro-



There’s a lot of promise in this record, a 
promise that a more contemporary band 
like The Starvations were able to realize 
and make sound electrifying… here’s 

Comet / Something Dancey)

BOMBANGREPP: Demo: CD-R
Heavy duty Swedish fjordcore here, 
very close in sound and sentiment to 
compatriots The Victims and Wolfbrigade. 

evidence, but isn’t a detriment to the 
sheer malevolence that just oozes from 
each track. If this is only a demo, I’m a 
bit afeared of what these kids are gonna 
unleash as a legitimate release. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Bombangrepp)

BUCKY SINISTER: Sensitive Badass: LP
In a move that is either suicidal or 
brilliant, Post-Consumer Records has 

release. Let’s focus on the brilliant part 
of that. For one thing, it keeps them from 
being just another label putting out just 
another mediocre band. For another 
thing, this isn’t any poetry record. It’s 
a Bucky Sinister record. As far as I’m 
concerned, Bucky Sinister should be the 
poet laureate of punk rock. His poems 
are witty and heartbreaking, the beauty 
at the bottom of the barrel. The ten 
poems on this record come from Bucky’s 
collections Whiskey & Robots and All 
Blacked Out and Nowhere to Go. Both 
collections trace Bucky’s life growing 

to the East Bay, falling in with the East 
Bay punk scene at a time when the world 
was paying attention to that scene, and 
bottoming out on whiskey. He has since 

in the whole experience. These are 
poems that demonstrate that meaning. 
Included on the record are poems you’d 
know if you’ve ever seen Bucky Sinister 
live. They’re his greatest hits, in a way: 
“The Anatomy of the Pit,” “The Loudest 

Date with Wonder Woman,” “The 
Alternative Universe of Bruce Wayne,” 
and my personal favorite, “Elegy for Lost 
Haunts.” I only had one poetry record 
before getting this one. It’s a collection 

got the record, I wondered how many 
times I’d really listen to it. As it turns out, 
a lot. Bucky stands alongside Kerouac in 
putting out a record that will linger in my 
stacks for decades. It’ll never be in high 
rotation, but I’ll take it out a few times a 
year just because something in my life is 
telling me I need to hear it again. Poetry 
records aren’t like comedy records. 
Comedy records get less funny each time 
you play them. Poetry records get deeper, 
more meaningful. At least the Kerouac 
and Sinister ones do. –Sean Carswell 
(Post-Consumer)

CHARLIE MEGIA & THE MODERN
DANCE CLUB: Love Police: 2 x LP
Two slabs of vinyl’s worth of more or 
less equal parts ambient noises, kick ass 
surf, thuddy punk, freak out sessions, 
and the occasional mélange of all the 
above. Thought I’d be bored to tears 

halfway through, but they’re quite 
adept at what they do and manage to 
keep the interest level up throughout. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Guitars & Bongos, 
facebook.com/guitarsandbongos)

CHROME CRANKS, THE: 
Ain’t No Lies in Blood: CD
Bit of a surprise to see this in the 
review bins, seein’ as I thought these 
rapscallions were long gone. True to 
form, they dish up another helping of 
sludgy, swampy, garagey noise rock 
stomp rife with slithery rhythms, slide 

grime lubricating the chords that yer 
gonna need a couple of showers after 
giving it a listen. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Thick Syrup, thicksyruprecords.net)

CITIZEN USELESS: The Presidents of 
the United Mistakes: CD
Just days after I reviewed the debut album 

news broke globally of the struggle of 
Indonesian punks abused and harassed 
by authorities. I understand that Citizen 
Useless hail from a more tolerant part 
of Indonesia, but it’s still challenging to 
separate those horrifying news stories 
from this great CD. Harder and less 
melodic (although no less catchy) than 
their debut full length, this is a very, very 
strong follow up. These guys are pissed 
and rail against the same things punks 
always have, but with an uncommonly 
solemn edge. Just try to shave these
kids’ heads, pigs! That’s not happening. 
–Art Ettinger (P.I.G., myspace.com/
portnowintertainmentgroup)

COLD SNAP: Spice Island: 7” single

sprawling than fast and in your face. 

are based around a solid wall of guitar. 
Underneath are melodies that evoke a 
feeling of despair. Percussion rumbles 
and builds, giving the music tension, 
and the vocals are abrasive and shouted 
into a void. “American Cancer” builds 
to a mid tempo and goes from there. 
They attack, what I’m guessing, is 
the Bush Administration, and the 
indifference of a government too ready 

title track and it continues along in the 
same mood as the opener: mid tempo, 
with a down feeling, and the details of 
a dead relationship. Overall, a decent 
record. But I’m wondering if they ever 
pick up the pace or just keep it to a slow 

of hardcore, or cross over into Cap’n 

CONDENADA: Cassette
This is everything the Chicago 

three previously unreleased songs. 
The intensity stays high throughout 
the release, but the mood and tempos 
vary and the almost pop song structures 
provide a good skeleton for the 
music. The lyrics almost all deal with 
queer/feminist issues, but are written 
in a very personal way, based on 
experience instead of rhetoric. The way 
the songs are written seem to provide 
more inspiration to those in similar 



positions than straight-ahead political 
songs, and also force understanding 
out of cisgendered, white males. Every 
song is a lone, powerful statement and 
they add up to a positive, inclusive 
collection that is a great retrospective 
of a sadly underrated band. Highest 
recommendations! –Ian Wise (Not 
Normal, notnormaltapes@gmail.com)

CONSUMERS: 
All My Friends Are Dead: LP
It’s really easy to overblow the past. 
Punk’s no different. This is especially true 
when uncovering woefully overlooked 
or underappreciated bands and records. 
Shit, there’s a whole industry dedicated 
to it. Killed By Death. As a kid who grew 
up in the desert, I had the triple whammy 
of liking punk, investing in countless 
cassette tapes, and poor organizational 
skills. On one of those tapes, I had many 
of The Consumers songs on a mix tape 
that one of my friends made me. Only, 
I didn’t know it was The Consumers. 
Neither did he. And it was a crappy 
tape, so it sounded muddy and muted; 
a dupe of a dupe. I just thought that’s 
how it sounded. So when I saw that In 
The Red had reissued All My Friends 
Are Dead several years back on CD, 
I shrugged—not doubting Larry Hard 
has great taste—but thinking, “Good, 
not essential.” I’m an idiot. The devil’s 
in the details and the devil had been 
busy making a masterpiece. I’d put The 
Consumers on the same dart board cork as 
Zero Boys’ Vicious Circle. Pitch-perfect, 
from-the-void (neither Indianapolis nor 
Phoenix were punk hotspots), way-too-

well-recorded songs by people who 
could play their instruments far-too-well 
and had cut their teeth on the AOR cover 

something to be said of a band that, on 
its best day, was barely tolerated, even by 
inner-circle punks. You can hear the hate, 
the exclusion, the unanswered scream, 
and the about-to-happen implosion. 
A lost gem. On par with the collected 
Cheifs output and a public service, 
really. Alienation transcends decades, 
centuries.–Todd (In The Red)

COPPER GAMINS, THE: Self-titled:  CDEP
From what I’m able to gather via the 
internet, this is a two-piece group who 
hail from parts about an hour west of 

and this was recorded in one of the 
member’s aunt’s house. Dunno how 
they’ll feel about this, but the results 
are very much in line with early White 
Stripes, maybe a little less over the top, 

Alvarado (Saustex, saustexmedia.com)

COSMONAUTS, THE: Self-titled/New 
Psychic Denim: Cassette
This is another Burger release of two 
albums on one cassette. It is really cool 
when a label uses a medium so well to 
spread the word about newer bands. 
And a load of The Cosmonauts is a great 
thing. Both albums are a combination 
of jumpy rock riffage soaked in reverb 
with longer, psych-inspired droning. 
Fans of Thee Oh Sees should take note. 
–Billups Allen (Burger)

CRAZY BAND: Fuck You: Cassette

female-fronted postpunk with attitude to 
spare! This is great for raging or dancing 
or both! Beyond reproach! What else 

CRIMEWAVE: Savage Reaction: LP
Another band that decides to take a 
precarious road, in this case hardcore 
with a heavy dollop of rock mixed into 
the batter, and it pays off in spades. Songs 
are clean ‘n’ tight, to the point, rife with 
great riffage, and have an extra bit of 
swagger built into the rhythm section to 
give it all a little extra personality. Good 
stuff, especially “Fashion Assassinate,” 
which gets the blood bumpin’ with 
its zippy tempo. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Agrowax, agrowax.blogspot.com)

CRITICAL MASS: Silver Screen: 7”

record store and every now and then 
he’d bring home the odd obscurity from 
a band we’d never heard of, and often 
never heard of again. One such oddball 
record was It’s What’s inside that Counts,

At the time we had no clue as to who they 
were, but the “plucked from the trash can” 
cover art and the fact that the band look 
like a buncha schlubs led my old man to 
believe they were a “punk” band and thus 
we should think they were nifty. While 
the album was not particularly “punk” 
to a couple o’ kids ingesting heavy doses 
of Void and Black Flag, it did have some 
great tunes on it, including a scorcher 
called “London.” The record in question 

here is the debut single from that same 
band, released a few years earlier and has 
since become something of a collector’s 
item, with good reason. Steeped in 
buzzsaw guitars, Dollsy swagger, and 
Rottenesque vocals, the two tunes here 
are prime examples of the kind of stuff 
most Killed By Death snobs cream their 
jeans over and wantonly throw money 
around to procure. Glad to have a copy 
of my own, which I will summarily wear 
the grooves out of. This also inspired me 
to seek out another copy of the album, 
which I just bought dirt cheap. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Last Laugh)

CULO / TENEMENT: Split: 7” EP
Culo: A full side of raging, angry, 
smokin’ hardcore that’ll warm the 
cockles of anyone who thinks bands like 
Negative Approach are swell, if a wee 
bit too slow. If I had to narrow it down to 
a single word, “unrelenting” about sums 
it up. Tenement: Shit, I was feelin’ sorry 
for these kids for having to follow the 
Culo stuff, but they more than handle 
their shit here, delivering two tracks 

sounding poppy punk (not pop punk) 
with loud guitars and the kinda 
songwriting that sticks in your head for 
days on end. This, my friends, is how a 
split should be in an ideal world—two 
white-hot bands aiming for the fences 
and delivering the goods in spades. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Cowabunga)

CULO: Life Is Vile…and So Are We: LP
Goddamn! I had no clue who Cülo was 
before I got this, but, apparently, they’ve 



been around for a minute. Life Is Vile is 
a collection of some earlier EPs that are 
quite possibly no longer available. I can 

out, as these twelve inches of vinyl are 
packed from end to end with pretty rad 

in full effect. –Vincent (Deranged)

CURMUDGEON: Human Ouroboros: 7” 
Grindy, atonal hyper-thrash with 
ADD song lengths and slower bits 
to facilitate karate kickin’. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Curmudgeon)

CURSIVE: I Am Gemini: CD/LP
I can’t seem to recall an album that I 
went from detesting so much to actually 

found I Am Gemini to be disappointing 
and safe. The press for the album said that 
it was one of Cursive’s heaviest albums, 
which I didn’t necessarily get, especially 

comparison to their previous two albums 
(Mama, I’m Swollen and Happy Hollow)
I suppose that’s a safe assessment. The 
album doesn’t seem to rely upon much of 
anything beyond the standard rock lineup 
of bass, guitar, drums, and vocals. Gone 
are the excessive horns and keyboards 
from previous albums. The one thing the 
album hinges on, however, is the lyrical 
concept. Here is how their bio describes it: 
“I Am Gemini is the surreal and powerful 
musical tale of Cassius and Pollock, twin 
brothers separated at birth. One good 
and one evil, their unexpected reunion 
in a house that is not a home ignites a 
classic struggle for the soul, played out 

with a cast of supporting characters that 
includes a chorus of angels and devils, 
and twin sisters conjoined at the head.” 
Sure, whatever. Composed in a linear 
fashion, the whole thing is written like 
a play. It seems a bit pretentious and, 
unfortunately, not as interesting as it 
might be. I’ve been listening to Cursive 

their career (or pretty damn close to it). 
Unlike most fans, I’m most partial to 
their earliest albums with their contrast 
of stops and starts and loud and soft 
dynamics. Personally, I prefer lyrics of 
existential dilemmas and the search for 
meaning. Concept albums are all good 
and well, but they don’t mean the same 
to me as something that comes from the 
individual’s experiences and the ability 
to work through that shit. Perhaps there’s 
something to be said for taking a notion 
or experience and creating something 
much larger. In the end, this is an 
interesting story, but not one that really 
moves me—like other songwriters have 
with their more personal songs—and 
like Cursive did on their earlier work. 
But all that being said, musically, this 
album still rocks. Regardless of any 
concept, it’s got some good songs with 
well-articulated lyrics that don’t require a 
lyric sheet to decipher, just to understand 
what character is speaking. While upon 

still better than most of the music in 
the indie rock scene, with competency 
and creativity as well as great hooks 
and catchy tunes. And that will keep 
me playing it quite a bit. 
(Saddle Creek, saddle-creek.com)

DAVEY PORTER AND THE YOUNG
REPUBLICANS: 
Mistakes Were Made: CD
Kenny Rogers’ face is a good example 
of something that’s gotten dramatically 
funnier and simultaneously more 
frightening as the years peal away. The 
Republican Party is another one. As if 
espousing a political philosophy only 
a little bit more sophisticated than that 
of a territorial toddler isn’t bad enough, 
some of the Grand Old Party’s most star-
spangled mouthpieces outright physically 
resemble giant tantrum-prone toddlers: 
notably Rush Limbaugh, Karl Rove, 
Glenn Beck, Newt Gingrich. Then, in a 
bold move to become even more cartoon-
like, the Republican Party maladroitly 
became the platform for the dim-bulb 
Homecoming Queen contingent, ala 

And by the time Joe the Plumber strode 
into the limelight, assumed a plumber’s 
squat, and let loose with his runny 
nuggets of “everyman” wisdom, the 
clown dung had basically hit the fan. 
But don’t get me wrong: Democrats are 
ridiculous too. On several levels, I tend 
to think that all political animals should 
be taken as seriously as balloon animals. 
But it’s not all laffs and pratfalls. There’s 
a scary side too; namely that the Neocons 
are such paragons of neurological 

what Robert Anton Wilson (I think) 
termed the “statutory ape.” They have 
an insect loyalty to their own overactive 
greed glands and to them shameless self-
indulgence is considered a virtue. They 
start with their First Fundamental “Truth,” 

which is “nothing whatsoever should 
obstruct my ability to acquire the things I 
desire, particularly if I’m already well-to-
do,” and then they move out from there, 
philosophically speaking, and formulate 
their worldview based on that one 
foundational “given.” These are people 
just screaming to be made fun of. They 
are setting a new standard for zealotry 
that used to be owned by cultists like 
the Branch Davidians and Facebookies. 
But disregarding them entirely could 
prove lethal, quite literally, to the entire 
planet, so it’s good to know that wise 
people like George Lakoff are providing 
New Enlightenment-based approaches to 
dealing with sanctimonious, hidebound 
Neocons on the socio-political level. 
But work also needs to be done on the 
satirical level. And that’s where Davey 
Porter And The Young Republicans step 
in. Davey Porter, in fact, even has that 
corn-fed, fat cat cherubim look made so 
popular by Limbaugh, Rove, et al. Or 
maybe his name is “Dudley”—I’m not 
real clear on that. Regardless of who’s 
who, Davey Porter And The Young 
Republicans is a trio who dress up like 
snooty Republicans (ala the Yuppie 
Pricks), and play metalized punk songs 
that extol the virtues of the Conservative-
Life-Lived-Right and their lyrics ooze 
with such blubbery smugness that I 
can’t help but think of Newt Gingrich’s 
love handles. And according to the 
band bio, Porter even “out-Nuges” Ted 
Nugent in the category of grunt-snorting 
he-man conservative primitiveness by 
virtue of the fact the he was raised in 
the backwoods of North Carolina by 



a family of deer, who he later ate at the 

beard. Terrible Ted’s loin-clothed G. 
Gordon Liddy routine can’t touch that 

you could make reasonable comparisons 
between the Young Republicans and 

only unfortunate thing is that this Davey/
Dudley character, I’ll bet, probably 
works at the Guitar Center; his Dimebag 
Darryl guitar tone just sounds like it’s 

processing products he got at work with 
his thirty percent employee’s discount. 
But that’s a fairly minor quibble. It’s 
really the lyrics that are the focus here. 
If you are a fan of mock-conservatism 
along the lines of The Colbert Report
or the Yuppie Pricks, you’ll at very least 

Sure, it’s an easy target, but it’s also a 
fun target. Go get your copy of Mistakes 
Were Made and have a few laughs before 
this country’s second Civil War breaks 
out between the Cutthroat Neocons and 
Everyone Else. This stuff might not seem 
quite as funny once that happens. –Aphid 
Peewit (Self-released)

DEFCON ZERO: Music for Gluesniffers, 
Terrorists & the Mentally Ill: CD
Potent cross-pollination of U.K. and 
U.S. strains of punk, resulting in 
thrashy hardcore with topical lyrics that 
aren’t afraid to make a point, served up 
nice and overdriven. These London 
louts deliver the goods in spades here. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Pumpkin)

DELICJE: Self-titled: CD
I’ll start with the disclaimer that none 
of this is in English, and I personally 
have struggled with more than one intro 
language course. That said, I think this 
is either Finnish or Polish, and for the 

Sonic Youth worship until it turns into 
yelling-lady anarcho metal. This is 
made funnier by the fact that according 
to internet searching, a Delicje is 
some sort of chocolate cookie biscuit. 
Again, I don’t know how to make the 
connection, but it’s interesting, for 
sure! –Joe Evans III (No Pasaran)

DOMESTICS, THE: Keep It Lean: CD
I can honestly say it’s been a while 
since a punk full length grabbed me like 
this. This album will stay in rotation. A 
keeper. It’s the kind of album you bully 
people into borrowing, just to say, “I told 
you it fucking ruled.” Fire-charged and 
jam-packed full of tight bass lines, these 
guys tear it up proper. Fourteen songs in 
twenty minutes that leave you salivating 
for more. The lyrics are right on and, like 
the music, powerful and concise. The 
musicianship here is just top notch. You 
can tell these songs weren’t created, they 

Navarro (Dusty Curtain Face/ Kibou)

DUDES NIGHT / HORROR SQUAD:
Split: 7” EP
Horror Squad: It’s not an uncommon 
punk dilemma. A lot of your idols have 
turned into clowns. And if not clowns, 

super fucking questionable, mumbling 
shadows of their former selves. There’s 
no doubt that Horror Squad has had a 
longtime love affair with Rancid and 
I’m glad to hear that they’ve taken a 
couple of steps back from that mirror 
and started to listening to themselves as 
a band. The great news is that they’re 
developing their own identity, their own 
sound—and they aren’t a new band. That 
takes some nuts. Anthemic, breathless, 
and punk-as-life, not punk-as-uniform 
style punk that’s worth a new listen. 
Dudes Night: This one’s easy. They 

showering, and not singing in any sort 
of key; parts are interchangeable like a 
partying Voltron (missing a part or two), 
depending on the situation…”No, dude, 
that’s your puke.” –Todd (On The Real, 
ontherealrecords.com)

EARTH: Angels of Darkness, Demons 
of Light II: CD
I have not heard Angels of Darkness, 
Demons of Light part I in its entirety, but 
the two albums were recorded at the same 
time, and—based what I have heard of 

groundwork of this: spare, ever-building 
riffs, atmospheric cello, and cavernous 

of this instrumental album have really 
given me an appreciation of why the 
appellate “stoner metal” came to be. 
This album is about the setting of a mood 
and place, and as such I would say it is 
a triumph of production. It is probably 
best enjoyed in either the grips of full 

audiophilic immersion (possibly aided 
by someone’s dispensary prescription), 
or as background music. In short, 
this will not get the heart racing, but 
maybe it will get certain people’s heads 
working if caught in the right frame of 
mind. –Adrian (Southern Lord)

EMPIRE: Vol. II-Expansive Sound: CD
Finally! At long last, more songs from the 

awhile, I was jonesing for a hard product. 

through here, but it is well worth it. The 
mainstays here are Bob “Derwood” 

drums, respectively. Twenty-one songs: 
outtakes, demos and live tracks. Great 
postpunk guitar work from Andrews 
makes this a must-have. I can’t wait for 

can get some Empire reunion shows 

Koepenick (Poorly Packaged Products)

ENABLER / DRAINLAND: Split: 7” EP
Enabler: Shouty metal stuff with thrash 
and blastbeats a-plenty. Drainland: One 
long noise-dirge with the occasional 
thrashy freakout to break up the 
monotony. –Jimmy Alvarado (Halo Of 

ENTHUSIASTS, THE: 
”Sinkin/Risin” b/w “Joanne”: 7”
This trio from just north of New York 
City released this record on their own 



is a slightly sloppy garage rock tune. For 
a trio, they have a very full sound, and 
the vocals sound like they might have 
been run through an old guitar amp. The 
drums have a loud crash to them, the bass 

and the guitar leaves you with a very 
rich, heavy feeling. “Joanne” is a slower 
tune, allowing the band more room 
to fool around on their instruments. It 
sounds like it could have been recorded 

a pretty good idea of what they might 
sound like live. These records are hand-

EXIT CONDITION:
Bite Down Hard /Impact Time: LP
Seemingly unknown but deservedly 
reissued is an early years retrospective 
collection by Exit Condition from the 
U.K.. Side one is their demo cassette 
with side two compiling an EP (originally 
released by Pusmort/Pushead) and 
various compilation appearances with 
all tracks spanning from the years of 

but be reminded of fellow country men 
Heresy—who are also friends of theirs as 
it so happens—with both bands sharing 

Condition aren’t quite as concerned with 
breaking any speed barriers. And while 
Heresy was looking towards the East 
Coast sound (Straight Ahead, Adrenalin 
OD), it is quite clear that Exit Condition 

Insted). File under: sometimes it works, 
sometimes it doesn’t. The opening demo 

subsequent recordings following on the 

by a member of the band that they were 

were with their demo tape and I couldn’t 
agree more. The demo recordings are far 
more captivating and intense than their 

to do with a hardcore band transitioning 

studio and the overwhelming conditions 
it can create. Also mentioned is how 
the EP received much more favorable 
reviews than their demo, which made 
the band feel as if “we had sold ourselves 
short.” Having given this record two 
back-to-back listens, there is no doubt 
in my mind that the songs still hold up 
some twenty years later in both execution 
and quality: all ragers and not a dud in 
the lot. Included on the insert is a letter 
from Pushead to the band expressing 
his interest in releasing their material as 
well as a lengthy diatribe about which 
way he felt the recording industry was 
headed towards and how the market 

on and on about how someone releasing 
a hardcore band’s record with the intent 
of moving units is fucking ridiculous, 
but, to be fair, the DIY community has 
changed drastically since then and I’m 
sure Pushead could care less now, what 
with the residuals from his skull designs 

happy. It is now your job, nay, duty in 

putting a smile on Exit Condition’s faces 
by picking this up, stat! –Juan Espinosa 
(Boss Tuneage / Drunken Sailor)

EXPLOSION, THE: Bury Me Standing: LP
I’ve never listened to this band before, 
but I know plenty of people who were 
really into them ten years ago or so. Their 
story is a familiar one: Punk band jumps 
ship from a respectable independent label 
to a major label and then breaks up after 
the major label drops them. This album 

going to be on a major label before the 
band got dropped. It’s a pretty slick punk/

which sounds like a Clash cover, but it 
isn’t. This isn’t your standard major label 
garbage, and after actually enjoying 

hearing what those older records sound 

FIRST BASE: 
Party, Party, Party: Cassette
America, it is time to admit defeat! We 
have been bested by a CASSETTE 

bubblegum pop songs on a yellow piece 
of plastic that has been overheating in 

punk rock! One gripe: when a release 
is this good, I want it on a record, not a 
shitty tape! Fortunately, First Base has 
at least one seven-inch I’m aware of, 
and it includes a cover of a tune by (the 
ridiculous and amazing) Personal And 

Tight Pants (Hosehead)

FISTULA: Loser: LP
Fistula manage the tough act of being 
sludgey and semi fast at the same time. 
Not a lot of bands can do this, and even 
less can make it sound good. Fistula do it 
like a bunch of pros. They make it sound 
effortless and every song is a crusher. The 
bass and drums work together like a blunt, 
yet sharp, instrument that is stabbed into 
your skull over and over. Yet, instead of 
being in pain, you’re actually stoked. 
Perhaps this is a blood-free form of aural 

end buzz and ooze, then the drums will 
launch into some hyper speeds, and you 
can hear the avalanche happen through 
the din of distortion. Then, suddenly, it’s 
back to a near-glacial pacing for a more 
introspective attack. I can’t get over how 
awesome the drums are on this. They’re 
so fuggin’ heavy and it sounds like Nate 
Lineham is out to annihilate every single 
piece of his kit. There’s pummeling bass 
drum, then you have the rapid attack 
off the snare and other toms. If you like 
Weedeater and Buzzoven, then this record 
will be of much-needed attainment. 

FLIPTOPS, THE: Are Still a Band: 12” 45

while ago, and didn’t put it together that 
they were the band who had the album 
on Rip Off about ten million years ago 
((Red and black cover? Ringin’ any 
bells?)) until the album’s title compelled 
me to google that shit to uncover the 
savory truth of its genesis. Indeed, it 

Tops are still a band, as this fast-acting 



album—fast punk with pop ruckus, tight 
playing, cool guitar bits, and colorful 
yelling, guaranteed to outrace your feeble 
attempts gain sturdy comprehension 
thereof. “Enslaved Outraged” sounds like 
someone kicking the living shit out of 
some Undertones song on “Hypnotised,” 
whereas “Boyfriend Street” is a chordy, 
riffy ascension to a higher spiritual plane 
where you wind up getting the living shit 
kicked out of you as well. I salute the 
band’s tenacity and dedication to their 
craft, in the face of overwhelming odds 
of artistic foreclosure! I also salute the 
blue, pink, orange and red color scheme 
on the front cover! Best of all, my top 

wound up back on how it was when i left 
the house! –Rev. Nørb (Bachelor)

FRENCH EXIT / SIGNALS MIDWEST: 
Split: 7”
French Exit: A suburb of Los Angeles, 
Illinois, called Weezernirvana. This can 
be way dangerous territory. One slip 
and it’s punknews.org/AP land and your 
review is placed adjacent to a Chevy ad 

sampler. Next step: constipated band 
photos, questionable neck tattoos, gel, 
guyliner. However, since I know these 
dudes and they understand dangling 
carrots always come with a stick, I’ll 
“woo, ooo, ooo” along. Undeniably 
hooky, tight, and laser-focused. Think 
early Alkaline Trio, swapping out 
spooky lyrics with suburban sprawl 

hummy, punk pop that owes small 

Popes, and other bands that weren’t 
afraid to dent, kick, and counter-attack 
the conventions of already-ossifying 
genre constraints. –Todd (On The 
Real, ontherealrecords.com / Solidarity, 
solidarityrecordings.com)

FRIENDS OF DOROTHY: 
No Sex on Paul Fashion Street: 7” EP
Seventies-sounding punk stuff, with 
trebly, slashy guitars and an early 
Damned feel for a hook, though not 
quite as, um, speedy. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Ken Rock)

GENTLEMAN JESSE: 
Leaving Atlanta: LP
Sophomore album from Gentleman 
Jesse Smith. Thirteen power pop gems, 
including a song about murder (“What 
Did I Do”). That doesn’t really surprise 
me because the lyrical content of many 
of Jesse’s songs is dark (heartbreak, 
depression, living in a hellhole town). 

songs are shorter and the tempo is more 
upbeat. According to the liner notes, these 

don’t know why they took so long to see 
the light of day. Douchmaster’s website 
says Jesse had a bad turn in his personal 
life for a while, so here’s to the hope that 
he’s okay and back to stay. “We Got to 
Get Out of Here” is the best of the bunch 

think of Nick Lowe’s “Heart of the City.” 
–Sal Lucci (Douchemaster)

GLOWKIT: Self-titled: LP
Fourteen infectious tracks of Danish 
pop-psych fortitude. This record is living 
the dream. And god bless the studio 
magic that this band has summoned 
to make this two-piece sound so full 
and powerful. I had already digested 
this record when I found out Glowkit 
contained members of Cola Freaks. 

more De Høje Hæle than Cola Freaks, 
though. Romping garage-is-punk, 
punk-is-garage tunes. Snatch this shit 
up. –Daryl (P. Trash / FDH / Kanel)

GRAINS, THE: Stone Street: LP

Stone Street’s got its many-
tentacled arms in folk, bluegrass, an 

and even a whimsical, story-telling 
quality akin to The Decemberists or 

dense with piano, harmonica, horns, and 
with a few vocalists at work, the sound 
is rich and varied. While the previous 
description might make it sound a little 
schizophrenic, there’s an undercurrent 
of solidity here; the songs never lose 
sight of themselves. This is also a 
beautifully physical record—heavy 
chipboard packaging, an accompanying 
zine, and possibly the most striking 
piece of colored vinyl I’ve seen in some 
years. I was not expecting this at all, but 
goddamn, it’s a nice surprise. It’s clear, 

with its compacted structure and story-
like quality, that much of Stone Street
will take repeated listens to discover and 

looking forward to. A challenging piece of 
music in some ways, but a recommended 
one. –Keith Rosson (Psychic Volt)

HANNAH HIRSCH: 
Gå Hem Över Himlen: 12”EP
It’s nice to hear Swedish people talk 
about this band with pure admiration. 
They truly deserve it. They obliterate 
molds with their radiating power. 
Glowing and solemn, these songs 
turn minutes into seasons; invoking a 
beautiful isolation. Hannah Hirsch’s 
records should be cherished crevices 
of one’s record collection. Interestingly 
enough, this record contains two 
covers. One by the Smiths and the other 
by Southern California’s own Gabriel 
Hart of The Jail Weddings, Starvations, 
and more. Both are translated and sung 

HAVERCHUCKS, THE: 
Self-titled: Cassette
Catchy Ramones-core pop punk from 
the capitol of the Confederacy (aka 

me these guys have released a record 
or two since putting out this demo tape, 
but this is still well worth checking out. 
Five songs of three-chord pop punk. 
Nothing fancy, and that’s the way 
it should be! Sample lyric, “Jimmy 
says he’ll skip the show/He’s got his 
headphones/Jimmy put on ‘Ill at Ease’/

Jimmy eats pizza every night/Under 
the TV light” and so on and so forth! 
I feel like I’m contractually obligated 



(as a pizza-eating, pop punk dork) to 
like this! Fortunately, I DO like this! 
And so should you! If this were the 

if this were a cereal, it’d be Honey 
Nut Cheerios—take the basic three-
chord Cheerio structure, add sugary 

Pants (Self-released)

HELLSHOCK: Warlord: EP
Of all the metallic crust/punk bands out 
there, I’d have to say Hellshock are my 
favorite. Their music has a ton of drive 
and energy. Even when they allow 
themselves to plod, they still do it with 

Japanese and Scandinavian hardcore, 
and you get something like Hellshock. 

and create something so fucking sonic 
it’s addicting. This was originally 

track begins with the slow-build intro that 
wavers between forlorn and prepared-
for-battle type stuff, then rips into a quick 
gallop and the war is on. This is the type 
of music that runs through my head as 
I roll dice and cleave goblin warriors in 
two with my battle axe, and I mean that 
as a sincere compliment. “Legion,” on 
the backside, is a little more quick to get 
down to business—with the war drums 
at the beginning and everything falling in 
line—then ker-fuggin’ pow!! Thunderous 
mayhem with a riff that storms the gates, 
directed by gruff vocals and a guitar lead 
that comes out of the darkness then races 

back into the shadows. It’s been at least 
a couple years since I’ve heard anything 
new from these guys. Hope there’s more 

profaneexistence.com)

HEX DISPENSERS: Parallel: 7”
I know there are a lot of people around 
my age (circling forty) who got into punk 
rock just a little bit too late to miss some 
of the greatest bands in their prime. So 
many of the bands that I love had already 
put out their classic records and packed 
it in before I could see them live or 
buy their records when they were new. 
Thankfully this isn’t the case with the 
Hex Dispensers. Sure, I had to pick up 

board with their killer second full length 
Winchester Mystery House, but since 
that moment I have been right there with 
them, getting to see them play a couple of 

pile of greatness. Parallel tells the tale of a 
near-death experience and a ripple in time 
and space. It’s a tightly woven story that 
will jar you and stick with you musically 
for days. It wouldn’t be a Hex Dispensers 
record without a cover, and this time they 
give us two to round the record out. A 
creepy song by a band called Knife In 
The River that is unknown (to me), but 
I can’t wait to check out. If I’ve learned 
anything from past records, it is that if the 
Hex Dispensers are covering someone 
I’ve never heard before, I should really 
check ‘em out (Occult Detective Club 
and Haunted George for instance). They 
close this beauty out with a cover of 

Hybrid Moments. It’s instantly 
clear that Alex has the pipes and menace 
to knock it out of the park. Okay gang, 
that’s a few singles since Winchester.
Let’s dig up a new LP! –Ty Stranglehold 
(Red Lounge)

HEXTALLS, THE: Rock You to Sleep: CD
I always look forward to hearing new 
Hextalls material, but I have learned not to 
drink orange soda while listening, unless 
I want it to spit it out on my keyboard. 
Devin’s lyrics are always hilarious and 
this record is no exception. But it is the 
music by Jeremy, James, Nicole, and 
Devin that keeps things steaming along 

favorite lyrical topics once you dive in. 
Devin’s current obsessions seem to be 
Kenny Rogers and Hulk Hogan. Quality 
songs here that should get them into the 
Canadian Rock and Roll Hall of Fame 
shortly. –Sean Koepenick (Self-released)

HIGHWAY GIMPS: She: CD
Long ago an idea suggested itself to 
me and such was its seductive powers 
that I remained under its spell for quite 
some time. It was the notion of a kind 
of nomenclature of punk, suggesting 

Punk, Ramones Punk, Clash Punk, and 
Dead Boys Punk. For a long time that 
idea nested comfortably in my head, 

of its own ridiculousness. On a related 
note, one of the ideas currently nesting 
in my head is that categorizing is akin 

to trying to mummify a still-living thing. 
But the proto-punk-category idea is still 
an idea I like to trot out every so often, 
almost as a sort of parlor game. So you’re 
probably wondering: where does the 

from my critic’s shoehorn, into the Clash 
Punk category. Which might boil down 
to meaning that this band has a self-
conscious, slightly artsy feel to them. 
But in all honesty, that’s such a crude 

To be fair, The Highway Gimps are very 
much their own monster, with hanging 
boils and hairy patches and twisting 
horns that simply prevent them from 

to the disc right now, I’m thinking that it 
sounds a bit like a lighter, looser, janglier 

guitar undercurrents. Sort of tough and 
dirty in some places, and a little college-
radio alterno-cute in other places. So, you 

it just so obviously doesn’t even begin to 

strain of punk you want to link them 

spit and the grit that the environment of a 
live performance brings. The bottom line 
is this: this disc is just a little soft around 
the edges—dare I say, even a little on the 
gimpy side. But I can easily imagine that, 
performed live in some stinking, cramped 
little cement letterbox of a room, this 
distant relative to the Clash could come 



across as something more dangerous 
than a mewling invalid. –Aphid Peewit 
(Self-released) 

HUSSY, THE: Weed Seizure: LP
I love The Hussy. They’re my current 
favorite live band and their Cement 
Tomb Mind Control LP was an absolute 
scorcher. Weed Seizure is somewhat of a 
departure from Cement Tomb. The songs 
are still loud as fuck for a two piece, but 
this album isn’t as blown out as their 

are mid-tempo and more stomping. The 
bottom end is more present and Bobby’s 
guitar leads have a more hard rock feel 
to them. Vocals are reverb-heavy and 
spacey. Best songs: “Bang Bang” and 

in my band! –Sal Lucci (Tic Tac Totally)

IDIOT TALK: Self-titled 7” EP

you read that correctly, and it ain’t bad, 
either. Five tunes with full-bore guitars, 
a hatred of religion, a yen for revenge, 
and a disdain for weekend punks. 

IF I HAD A HIFI: Nada Surf + 3: 12” EP
Stuffed to the gills with high-pitched 
guitar effects and vocals volleying from 
gang to spoken, this is some of the most 
fun you’ll have making your ears bleed. 

where garage punk and math rock meet. 

with Perry Farrell’s manic, weasely voice 

crunchiest hooks I’ve heard in a while. 
Packed with change ups and effects, 
the production is bar none, capturing 
the sounds of photon ray guns and a 
cat meowing interminably. This hyper-
manic, disorienting twenty-nine minutes 
totals eight songs plus two extra with 
the digital download. The bonus tracks 
include, “To Hell with Good Intentions,” 
a catchy screamo anthem of sarcastic 
one-upsmanship, and the original mix of 

enthralling, versatile chords played at a 

a favor and snatch this up. Fans of Sonic 
Youth and their use of audio anomalies 
may also wanna take interest. I can tell 
I’ll be playing this through summer. 
Recommended. –Kristen K. (Latest 
Flame, order@bdcdistribution.com)

IMPERIAL LEATHER: Do You Know 
Where Your Children Are?: LP
I have few people whose 
musical judgment I can trust for 

of those few. He told me about this 
Swedish band called Imperial Leather 

among others, and how they were just 
incredible live. So I went to see them 
play at the sorely missed Long Beach 
warehouse here in southern California 

You could bring in your own beer. It 
wasn’t uncommon to see people walk in 
with picnic coolers full of brew. And if 
you ran out, there was a soda machine 
that sold PBR for a buck. I used to drink 
way, way too much, so much so that I 

sometimes couldn’t remember anything 
from the set of a band for which I drove 
twenty-plus miles out of the way to 
see. Yeah, I’m fucking stupid. Then 
I get this for review and, although I 
should already have a basis for what to 
expect, this record hits me almost like 
a religious miracle. How did I manage 

Fucking amazing, nihilistic, mid-paced 
punk with a vocalist putting to shame 
powerhouses such as Penelope Houston 
and Poly Styrene (RIP, no disrespect). 
It’s rhythmically stomping without a 
trace of catchiness: punk the way it was 
meant to be. Tyrades fans should be 
all over this. The insert included says 

though I’m not sure if this is late in 
reaching the Razorcake compound or 
just now seeing a long-overdue release. 
In any case, it’s a masterpiece. –Juan 
Espinosa (Profane Existence)

IN DEFENSE: 
Don’t Know How to Break Dance: LP

hearing this band, despite seeing the name 

I expect to hear on Profane Existence. 
In fact, In Defense would be more at 

The music is fast and furious hardcore 

music they crank out. They can hit hard, 
rage like a motherfucker when needed, 
and then hit you with a slow, lurching 
bridge that’s just as gnarly as their 
speedier parts. Lyrically, they’re more 

thrash of the earlier part of this century. 
They do make points in their songs, but 
with a humorous side, which is, in some 
ways, far more effective in getting one’s 
point across than being po’ faced about 
the whole thing. This is a repress of their 

been living under a rock for the past 
few years. This is pretty damn good. I 

(Profane Existence)

INCREDIBLE KIDDA BAND, THE: 
“(Watch Out) Thief” b/w 
“You Belong  to Me”: 45
I fuckin’ love the Incredible Kidda Band. 
I don’t know where the fuck they were 
all my life. I would have fucking shit 
myself if i had their records when i was 
fourteen. They are a perfect amalgam 
of punk, power pop, and rock’n’roll, 
blended together in a way that really only 
happened exactly correctly in a brief 
window in the mullets-and-sleeveless-

are not; spellbinding wordsmithery and 
jaw-dropping hooks are beyond their 
skill set. Yet, EVERY FUCKING SONG 
this band wrote was a good one. EVERY 
FUCKING SONG! Occupying a space 
which could be roughly conceptually 

the Records ((straight power pop, lots of 
harmonies and musiciany bits)) and the 
Subs ((reasonably primitive—but still 
catchy as hell—punk-pop)) their almost 

Late” double CD ((recently reissued as a 



double album set)) is a posthumous über-
classic of the genre, whatever genre it is to 
which they actually belong ((hell, maybe 
it 
person in here to clear up these details!)). 
Since i have basically listened the fuck 

over the course of the last few years 
((which includes the two songs herein)), 

have to contemplate this record’s two 
songs separately from their twenty-eight 
brethren, as i’ve always considered 
them part of an integrated whole—but, 

to this actual record i’m charged with 
reviewing, i’ll say that if i’d never heard 
of The Incredible Kidda Band before, 
and you played “Thief” for me and asked 
me whom i thought it was, i suppose i’d 

can think that might merit notice of some 

if you’ve already got the double album, 

cover photo is cool)), but it ain’t at all a bad 
policy to buy any record you see with this 
band’s name on it, ever, and you’ll need 
these records to get into Heaven anyway, 
so waiting is really pointless, wouldn’t 

Thief” BEST SONG TITLE: “(Watch 

TRIVIA FACT: Been a long time 
since i got a punk record with “FOR 

FOR RESALE” stamped on the sleeve. 

–Rev. Nørb (Last Laugh)

INTEGRITY: Evacuate: 7” Flexi
It’s not really the song itself that’s totally 
radical about this record. Integrity 

One of these was a cover of Negative 
Approach’s “Evacuate.” What’s 
important about these recordings is that 

their original release, and in memory 
of Asphalt drummer David Nicholi 
Araca (who suffered a life-ending brain 

sessions). The song is cool, sure. It’s 
revisiting a piece of hardcore history that 
I’m more interested in. Kudos yet again 

JAWAZ, THE: Self-titled: CDEP
The Jawaz (formerly Jawas) have got to 
be one of the San Gabriel Valley’s most 
criminally overlooked bands, a veritable 
powerhouse straight outta La Puente who 
can easily fuck shit up with the best and 

throughout the SGV for the next three or 
four years, managing to release one track 
on the Backyard Shenanigans comp and 
recording an unreleased full length (the 
master tapes of which were summarily 
lost and all that’s left is a poor-sounding 
cassette copy of the session) before 
falling apart before the decade ended. 
Reformed and again assaulting the ears 
of the general populace, they’ve released 
this four-banger of brilliance that’s tight 
‘n’ crazed, slammin’ yet sophisticated, 
and destined to become a hardcore 

a full-length out, accolades are heaped 

upon them, and Brian Jawa can then live 
the rock star life he’s always dreamed of, 
complete with uncontrollable addiction 
to cheese popcorn, an extensive badger 
porn collection, and his very own Yugo 
liftback with “LUV WAGN” on the 
license plate. –Jimmy Alvarado (The 
Jawaz, branvonwolfe@gmail.com)

JOHN WESLEY COLEMAN:
The Last Donkey Show: LP
JWC is becoming one of my favorite 
modern slop rockers. I haven’t seen 
him live yet, but I’m picturing an out-
of-control basement party with beer 

his shirt off. It’s earnest, heartfelt, and 
not just a touch campy. Similar to the 
fantastic shit-faced stomp fest Bad 
Lady Goes to Jail album, but these 
new songs are more solid, with a less 
blown-out production. With that said, it 
still sounds like a Goner album and you 
should still buy it. –Sal Lucci (Goner)

JUNIOR BRUCE: The Headless King: 12”
This band is getting a lot of hype because 
of the “ex members” credentials, but I 
don’t really think that the comparisons to 
their older bands are fair, so I’m going to 
avoid dropping those names. These guys 
play swampy stoner metal that reminds 
me a lot of St. Vitus, but there are a lot of 

up in the recording. Parts of it remind 
me a lot of the Kylesa record Static 
Tensions, or Buzzoven, simply because 
there’s a punk vibe behind the metal and 
the guitar tones and structures lean a lot 
towards the Cavity records on Hydra 

Head. Comparisons aside, it’s a good, 
groove-heavy metal record that doesn’t 
feel plastic or forced and the recording is 

KALASHNIKOV: Vampirizzati Oggi: 7”EP
Without denigrating either enterprise, 
Kalashnikov—an Italian anarchist 
collective band—sound like the Cirque 
du Soleil of punk. There’s a lush 
theatricality, a high-wire exaggeration, 

fucked feel to all of their songs. Dead-
serious, playful, human anarchists. 
Artwork-wise, don’t be expecting Crass 
stencil-and-slogan, but a wonderful 
interplay of hand-drawn artwork, comics, 
collages, and the overarching feeling that 
slavery is worldwide and that creativity, 
in all of its forms, can provide one of 
the few true escapes. If you want easy 
anthems, look elsewhere. If you want 
to get transported to another world of 
sound that isn’t recognizably mohawks 
and bullet belts coming out the monitors, 
Kalashnikov is worth the hunt. –Todd 

Chaos Rurale, chaosrurale.com / Fussil 

Boards, burningboards.net)

KICKING SPIT: Reality Dropout: Cassette
Hot dang, this is some pretty fantastic 

the levels turned up just a hair. It’s done 
really well. The ratio of guitar soloing/
noodling to feedback to sweet riffs is 
perfect. It’s worth it being the house 
“cassette guy” to get stuff like this. 
–Joe Evans III (Tankcrimes)



KNOCK KNOCK:
We Will Raise Your Child: LP
Perhaps not the best line to start off a 
record review with: I know very little 
about the Beatles, the Rolling Stones, 
Bob Dylan, Apples In Stereo, or Neutral 

from lack of exposure. It’s just that I truly 
don’t care. The last time Revolver was 
played for me, I just wanted it to end. It’s 
not for me. To me, Bob Dylan is a Yoda-
sounding dude who wrote a song that 
helped sell women’s bras and panties to 
pad his social security check. No venom, 
just a pass. But, with a band like Knock 
Knock, I’ve got that sneaking suspicion 
that they’re familiar with and like many 
or all of the aforementioned bands. Funny 
thing is that I really like Knock Knock 
while I couldn’t care less—musically—
about what I’m supposing are their 

singer-songwritten “I have a kid, here’s a 
concept record” album. There are touches 
of psyche-pop, of the Hair soundtrack, 
an occasional glockenspiel. It’s less for 
fans of the new Total Chaos and more for 
fans of Go Metric. Almost an alternate 
universe “child appropriate,” PG-rated, 
de-iced, I’ll-pre-peel-that-Banana-for-

Sacramento steeping into the tea. If you 
were a fan of the recently re-released 

aging gracefully and making unexpected 
music instead of embarrassing everyone 
by pretending to be perpetual teenagers. 
–Todd (Sacramento, sacramaniacs.com / 
Phono Select)

KRANG: Sounds of Death: LP
I’m immediately reminded of Deviated 
Instinct. Both bands have that sinister 
guitar sound that is sort of tinny, but, at the 
same time, dark and abrasive. The vocals 
are growly, near death metal style, but 
you can still make out the words, which 

Earth Was Blue, But There Was No 
God,” as it has an even stronger tuneful 
aspect to it. (This is actually a pretty 
tuneful record, despite the usual of this 
style.) There’s no denying the explosive 
opening to “Death of Sound,” as it comes 
off the meandering and melancholy 
“Acceptance: Here at the End of All 
Things.” “Death of Sound” comes out 
with both barrels blazing. They only 
pause in the middle before picking up 
to a gallop. It’s the sort of music that 
is the soundtrack to the Apocalypse 
or if you’re on the run from the spell-
changed denizens in the Forgotten 

sacredplague.com / Occult Whispers, 
occultwhispersrecords.blogspot.com / 
Distroy, distroyrecords.com)

L’ASSASSINS: 7 pm GO!!!: 7” EP
Hot girls with nice hair and guns who 
are either an American version of the Del 

why they’re not called the Del Assassins 
((which in turn begs a further question of 
why they wouldn’t be LES Assassins since, 
if my two years of high school French are 
still current, one’d only use “L’” before 
of a singular noun starting with a vowel, 

not a plural noun—hence “L’Assassin” 
is correct, but not “L’Assassins”—but, 
shit, whom am i kidding, they had me at 

rock; three cool songs but no great ones, 
which means they are one great song away 
from getting reviews that don’t start with 
the phrase “hot girls with nice hair and 
guns.” Turn up the fuckin’ maracas, Toots! 

TITLE: “Backseat Bomp.” FANTASTIC 

(Big Action)

LAGWAGON: Trashed: CD
If you like Lagwagon, you should get 
this. It’s a reissue of the band’s second 
album. The insert has a collage of photos 
on one side, with lyrics on the other. 
There are thirteen bonus tracks included, 
most of which are demo versions of 
the songs on the original release. A 
couple songs worth mentioning are 
the instrumental track, “Jazzy Jeff”, 
and an acoustic version of “Whipping 

previously unreleased, including “Path 
of Least Resistance,” which is the 
original incarnation of the “Stokin’ the 
Neighbors” music. It was recorded in 

Cape on vocals and guitar. Who says it’s 

LARCHMONT TRASH, THE: 
I Spent the Summer with…: 10” EP

straight forward, and unfortunately 

Espinosa (Shdwply)

LEBAKKO: Standardit: 7”
Another rock solid single from these 
kids, this time with a sound that slides 
snugly between early Finnish hardcore/
punk and more contemporary fare. 

through a cardboard box and the 

you know this’ll just work wonders on 
the eardrums when played at requisite 

pikakelauksellamaailmanloppuun@
gmail.com) 

LILLINGTONS, THE: 
The Backchannel Broadcast: CD
New reissue of this punk classic hits 

Giorgini. Crisp and clear sound from 
top to bottom. There’s an obsession 
with the Russians here, as titles like 
“The Russians Are Coming” give the 
game away. “Dynomite” and “Blue 
Steal” are my favorites on this slab. If 
you don’t know Kody Templeman (no 
relation to Ted) history pre-Teenage 
Bottlerocket, this is a great place to 
start. –Sean Koepenick (Red Scare)

LITTLE CUTS: Plastic Cuts: 7”
Three songs, three varying modes. 
“Plastic Disaster,” is a Bobby Darin 

Billy Childish-style stompy, repeat-y, 
reverb-drenched rave-up. “RRHS,” is 



fully blown-out Teengenerate speaker 
slashing. It all makes complete sense 
since the captain of this three-song 
voyage is Dave Hernandez, helmsman 
of Scared Of Chaka and Broadcast 
Oblivion. If you, like me, celebrate the 

in several pies” approach to music 
comes as no surprise. SoC were a band 
of many modes, shades, and moods. 
Little Cuts is a welcome addition 
to Yanul’s longtime contribution to 

–Todd (Dirtnap)

MAGNIFICENT, THE: Bad Lucky: CD
The thing with the current crop of 
bands doing the anthemic, “street 

many of them are either pale Xerox 
imitations of marginally better Xerox 
bands, working with not particularly 
good songs to begin with, or are just 
plain lunkheaded punters whose 
life experience doesn’t appear to 
exist beyond heavy drinking and a 
suspiciously reactionary worldview. 

Bad 
Lucky is ten snappy, catchy tunes that 
can easily work the most stubborn 
audience into a fervor. Tempering 

however, is the same wistfulness that 
permeates the best work of bands like 
Leatherface and the Clash (neither of 
which they sound like) and intelligent 
lyrics that seem more interested in 
trying to understand life’s pitfalls 
than just drinking them away. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dirt Cult)

MAKABERT FYND: Self-titled: LP
Raw, white hot Swedish hardcore. Things 
alternate from mid-tempo to thrashy, but 
the intensity doesn’t let up for a second. 
Faboo. –Jimmy Alvarado (Skrammel)

MALADROIT: Jerk Alert!: CD
This record totally sounds like the 

France. This record isn’t breaking any 
new ground, but it’s an enjoyable listen. 
If you wish Rivethead would reform and 
release a new record or are anxiously 
awaiting a new Dear Landlord LP, this 
might tide you over for a while. –Chris 

MANIX, THE: Neighborhood Wildlife: LP
Gruff pop punk sung by the guy who 
does back ups in Banner Pilot. If you like 
Banner Pilot, listen to this. There is no 
barrier to entry! None! Literally, the Venn 
Diagram is just one circle. That’s not to 
say this sounds exactly like Banner Pilot, 
but the similarities are there enough. 
There’s a little less screaming, a little 
more melody, and a whole lot of love. 
It’s the same kind of thing that makes 

fun. I could compare them to Screeching 
Weasel, but does that really say anything 

Static (It’s Alive, itsaliverecords.com /All 
For Hope)

MANXX, THE: “Messin’ Around” b/w 
“Hard Lessons”: 7”
Be grateful for the day when slop became 
an art form. After years of technical 
perfection, imperfection seems so real. 

Equally parts sloppy pop punk and dirty 

“Best thing in the review box” award. 
The vocalist has the charm and delivery 
of a singer in the better half of the Plan-It 
X catalog. Highly recommended. –Bryan 
Static (Snappy Little Numbers)

MEASURE [SA], THE: My Heart and 
the Real World: Another Collection of 
Standards Waits and Measurements: LP

perfect band—they were an honest 
band that learned by trying and doing. 
That’s why I put some longtime trust in 
them. It wasn’t just the obvious strength 
and vulnerability in Lauren’s voice. It 
wasn’t only Fid’s hardcore strengths and 
sensibilities but his less obvious off-stage 
tenderness (and that he readily admits 
they became a much better band when he 

like a band that became a friend who 
was unafraid of reminding folks about 
political consciousness and how it’s tied 
into very real bodies, minds, actions. It 
wasn’t done through pedantics. It was 
done through example and a nice seven-

infused punk, but that’s just the easy skin 
and we all know how too much attention 
to mere skin can be deceptive, can be 

your time. –Todd (No Idea)

MENTALLY ILL, THE: Gacy’s Place: 7” EP
I’ve waxed poetic about this band 
before, when Alternative Tentacles 

released its anthology, of sorts, which 
also featured the tracks contained herein, 
but enough praise cannot be heaped on 
this band’s magnum opus. The lyrics are 
simple, the playing even simpler, and 
the guitar sounds like a live wire being 
zapped through a barely functioning 
transistor radio speaker, but the delivery 
is what makes this a classic slab of 
psychosis-drenched punk from a group 
that sounds like they’re just this side of 
fucking losing it altogether and stabbing 
a few people for shits ‘n’ giggles. The 
packaging of this repress aims to recreate 
the original packaging, so you get a nice 
pic of the titular serial killer posing 

(one that is real, not diced together in 
some pre-Photoshop attempt at partisan 
character assassination) on one side of 
the cover and (most of) the lyrics on the 
other. If yer some kinda CD snob but 
can’t afford the silly sums an original 
copy fetches these days, vital doesn’t 
come close to describing this. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Last Laugh)

MENZINGERS, THE: ”The Obituaries” 
b/w “Burn after Writing”: 7”

on the band’s Epitaph debut, On the 
Impossible Past. So if you already 
have that record, you might pass on this 
one. But if you are a record collector, 
it’s cool to have these two tracks on 

powerful drums and melodic guitar 
leads, along with strong vocals singing 
about despair. “Burn after Writing” 
is a catchier tune, with dual vocals 



a nice little piece of vinyl to add to your 
collection. –Nighthawk (Red Scare)

MIKEY ERG:  7” Flexi EP

are no prog-like jams or unnecessary 
drums solos contained within. It’s strictly 
thrashy hardcore here. With song titles 
like “Chicago Pussy,” I think you get the 
point. Loud and loose, I would suggest 
picking up the T-shirt and wearing it 
around your neighborhood. Guaranteed 
to ensure that your neighbors think you 
are insane. Fun! –Sean Koepenick (John 
Wilkes Booth)

MIND SPIDERS: Meltdown: LP
I know I’ve got down this road before 
in these very pages, but it must be 
stated again that I love me some music 
from Texas. I’m not sure how the 
geography plays into it, but there is a 
disproportionate amount of Lone Star 
State bands in my list of favorites across 
many genres. Why am I dragging out 

is a mad scientist who is mixing some of 
my favorite Texan things to make sweet 
armadillo love to my earholes... First off, 
there is the disjointed pop aggression that 
Ryan is well known for in bands like 

Spiders begin to add layers of sonic 
vandalism to the mix, invoking more 
shimmering, hallucinogenic imagery in 
the vein of Butthole Surfers and Roky 

Erickson. It is a sweet and addictive 

shock from what I just experienced. I 
can’t imagine what the next one will be 
like. –Ty Stranglehold (Dirtnap)

MINISKIRTS, THE / THE ITCHIES: 
Split: 7”

along the lines of predecessors like 
Thee Delmonas ‘n’ such. The Itchies: 

singalongs and a bit more organ to keep 
the party groovy. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Teen-Age Riot)

MISERY: From Where the 
Sun Never Shines: 2 x LP
I have read that there’s been a seventeen 
year gap since this band has released any 

the band stayed below the radar and spent 

put up on a pedestal. Continuing on with 
their DIY ethics, this release was home 
recorded in their basement. A thought in 
my mind would say that this would be 
muddy or thin, but the production values 
can be matched with any big budget 
recording out there. Every instrument 
can be heard clearly and precisely with 
sonic power. I love the dirtiness of the 
bass licks mixed into the sharp attack of 
the guitars. The drums hammer out the 
beats with impact, complementing the 
power of the songs. Gruff vocals drive 
the songs with aggression and fury. Equal 
bits of crust, metal, and punk are infused 

to great success, making the songs non-

am feeling familiarity and comfort on 

the complexity of Tragedy’s music and 
mixes it with Amebix’s power. Originally 
intended as a download only release, I’m 
glad Inimical picked up the release and 
put it out on a proper format. In record 
nerd territory, the packaging is top notch. 
It’s a double LP in a beautiful gatefold 
cover and my copy is on grey vinyl. For 
me, this is a record that will stay on top 
of its genre. Other bands following this 
release will have the burden of having 
to be compared to it. –Donofthedead 
(Inimical, mike@inimical.com)

NUCLEAR CULT: 
Better Nightmares: 7” EP

crazed¸ “blink and 
you’ll end up with a headache but 
not know why” ADD-length German 
thrash that manages to do justice to 
both the Siege and Negative Approach 
camps. Given the number of tracks 
listed on the back—fourteen—I was 
expecting some sorta powerviolence 
blurfest, but this packs a vicious wallop 
too many of those types of bands lack. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Warm Bath)

OUT OF TUNE / 
SCHWERBELASTUNGSKÖRPER: 
Split: 7” EP
Both bands dole out short blasts of 
spazzed-out hardcore with an oddly 
poppy undertow, with the latter 
doing so in Finnish, and the former 

in English. Very nice cover art 
featuring Cthulu brushing his teeth. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Creative Class War, 
creativeclasswar@gmail.com)

OUTDOORSMEN: Violent Hands: 7” 
Rudimentary, fuzzless punk recalling 

masterpiece, unearthed and unleashed 
to offend a whole new population with 
songs about pornographic stockpiles and 
lyrics like, “Broke a ketchup bottle/and 
drag it across your neck, with violent 
hands I’ll get some respect.” Seriously, 
dub it onto some shitty cassette and 
tell your punk snob buddies it’s an old 
demo yer crazy uncle gave and they 
won’t know the diff. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Florida’s Dying)

PANZER BASTARD:
Gods, Thugs & Madman: 10”

thrash metal with crust punk for a 
sound that both punks and metal 
folk can get behind. While strictly 
apolitical and non-P.C., they’re clearly 
not a racist band, despite persistent 
internet rumors stating otherwise. 
This collectable record on neat swirled 

If your tolerance for metal stops at 
punk-ish metal, it won’t be too metal 

punk, as opposed to the resurgence 

Incidentally, isn’t “Crossover Tradition” 
a song in Fiddler on the Roof
Ettinger (Patac, patacrecords.com)



PHANTOM MAXIMUS: S.P.E.C.T.R.E.:
CD + Destroy All Chords: 7”

producer of home-recorded horror punk 
in Colonial Heights, Virginia. This group 
of songs sticks to a Dwarves-y short/fast 
formula: drum machine, buzzsaw guitar, 
snarled sing-song vocals, snarled hook 
which is usually the song title (“To Live 

and “A Beautiful Bride for a Horrible 
Groom” being two favorites), done. 
The CD offers sixteen songs in fourteen 
minutes, including a few songs from 

around at night, glowering. –Chris Terry 
(Grim Ghost/OneC.tv)

PIG HEART TRANSPLANT: “Weapon” 
b/w “Gut Pleasures”: 7”
As you’ve probably read elsewhere (or 
heard by now, as this has been out long 
enough to be sold out at the source), noise 
project Pig Heart Transplant toys around 
with something like song structure on 
this one. The last thing that I had heard 
from PHT was the devastating Hope You 
Enjoy Heaven
menacing. This is a bit of a departure from 
previous output, to be sure, though not in a 
manner that makes it seem to be anything 
but begotten from the same maniacal 
vision. Both songs are slow, heavy, and 
center around repetitive drum-pummeling: 
the sound of torment carefully making its 
way down a hall to corner you in terror. 
The main accompaniments on “Weapon” 

are the repetition of a discomforting 
guitar riff and quiet, raspy vocals, though 
pieces of noise are still present. “Gut 
Pleasures” gets much noisier and has 
ominous bellowing throughout. Both 
tracks convey a feeling of being tracked 
by an opportunistic, malicious predator 
and nightmarish paranoia. Inhuman and 
brilliant. –Vincent (Iron Lung)

PIÑATA PROTEST: Plethora: CD
What Polkacide did for polka and the 
Hickoids did for country music in the 

often considered a markedly “uncool” 
style of music and infuse it with copious 
amounts of punk energy and attitude. 
They handily succeed, due in no small 
part to the fact that keep things eclectic, 
and they approach what they’re doing 
with a seriousness in execution without 
taking themselves too seriously, if that 
makes any sense—despite polka and 
cumbia-derived rhythms and accordion 
solos aplenty, they are at heart a punk 
band that tempers their social frustrations 
with lots of humor, and vice versa. What 
you end up with is a band that ain’t afraid 
to get a crowd on their feet and dancing 
while singin’ songs in Spanglish about 
just how fucked up things in the world 
often are. Fine work here from a band 
worthy of much attention. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Saustex)

PLIMPTONS, THE: 
Are Cynical and Bloated: CD
I rather enjoy these good-natured 
Scot-poppers; they sound like a cross 

between the early Buzzcocky work of 
their countrymen the Soup Dragons 
((a band who actually did not suck at 
one point in time)), and other tolerable 
U.K. 120 Minutes fodder enemies like 
the Wonder Stuff or what-have-you. Of 
course, their broad Scots accents can’t 
help but invoke the dread spectre of the 
Proclaimers, and their college-drop-out 
eclecticism smacks of Jazz Butchery, but 
there’s enough of a DIY/regular joe vibe 

as something appropriate to review in a 
punk mag, even though the only bands 
to which i have compared them thus far 

radio favorites ((although, for the record, 
I consider the Jazz Butcher to be largely 
beyond reproach)). Pretty hard to knock 
a band who’d sing a song like “Never 
Going Back To Work,” so venerate 
accordingly. BEST SONG: “Never 
Going Back To Work” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “A Call Centre Job Over The 

TRIVIA FACT: “Recommended Track 

PLIMSOULS, THE: 
CD

Rescued from the vaults, another sick-
sounding live show from this awesome 
band. Recorded live at The Golden 
Bear, Huntington Beach, CA on August 

th
seventeen songs: mostly originals with 
a couple choice cover nuggets tossed in 

on all cylinders and the results kick ass. 

Thank you Peter Case for getting this 
out to the masses. Keep them coming! 
–Sean Koepenick (Alive)

POOR CHOICES: Girl Crimes: CD

rudimentary delivery and what sound 
like lyrics striving to be obnoxious 
and/or funny, none of which should be 
construed as a bad thing. They are quite 
adept at doing what they do, and they 

doing it. –Jimmy Alvarado (Shake!)

PRICEDUIFKES, THE: Can’t Lose: CD

become quite popular here, as well as in 
Europe (where this band is from). It’s 
like if Dear Landlord stayed closer to a 

content instead of hopping trains and 
living in trailer parks. –Joe Evans III 

PYGMIES: Self-titled: CD
Ten tunes of rocking, slightly snotty 
garagey pop punk from this fantastic 
Calgary, Alberta band. Featuring 
members of the vastly underrated 
Neckers from that same city, the 
Pygmies have done a fabulous job with 
their debut release. Slightly less power 
pop-sounding than the Neckers, but 
leaning heavily into good pop punk 
with a garage feel, one of my favorite 
sounds to be sure. Some may want to 
note that Brendan from the Pygmies was 
a member of Chixdiggit! and played on 
their most recent EP on Fat. This could 
not come any more recommended for 



fans of everything from Real Kids to 
Groovie Ghoulies. Cannot wait to hear 
more from this phenomenal Canadian 

RADAR EYES: Self-titled: CD

scrounge through the Razorcake review 
bins with any regularity as one is gonna 
get. Just plain glorious, this is. So 

woozy noise pop, Suicide synthy drone, 
Velvet Underground thump, surf, punk, 

The Verve’s appropriation of a Stones 
standard, the fuggin’ list goes on and 
on—and blended into a frothy mix that 

matter of fact, it is snack time). Before 
I know it, it’s been in constant rotation 
for a week straight and I still haven’t 
tired of it. Play often, play loud. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Hozac hozacrecords.com)

RANCID HELL SPAWN:
Abolition of the Organism: 7” 
Rancid Hell Spawn is back! This is the 

band. The older punk crowd who were 

familiar with their noisy and distorted 
blasts of weirdo punk noise, and this 
new four-song EP pretty much picks 
up right where they left off. Back in the 

some of the oddball noise rockers on 
the Load Records label, or maybe even 

A Frames or the other bands with ties to 

Twistworthy (Wrench, wrench.org)

RAWHIDE: Branded for Life: 7”
It’s a bit of a copout to immediately 
compare this garage-y four-song 
Swedish record to The Hellacopters or 
Turbonegro, but those really do seem 

towards the rougher, cock rockier sides 
of both of the aforementioned bands, 
these tracks are solid blasts of grimy, 
seedy Scandinavian punk. I’d say it’s 
nothing special, but these nuts might 
hop a plane and kill me for saying so. –
Art Ettinger (Patac, patacrecords.com)

REACTIONS, THE: 
Saturday’s Gone Wild: LP
A collection of recordings here by a 
South Florida band workin’ the circuit 

releases fetch a pretty penny from those 
with lots of disposable cash and a yen for 
driving, obscure punk rock. Collected 
here are the band’s two sole contributions 

Release Love You EP, 
plus some previously unreleased demo 
and live recordings. The sound here is a 
pitch-perfect blend of early English punk 
(though I’m almost sure it’s coincidence, 
the Newtown Neurotics come to mind on 
occasion) and the hook-laden sensibilities 
of American power pop. How these cats 
didn’t blow up big no doubt haunts all 

involved, ‘cause it’s clear from tracks like 

Beach” that they were working above a 
good percentage of the punters. Glad to 
see ‘em get some propers here, no matter 
how many years after the fact. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Cheap Rewards)

REALLY LOUD HAMBURGERS: 
Doods Who Like Foods: 7”
RLH reminds me quite a bit of something 

and/or Rip Off rosters in their heyday. 
Raunchy, fast, jangly, dumb punk rock 
that seems like it’s written and played 
by cats who aren’t actually that dumb. 
I’ve got a soft spot for this kinda stuff, 

(Florida’s Dying)

REGAL: Possible Endings: LP

garage rock, punk, and mutato country 
rock. –Jimmy Alvarado (Frantic City)

ROCK BOTTOM: Revenge: CD
It’s evident fairly early on that these 
Japanese cats love power pop and listen 
to a lot of Cheap Trick. Unfortunately, 
too much of what’s here sounds like the 

Cheap Trick, which is a watered down, 
pale shadow of the much more potent 

(Target Earth)

SABERTOOTH: 
Making Light of a Shitty Situation: LP

that gives one the impression they’re fun 

to party with. Laced with sound clips 
and lyrics about being bummed out, 
bored, and chewing on prison bars, it’s 
a sloppy/melodic rollicking good time. 

guitar twiddles. The cover depicts a 
Saber Tooth toy smoking a cigarette. 

(N.C.J.T., ncjtrecords.bigcartel.com)

SCARRED, THE: Live Fast Die Poor: CD
I’ll admit I was wary this would be 
terrible street punk, but it’s not! Instead, 
it’s somewhat rough rock’n’roll that’s 
pretty catchy. Oddly enough, it reminds 
me of mid-period Green Day, from when 
they tried to come off as rock’n’roll. 
Granted, there are a few moments where 
it sounds like they only have one song 
and it starts to get a tad cheesy by the 
end (both of which could also be said of 
the Green Day comparison), but it’s not 
enough to sway me from liking it. –Joe 
Evans III (Jail House)

SCREAM: 
Complete Control Sessions: 10” EP
Nothing warms the ol’ black heart more 
than when a band that was once the toast 
of the town releases something brand 
spankin’ new—and voila!—they’re 
again the toast of the town. Scream was 
one of them DC hardcore bands you just 
couldn’t fuck with, a premier demolition 
unit that could thrash, dub, punk, and riff 
circles around damned near all comers. 
After releasing a slew of classic tuneage 
(if you don’t believe me, drop the needle 
on Still Screaming and see if you ain’t 
bouncing off the walls in seconds), 



Reforming again with damned near the 

at former drummer Dave Grohl’s Studio 

nowhere near the velocity of classics like 
“U. Suck A.” or “Solidarity,” showcase 
a band that not only knows how to 
milk a great riff for everything it’s got, 
but clearly is still working ahead of the 
curve and can blow bands a third their 
age right out the fucking door. Anthemic 
without sounding like they’re trying, rife 
with hooks meticulously anchored into a 

here are often so great-googly-moogly 
good that one can’t help but envision 
an entire room full of happy, sweaty 
hordes singing their noggins off along to 
“Get Free” and “Elevate” for decades to 
come. Yeah, these “reunions” of bands 
can be dicey, but this is one band that is 

to have ‘em back. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Sideonedummy)

SECRET PROSTITUTES, THE: 
The Kenrock 7 inch: 7”EP
This just cracks me up; how well realized 
it is. For fans of: Homostupids. Sun God. 
Total Control. Spits. Dudes who know 
exactly-exactly-exactly what they’re 
going for and nail it. If Killed By Death 
was a copyright—no spaces between 
songs, transparency-printed inner sleeve, 
hand-painted metallic label covers, clear 

Texas band with scant information—this 

here’s an archetypal paradigm (said in 
a Dig ‘Em Frog, Sugar Smacks voice). 
It wouldn’t mean jackshit if the music 

people scientists, these three would be 
making nuclear weapons in their garage. 

buttons of all The Secret Prostitutes’ 
faces. –Todd (Kenrock)

SECRET PROSTITUTES: 
Fantasi Di Auschwitz: 7” EP
Don’t be put off by the number of tracks 
crammed onto this little piece of wax. 
Pay no attention to the fact that the titles 
and lyrics all appear to be in Indonesian. 
Ignore the ADD song lengths and the 
monotone vocal delivery. This is some 
catchy as hell punk rock obnoxiousness 
that comes and goes in the blink of an 

over and start all over again before you 
even realize what you’re doing. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Batshit, batshitrecords.com)

SEXPISTOLSTANTEN OCH
MOCKFJÄRDSVAPNET: 
Det ärliga CV:t: LP
Sloppy, obnoxious, female-fronted 
punk rock from members of Skitsystem, 
Local Oafs, and others. Good for a 
laugh or two, then it’s time to move on. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Skrammel)

SHIRLEY MACLAINES, THE: 
Want You to Go: 7” EP
This quintet of fetching Austrian lasses 
gaily festooned in Ramones and Johnny 
Cash t-shirts evokes a full gamut of 
responses in me, as long as we all 

agree that “full gamut” means either 
“wondering what Supercharger would 

piece, and all those pieces were teenage 
girls” or “trying to remember what that 

like...you know, the one with ‘Ducks 
For President’ on it!” Some of the songs 
here occasionally lumber off into a land 
of rote Dee Dee plunking, but when 
they kick shit into a higher gear, as with 
“Better Go Now,” they make me believe 
i’ve been reincarnated as Let’s Go Lisa’s 
drum throne. None can ask fairer than 
that. BEST SONG: “Better Go Now” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Cigarette,” if 
you’re the Smithereens. FANTASTIC 

great ones are. –Rev. Nørb (Bachelor)

SHRILLS: Ghoul Kids: Cassette
I scraped all the fuzz off this band’s 
songs and used it to make a cape, but 

devil in it and now I have all these 
oozing wounds on my back and when 
they bubble they sound just like this 

SICK / TIRED: Self-titled: 7” EP
Grind/thrash/howlorama. Sounds 
like somebody needs to turn that 
frown upside down. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Cowabunga)

SLEAZE, THE: Called You Once: 7”
Title track is an inspired slice of snotty 

Blue” breaks things all the way down 

to two chords and a “Baby Runaround” 
beat. Genius. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Florida’s Dying)

SLÖA KNIVAR: Ingen Klass Ingen Stil: LP
Primo, grade-A thud punk from a buncha 
Swedes who deliver it up all nice ‘n’ 
overdriven, with snotty vocals, tons of 
attitude, and wall of fuzz. If you’re the 
type who thinks Legionnaires Disease’s 
tune “Rather See You Dead” was a hoot, 
this’ll blow yer skirts up quite nicely. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Skrammel)

SLOANE PETERSON: Why Go Out?: LP

really should be a musical cul-de-sac. 
“Yep. Seen it. Dead end. This’ll end 

Beer’s gettin’ warm here.” But it’s not. 
It’s totally infectious, ageless ragged 
punk with glistening hooks sticking 
out all over the place. An awesome 
breathless quality. Locked and secure 

swagger. Sloane sounds nothing like 
these bands I’m going to mention, except 
for one thing. When they were around, 
they were taken a little for granted, and 
after they left, their records became 

Shape. Carrie Nations. Dead Things. Just 
throwing it out there. Why Go Out? reeks 
of that potential. Sleep at the entrance of 
the cul-de-sac if you want, or act soon on 

broke up. People outside of Florida will 

right—Sloane was Ferris Bueller’s white 



fringe leather jacket female enabler. 

Underground, artoftheunderground.com 
/ Hang Up, hanguprecords.com / Dead 
Broke, deadbrokerecords.com / Hip Kid 
/ Steve’s Pizza And Records)

SO COW: GMT: 7”

GMT,

pop genius, or at least my willingness 
to make hyperbolic declarations in his 
favor. I’ve been a sucker for So Cow for 
a few years now, but this release is a bit 
different than some of the other output. 
The songs themselves are still jangly, 
punk-edged up pop, but the recording 

become accustomed to. But, you see, it’s 
that potential detraction that made me 
realize my appreciation for So Cow is on 
the level of that for Boyracer; even when 
the recording is shit, the intent is brilliant 
enough to shine through. I hope this guy 
doesn’t quit anytime soon. –Vincent 
(Ride The Snake)

SO WRONG: Self-titled: LP
Some more indie kids trying on the 
rock’n’roll hat, complete with cheesy 

SOCIAL CIRCKLE: Expiration Date: 7” EP

current hardcore scene here. The tunes 
are zippy yet not ridiculously fast, angry 

yet catchy, and reverent yet timely. Fans 
of bands like Career Suicide or Direct 

–Jimmy Alvarado (Side Two)

SOKEA PISTE: Oire: 7” EP
Gotta love a band that veers off 
the expected path and goes off into 

I imagine by intent) Sokea Piste is a 
Finnish hardcore band. Rather than 
offer yet another take on the Discharge 
template like so many others from that 
part of the planet, however, they slow 
things down, ramp up the feedback, 
and milk the tunes from every ounce 
of pain they can squeeze out while 
still keeping intact whatever hooks 
may be buried within, and the whole 
thing ends up coming off as dark 
and brooding yet catchy. Impressive. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Peterwalkee)

SONIC AVENUES: Self-titled: CD
Totally awesome power pop from 
Canada! This is a Japanese CD repressing 

LP. Thank you, Japan! Non-stop total 
power pop party record! Hands down 

years. What’s in the (melting) snow in 

Steve Adamyk Band, and the White 

Pants (SP, sprecords.bigcartel.com)

SONIC AVENUES: Television Youth: CD
Having somewhat accidentally stumbled 
upon Sonic Avenue’s amazing self-titled 

their second full length, was pretty high. 
So high in fact that I broke from my 
stubborn and admittedly nerdy rule that 
requires I wait for the record to arrive in 

Though I’m still not sure if this matches 
the power of their debut, this record 
is far from a sophomore slump. Plain 
and simple, Sonic Avenues play catchy 
and infectious power pop. Think the 
Undertones meet Jay Reatard meet all 
that other incredible stuff coming out of 
Canada right now and you’re in the right 

record, and it’s a small one, is that while 
there are some standout tracks, many 
of these songs sound incredibly similar 
and kind of blur together. I’m thinking 
maybe it’s because they are all in the 
same key, but I’m no music theorist! All 
and all, this is an incredibly solid record 
worth seeking out. I know it’s early, but 
thus far it seems like Dirtnap is going 
to dominate my top ten list this year. 

STEAKKNIVES, THE: 
Against You: 7” single
Excellent new single from this band 

aggressive than their previous records. 
They seemed to have incorporated a slight 

in the chainsaw sound of the guitar—but 
they still retain the early U.S. hardcore 
sound of before. The riffs are repetitive 
and simple but effective as hell. They can 
rage like a wild storm then slow it down 
for a few moments to allow the listener 

to collect themselves before it’s back into 
the maelstrom. The title track reminds 
me a bit of the Business, but slightly 
faster and more towards their early 
hardcore sound. The lyrics are delivered 

leads from the guitar to add more layers. 

next side. “Victims” is a bit more fast 
and reckless. The chorus of “We are the 
victims!” plants itself into your brain 
quickly. Seek this one out quick. There 

STEVE ADAMYK BAND, THE: 
Forever Won’t Wait: CD
Second album from one of the best bands 
in the universe right now! So, so good! 
You know you’ve got a real situation on 
your hands when you have a legitimate 
competitor to temporarily knock 
Reigning Sound off your record player! 
Power pop, punk rock, short and fast, 

and a Dickies cover (“Cross-Eyed 
Tammy”)! Dare I say that if this were 
a cereal, it might very well be Lucky 
Charms, the highest possible honor I can 

STITCHES: Do the Jetset: 12” EP
I know very little about this release other 
than it is a bunch of old Stitches songs 

is so hard to describe what it sounds 
like. Slowed down, new-wavy kind of 
versions with electronic drums and these 
crazy sounds going on throughout. Not 
a lot of bands could pull this kind of 



thing off, but there’s one thing about the 
Stitches, it’s the fact that they are about 
ninety percent swagger and balls and ten 

a rumor that they played the set like this 

crowd! Can’t say I’ll listen to this all the 
time, but it’s pretty great to slap on from 
time to time. It’s got the coolest clear and 
black splatter vinyl that I’ve ever seen. 
–Ty Stranglehold (Vinyl Dog)

SUBURBAN & COKE: It’s My Party and 
I’ll Get High If I Want to
Punk rock trio from Perth, Australia wins 
the award for nastiest album cover ever. 
But it is the music that’s important here, 
folks. The songs are sharp and quick and 
most are under two minutes. “History ‘N’ 

repeat listens with me. Unfortunately, 
after two years of raising hell, it looks 
like these dudes have packed it in. Oh 

years. –Sean Koepenick (Self-released)

SUZUKI SMITH: Ends: CD
Oh lovely. Two of my most loathed 
punk subgenres (Boston-based street 
rock and “Celtic” punk) collide in 
a mess of amateurish musicianship 
and lyrics that are subpar even in a 
scene known predominantly for its 
pedestrian rally cries and odes to 
macho buffoonery. Godawful. –Dave 
Williams (Trueno Blanco)

TAKE WARNING: Self-titled: EP
Poppy punk stuff with a driving guitar 
sound that gives it an edge, backed up 

with whoa-oh choruses. I hear traces of 
Naked Raygun here and there, but this 
is speedier. Lyrically, they tackle media 
manipulation, the tyranny of wage labor, 
and more. It’s not bad. I just wish they 
would add a little more crunch to their 

wanadoo.fr / Purepainsugar, pary@
purepainsugar.com)

TEENANGER: Frights: LP
Remember hearing their previous 
album and not really bein’ swayed one 
way or the other, but there’s a lotta 
great troublemakin’ going on this time 
‘round. At its core, Frights is a punk 
album by a band smart enough to know 
the best of that genre never relies on 
self-cannibalizing to come up with 
something that’ll stick out of the pack. 
There’s more than enough loud geetars, 
thud ‘n’ atonal, apathetic vocal delivery 
to go around here (hell, “Walking on 

the early Buzzcocks’ repertoire), but 
underneath are smart bits of post-punk, 

swagger to add a bit of sly sophistication 
to the crash-boom. This screams to be 
played loud, and this punter is only 
too happy to oblige. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Telephone Explosion)

TENEMENT: Blind Wink: LP
This record is a beautiful oddity. While 
it might not have been as essential if the 
impact of Napalm Dream was still in the 
air, as a continuation of that record, it 
feels just as important. In a perfect world, 

Tenement would release an LP every 
year, and the awe-struck astonishment of 
this band’s creative capability would last 
forever. On this outing they may stray 

zone. But who doesn’t like to get a little 

of over-analyzing records and bands, 
sometimes it’s hard to see past the clichés 
and trends. But, in the most refreshing 
way possible, this music makes me feel 
like a human. –Daryl (Cowabunga)

THERAPISTS: Hate Sweats: 12” 45

so i had to play the whole thing again at 
the right speed. I honestly did not like it 
either way, but repeated listenings ((on 
the correct speed as a consumer service)) 
are causing me to question what the fuck 
my original problem was. Rapid, raging 
punk with some rock leanings, but not to 
the extent of throwing a bunch of dumb 
guitar bullshit in there and making me 
crabby, or sounding like some bland 
Stooges clones like the Weaklings 
and also making me crabby. If the evil 

closet ever joined a band, i’d imagine 
he’d play bass for these guys. It would 
also be cool if his eyes were Hypno-
Coins while he was playing. Sold! 
BEST SONG: “Slow Thaw” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Jesus Loves You Judy” 

FACT: Transcending the putrid morass 
of “A” and “B,” the sides of this record 
are designated “Rama Lama” and “Ding 
Dong.” All hail the New World Order! 

BEST SONG: “Boyfriend Street” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Enslaved Outraged” 

FACT: “This Record Is Guaranteed To 
Get You Laid!” –Rev. Nørb (Jonny Cat)

THINGZ: The Thingz of Shapes to 
Come: CD

nothing but a thermos full of spiked 
punch and a robot you made out of 
the insides of a toy guitar and you’re 
surrounded by horn-nosed aliens who 
speak only in the colors pink, green, 
and yellow, this is probably the CD 
you want to put on to get the dancing 

TIKI POODLES, THE: Self-titled: CD
Oddball Demento-type stuff here, 
pulling from a lot of different 
bathwaters—disco, jazz, punk, skronk, 
and garden variety freakout weirdness. 
Gotta respect a band that sounds nothing 
like the Childmolesters, the Dicks, and 
Captain Beefheart, but brings all of 
them to mind at the same time. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (The Tiki Poodles)

TIN ARMOR: Strange and Estranging: 7”
This was a very pleasant surprise indeed. 
Parts (that dreadful word) Americana, 

and alt country, Tin Armor have got a 
pretty unique amalgam going here, 
but would also likely be right at home 
playing alongside, say, Cheap Girls, 
Ninja Gun and/or Ben Folds. After a 
few months of non-stop Lemonheads, 
Smudge, Buffalo Tom and 14 Songs, I’ll 



be spinning this one a few more times. 
–Dave Williams (One Percent Press)

TITAN BLOOD: Too Much Talk: 7” EP
Somehow I inadvertently mined a chunk 
of releases that sound like they’re hot 

that I’m complaining, mind you, ‘cause 
what I’ve been hearing has been mighty 
tasty, and this is no exception. You get 
primo spit-dribbling punk as only Texas 
can serve it up mixed in with some R&B 

organ/piano is slopped on the side to 
clean the palate. –Jimmy Alvarado (Titan 

TOM GRRRL: Rough Demonstrations: CD
Sweet, cute, dancey, and rad. A more 
reserved, yet more maniacally in love 
Atom And His Package. This demo 
comes with liner notes in zine form. 
–Katie Dunne (Tom Grrrl) 

TUMOR WARLORD: Bio-Machine: 7” 
Some dudes from Copenhagen are 
playing some synth-driven punk that, 
to coin a phrase, I would call hard new 
wave. It’s raw and driving, taking the cold, 

making it aggressive and jarring. Dudes 
who play in this band, unfortunately, 
aren’t actually robots, but some of them 
used to play in bands like Cola Freaks, 
Spider Babies, and Idi Amins. –Craven 
Rock (Jethro-Row)

UNCRUBED / WARVICTIMS: Split: LP
Warvictims: This one guy in the band has 
a mohawk and a mustache. That’s classy. 

Discharge-loving Swedes that throw out a 
side’s worth of convincing d-beat. Nothing 
I get too excited about these days, but they 
do a passable job. Uncurbed: these guys 
are presumably also from Sweden, but 

around about them. They’ve apparently 
been around for a decade or more, 
releasing records on Sound Pollution and 
tons of other labels throughout the years. 
Similar to Warvictims, they’re playing a 
threateningly dark and moody offshoot 
of hardcore that’s led by a frontman 
who sounds like a super-pissed German 
Shepherd. Fans of the genre rejoice. 
–Keith Rosson (Sacred Plague)

UNNATURAL HELPERS: Self-titled: LP
Unnatural Helpers might just be my 
new favorite band. The songs on here 
are herky-jerky but not quirky, full of 
fuzzed-out guitar and are all super catchy. 
While they don’t sound like them, the 
closest thing I can think of to compare 
them to would be The Intelligence, 
although these songs are way hookier 
with more riffs than you can shake a 

they don’t sound anything like his band. 
The songs are all short, cut straight to the 
point, and are, ultimately, super addictive. 
I must hear more from them. Absolutely 

UTAH PHILLIPS: 
Making Speech Free: CD
By my reckoning, there are tons of truly 
remarkable people breathing air within 

America’s borders, but how many of 

would totally be subjective and would 
likely differ from person to person, but 
I have a few folks that’d likely make 
such a list. Lalo Guerrero and Harry 
Belafonte are two I can think of right off 
the top of my head, and a third would be 
Utah Phillips. Though he’s best known 

story, made popular by the Dr. Demento 
radio show, Phillips was a bit more than 
the teller of off-color tales of vengeful 
Gandy dancers. While it’s true that he 
was a folk singer well versed in once-
ubiquitous songs that most couldn’t 
even pretend to know these days, he also 
was self-described anarchist, a Wobbly, 
a labor organizer, and former candidate 
for the U.S. senate, trainhopper, and a 
myriad of other things—and yes, he was 

could spin a tale about folks familiar 
and obscure and leave you feeling like 
you’d known ‘em your whole life. 

what Phillips did so well. Interspersed 
between songs not “learned from books 
or records, but from sitting in front of 
live people and saying, ‘Sing that again,’ 

the album’s liner notes, are tales of 
people who lived the essence of the 
First Amendment—Emma Goldman, 

name a few—and of long-ago strikes, 
massacres, and moments when common 
men stood up and used their right to free 

speech to demand something more from 
those who were trying to give them less. 
Inspirational, smart, funny as hell, and 
always engaging, Making Speech Free

Phillips was an American treasure: 

of stories, histories, songs, and life 
experience went with him and, though 

can replace the loss of the man. –Jimmy 

UZI RASH: I Saw U: 7” 

The A-side sounds like if you were on 
the worst acid trip in the world and were 
forced to listen to “Space Aged Love 
Song” by A Flock Of Seagulls, and just 
as you are making a decision that it’s 
almost unlistenable, you realize that 
you’re wrong and it’s actually brilliant. 

the B-side sounds like if you mixed Doc 
Dart with the banjo-playing boy from the 
movie Deliverance followed by a garage-
stomping cover of Chuck Berry’s “Come 
On.” The weirdness of it all really adds to 
the charm of the record and would lead 
me to recommend this to anyone into lo-

VANNA INGET: Allvar: LP
Female-fronted Swedish punk akin to 
contemporaries Hannah Hirsch and 

that are just so damn melodic and well 
sung you can’t avoid being completely 
consumed by them. It’s hard not to love 



this stuff. The only question I’m left 
with is why on the insert they printed 
the lyrics for four songs multiple 
times, rather than printing the lyrics for 
all the songs. Possibly a commentary 
on American punks lapping up 
international punk with absolutely no 

Go! for releasing this record stateside. 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
A Butcher’s Waltz: CD
A four-way split featuring Gay Witch 
Abortion, Power Take Off, Seawhores, 
and Skoal Kodiak. Each provide 
enough skronk, squawk, and general 
noisemongering to keep that migraine 
pounding just a wee bit longer, but do 
it in such different and individually 
intriguing ways, from song to song and 
band to band, to keep your attention 
throughout. –Jimmy Alvarado (Learning 
Curve, learningcurverecords.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Fast Songs for a 
Violent World: CD-R
The lion’s share of the bands here hail 

Grenoble Arles, and even Zangreb, 
Croatia are repped here) and the 
sound is almost uniformly rooted in 
hardcore. Inquisition, Hobo Erectus, 
Satan, Filthy Charity, Violent Grannies, 

Project, (In)Conscience, Our Roots, 

scream their way through twenty-one 
tracks of assorted noise. It’s particularly 

group together after decades of untold 
bands singing about him. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Neanderthal Productions, 
neanderthal-prod.org)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Sacramento 
Records Anthology 1999-2004: Cassette
It’s interesting to me that, historically, 

California has always had a scene and 
loads of bands which all play a version 
of punk rock which, while it doesn’t all 
sound alike, it all seems to be similar in 
general aesthetic and style. Thinking 
back to some of the releases on Very 

Sacramento bands, a lot of really unique 
stuff has come out of that city. This 
compilation features everyone’s favorite 
Sacramento band, The Bananas, along 
with many other bands I’m familiar 

etc.) as well as many that I had never 
heard of before (Rock The Light, The 
Coz, etc.). Like most compilations, not 
every track is a winner, but I will say 
that the majority of this is really cool. 
This cassette only release is limited to 

Screams, pleasantscreams.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Sciana Wschodnia… Vol. 1: CD
I put ellipses in the title there ‘cause it 

available in the font I’m a-workin’ with 
here. From what I can glean from the 
accompanying booklet, this is a comp 

spotlighting the diversity of talent to be 
found in Poland’s punk scene and features 
a total of twenty-six tracks courtesy of 
K.A.S.K, Agonya, Ortodox, One Way 
Back, Ceaseless Desolation, and many 
others. Can’t say all of what’s here is 
stuff I’d listen to with any regularity, but 
the selection is indeed diverse and there 
are some gems to be found. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Sciana Wschodnia Fanzine, 
scianawschodniazine.pl)

VARUKERS, THE: Vintage Varukers 
(Rare and Unreleased 1980-1985): CD

The Varukers are living legends. 
This collection is full of true rarities, 

as a series of studio outtakes and live 

and best d-beat bands, The Varukers 
already stood out from the pack with 

punk. Their continued popularity stems 
both from their recorded greatness 
as well as the fact that they’re one 
of the U.K. bands that lots of us got 

amazing live. Vocalist “Rat” (Anthony 

Discharge toured the U.S. during the 
current millennium. The booklet that 
comes with this stellar release includes 
informative liner notes by Rat himself, 
as well as a very fun Varukers interview. 
Naysayers assume that The Varukers 
are all about fashion, but that’s really 
not the case. They do look cooler than 
you, though. –Art Ettinger (Antisociety, 
antisocietyrecords@yahoo.co.uk)

VIBRATING BEDS, THE: 
Sing the Blues: 7” 
The title of this record is pretty spot-on 
in describing the slow and melancholy 
A-side. It’s a powerful blues number that 
really lets the vocalist show off her pipes. 

record over are really way more my 
speed (no pun intended). Two fast, no-
frills garage rock stompers can be found 
on the B-side and really steal the show 
here. With a sound in the same ballpark 
as The Detroit Cobras or The Sunday 
Sinners, this will please anyone who 
enjoys female-vocalled garage rock with 

VIBROLAS: Van Wars: CD
Bluesy garage rock that strangely 
enough reminds me of early ALL 
(especially some of the longer 
ongoing guitar noodling) as well as 

plus the singer has a bit of a D. Boon 
gruffness to his voice). But, ultimately, 
it’s super bluesy garage rock, so I guess 
if you’re still hurt about the Black Keys 
getting so huge, this will help calm your 

VOIVOD: To the Death 84: CD
I got a call from a homie of mine 

the debut album by some new group 
with an odd-ass name, Voivod. Now, 
both of us were not much into most 
metal (especially since we were in the 
midst of an era when the word was 
synonymous with bands like Quiet 



Riot, Ratt, and Def Leppard), but 
based on his ravings that it was the best 
thing he’d heard since Void, I dutifully 
went out and picked up a copy of the 
album in question, War and Pain.
Damn if he wasn’t right about it being 
something special. Clearly part of the 
then-nascent speed metal crop of bands 
(contrary to what all the after-the-fact 
accounts will have you believe, there 
was no thrash/black/death/grind/
blahblahblah sub-strata early on, it was 
all speed metal) that were still so new 
that they actually all sounded different 
from one another, Voivod sounded 
even then clearly uninterested in being 
anywhere near the vicinity of the rest 
of the pack. The vinyl mastering of 
the album was loud and bass heavy 
to the point of rattling houses at low 
volume, the tunes were fast, furious, 
LOOOOOOONG, and blessed with 
vocals that were as screechy as they 
were wholly unintelligible. Underneath 
all that glorious, fucked up noise, 

band that were working complex song 

later turn out to be the opening salvo of 
a concept/mythos that would play out 
over multiple albums and decades and 
zigzag between speed metal, prog rock, 
and points in between. The CD under 
discussion here contains the band’s 
second demo, recorded in a garage/
practice space via a cassette player 
and two mics. Given the primitive 
conditions (compared to what’s 
available in this era of ProTools-
generated demos) under which it was 

recorded, the sound is fuggin’ choice 
and fully blastable for those who don’t 
mind things a little rough around the 

along with tracks that would later 
make it onto various later albums and 
compilations, as well as a few Venom 

It may seem a bit quaint to new ears 
after years of Slayer and grunting black 
metal bands, but if loud and outside the 
realm of same-ol’ same-ol’ metal suits 

the damage to your hearing. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Alternative Tentacles)

WARCOLLAPSE: Defy!: LP
Glad to see Profane Existence repress 
this. Don’t know how I missed this 
when it originally came out, as 
Warcollapse were/are a band I was 
pretty into and would always get their 
stuff when I saw it. They play some 
blazing crust that stands head and 
shoulders over most. While they do 
have all the characteristics of crust 
core, they inject a lot more power 
and energy into their sound—enough 
to appeal to people who are more 
into hardcore punk, such as me. 
The songs move quickly, there are 
a lot of time changes to keep it all 
interesting, the playing is dynamic, 
you get some solos over the wall 
of distortion, and the drummer can 
bang away like his life depends on 

their songs are pretty damn catchy. If 
any band is going to get tagged “epic 

crust” then Warcollapse are deserving 
of the distinction. Just check out the 
title track! The build up and then 
they launch into the main body of 
the song. Fuggin’ gold! The lyrics 
to this song are great! They follow 
it up with songs like “Expendable” 
and “Fog” that musically continue 
along the same lines. Doing so really 
hooks you in and sets the mood. They 
do blow it all apart with blazers like 
“Nightstick Raids,” and “Secticide,” 
which is a good thing. A good album 
needs to have peaks and valleys and 

This record is paced well and keeps 
ahold of your attention throughout. 
A worthy addition to your sonic 

profaneexistence.com)

WEEKEND DADS: Self-titled: 7”
This band writes songs that are meant 
to be screamed along with by four 
dozen of your closest and/or drunkest 
friends at a Fest near you! Lyrics 
that are caught somewhere between 
nostalgia, depression, and nostalgia for 
depression, like, “On an old bridge/On 
a rainy night/Pick myself up/It’s gonna 
end right.” Also, a classic Fest-esque 
line, “The time is for drinking when 
you know that there’s nothing worth 

Pants (It’s Alive)

WEEKEND DADS: Self-titled: 7”
This is a summertime record…which is 
weird since the band is from Canada. 

Regardless, I would like nothing more 
than to blast this while drinking cheap 
beers in someone’s backyard. If there 
is a Slip N Slide involved, even better! 
Weekend Dad’s play great four chord 
punk rock that reminds me of King 
Friday and Vagina Sore Jr. Easily one 

WEEKEND NACHOS: 
Two Things at Once: LP
Hey Peabody, set the wayback machine 

album collects two EPs from Weekend 
Nachos. This shit is heavier than hell, 
akin to playing your Infest records at a 
slow speed, or better yet, Neanderthal 
at a slower speed. Dense, forceful, and 
moves with a deliberate, slow gait. 

Torture

is some slow, grinding (not grindcore) 
stuff that works at wearing you down 

Bastard while simultaneously listening 
to the aforementioned Infest and 
Neanderthal. There’s some mid tempo, 
but, for the most part, it’s sludge. 
They really slow it down on the Bleed

second side of this LP). Songs trudge 

smoke rises from burning bodies type 
stuff. They pick up the pace here and 
there, but it’s more to create a tension 
and break the spell of the slow. Here 
are two reasons why the Weekend 



Nachos have a rep among the fans of 

cowabungarecords.com)

WHITE GUILT: Self-titled: 7”
Syracuse’s White Guilt offer up four 
tracks of mangled hardcore punk. 
Boundaries are met without hesitation. 
The vocals indecipherably affected. The 
noise rages on. The amps may as well 
be in the process of utter annihilation. 
It simmers down and picks right back 
up. The destruction seems endless and 
encompassing. Fans of Ecoli, Iron 
Lung Records, and feeling trampled: 
take note. This record nails it. –Daryl 

WHOLE IN THE HEAD:
Them and Us: 7” EP
U.K. anarcho-hardcore, sorta like 
Disorder with more Kropotkin and 
less glue ‘n’ cider. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Dogdown, dogdown@hotmail.co.uk)

WILD BILLY CHILDISH AND THE 
SPARTAN DREGS: Forensic R&B: LP
New combo featuring Billy Childish, a 
man synonymous with garage rock. The 
mention of Childish’s name conjures 
up images of guitar tones and lyrical 
themes, making the listener familiar 

Spartan Dregs are different than many 
of Childish’s previous groups in that 
he doesn’t sing or play guitar, instead 
he plays a snarling bass and chimes in 
some backing vocals. I’m not sure who 
the singer/guitarist is, but he isn’t just 
a Childish clone. His voice is warblier 

and his guitar less slashing, but that 
doesn’t make The Spartan Dregs any 
less powerful. I think these songs were 
initially released as a limited series of 

want to know what kind of prices they’re 
fetching. –Sal Lucci (Damaged Goods)

WINDOWSILLS, THE: Self-titled: CD
I think this band is a contender for 
the most mundane band name contest 

so, in my mind, they would win.). 
Apparently, this band shares members 
of The Apers and The Accelerators, 
so while not exactly my cup of tea, 
fans of those bands will certainly 
enjoy this. For the uninitiated, this is 
straightforward, pleasant, pop punk 
that takes its cues from bands like the 
Riverdales and the Queers. –Chris 

WORSHIT: Self-titled: EP
Lawdy! Lawdy! This is some good 

Russia comes the blazing Worshit. 
Listening to this has me grinning 
from ear to ear and wanting more. 
It’s that damn good. They are 

a gritty guitar distortion, and a 
vocalist who sounds like he’s 
gurgling on blood and throat tissue 
(yet through it all, the words come 
out nice and clear). Kind of like Satz 

are mid tempo. Sometimes they 
pick up the pace, but no matter how 
they’re dishing it out, it’s done with 

blunt force. All the songs on here 
are great, musically and lyrically. 
They don’t pull punches, opt to tell 
it like it is, and offer some astute 
political observations (“Numbers” 
and “Worshit”) that apply to the 
American political landscape as 
well. I guess the apathy disease 

worshithatesyou@gmail.com)

YOUNG GOVERNOR: Pizza Face: 7”
Ben Cook’s in that elite group of 
songwriters who have unassailable 
punk roots, who haven’t completely 
abandoned what they learned at an 
early age, haven’t divorced themselves 
from edgy, dark, fast beginnings, and 
are still exploring. How does someone 
continue to make music without just 
repeating themselves, yet they’re 

Jeff Burke (Potential Johns), Greg 
Cartwright (Reigning Sound) and 
Alicja Trout (River City Tanlines) are 
also unraveling. So, after a small raft 

Darlings output), it’s safe to say that 
if Ben Cook’s manning the steering 
wheel, it’s worth a listen and worth 
the ride. This originally came out 
as a super-limited lacquer; now it’s 
a Japanese import. But there’s one 
caution. Listening to music this 
good—soak in it, let it permeate—will 
make you start shelving other records 
that you thought were passable. Here’s 
to asking more of your music. –Todd 
(SP, sp-records.com)

YOUTHBITCH: Youthbitch Youthbitch 
Youthbitch Youthbitch Youthbitch: 
Cassette

chalked these cats up to being another 
Ramones-core band. After taking 
the tape for a few test spins though, 

garage vibe going on here that I quite 
liked. These guys hail from Portland, 
Oregon and I would venture to say that 
seeing them live would be a fun time 
indeed. You can tell that they must have 
spent quite a few rainy days cranking 
out songs in a basement as most, if not 
all, of the songs on this tape buzz with 
a sort of manic intensity that could only 

The tape also sports a lyric sheet with 
some awesome illustrations for the 
songs. Well played sirs, well played. 
–Garrett Barnwell (Gnartapes)

ZEBRASSIERES: 
Black Brainwave: 10” EP 
An engaging cross of the Eyes bouncy 
bubblegum punk and the synth-laden 
future punk of the Epoxies to get ye 
bouncing ‘n’ bopping about. The right 
amount of each ingredient and the 
sense to know not to let a song overstay 

Bandstand Pick to Click. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (P.Trash)

17,499 more record reviews can be 
read on razorcake.org



God Equals Genocide, Rattled Minds LP (RZCR-18)

DISTRIBUTED BY NO IDEA, www.noidearecords.com
SPLIT RELEASE WITH DIRT CULT!

God Equals Genocide is a three piece power-trash band 
from Los Angeles. They encapsulate the over-the-top fuck-

tastic jackassery of having the time of your life with your friends 
while constantly getting pissed off by the state of the world. 
They’re at times vulnerable but never sentimental, angry but hard-
ly bitter. With unrelenting dual male and female vocals, thrashy 

breakdowns they provide a respite from the unoriginal and unen-
thused. If God Equals Genocide was a food they’d be a caffeinated 
avocado. I think Guy Debord unknowingly described them here: 
“Young people everywhere have been allowed to choose between 
love and a garbage disposal unit. Everywhere they have chosen the 
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BRAIN STORM #2, $3, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 60 pgs.
A relatively new zine out of the 

as far as formats go (intro column, 
interviews, and reviews). There’s a 
healthy portion of content, with a slew 
of said interviews (ranging from more 
well known bands like Leatherface 
and The Bomb to some you probably 
haven’t heard of), plus a bonus charity 
comp CD featuring a lot of the bands 
written about inside, so it’s hard to 
have any real complaints. –Joe Evans 
III (brainstormzine@gmail.com)

DWELLING PORTABLY, Collection
#5, 5 ½” x 8”, photocopied, 56 pgs.
This zine has been around forever. 
Its main purpose is to disseminate 
information about how to live off the 
grid. It’s been given a good deal of 
respect over the years, however, I have 
many issues with this zine. Nothing in 
here is organized in a way that’s the 
least bit accessible. There’s no table 
of contents or index. There aren’t 
any illustrations or ways to make it 
more digestible, more of a resource. 
So much of what is contained in here 

harmful. It’s disappointing that when 
DP has something useful to talk 
about, like temporary shelter building, 
it’s just chucked in here with stuff 
about how you can think away tooth 
decay. Before I go, though, I want to 
pass on some tips that I learned from 

”Tooth removal is safer 
than root canals, according to a root-
canal pioneer who later changed his 
mind... Meanwhile, if you lose any 
teeth buy a food grinder.” 2. “Saliva

mouth kissing may not transmit HIV 
very often but it sure can transmit 

kissing through two surfaces of a 

“Use TWO condoms: one might break 
or be defective. The woman should 
produce at least one of the condoms 
and put it on the man: it is SHE who 
can get pregnant.” “We re-use 
condoms: wash well, dry, then coat 
with corn starch to prevent condom 

from sticking to self.” –Craven Rock 

EVERYTHING DIES #7, 
$5, 6” x 9”, offset, 32 pgs.
I’m not sure I understand this comic 
zine. Was there an edition before this 

rather short and simplistic. The black 
ink drawings were well done, however, 
and were cartoonish without being 
juvenile. This zine tells the story of the 

by four gods. One of the gods got sick 
of all the noise created by the people 
on this planet and wanted to kill them 
all. So the gods voted and decided to 
kill them all—except for a king and he 
built an ark and put animals on it—with 

and was then made into a god by the 

bucks. 
th

GENEVA13 #16, $3, 
8 ½” x 5 ½”, 60 pgs.
I’ve read reviews of this zine for a while 
and have always wanted to check it out. 
The premise: hefty quarterly publication, 
dealing with and produced by the 
immediate community (its border is the 
thirteen-mile radius around Geneva, 
NY). This issue’s theme is creative 
reuse, and the bulk of this is three long 
interviews—one man makes instruments 

and preserve antiquated steam-powered 
machinery, and one couple makes 
furniture out of reclaimed wood. It’s 
wonderful to see an ethic, format, and 
purpose that I mostly know through punk 
applied completely outside of its arbitrary 
subcultural borders so effectively, and 
I can only imagine that this zine is a 
complete treasure to many people in 
this town. The hyper-local focus in no 
way makes this any less compelling 
or interesting outside the thirteen-mile 
radius, and my favorite detail lay in the 
magical ring that the second interview 
subject had when he summed up his 
vocation: “preserving steam.” –Dave 

HEY HEY LONESOME, 
$6, 4 ¼” x 5 ½”, 63 pgs.
Like Adam Gnade’s other novellas (not 
quite a novel but longer than a short 
story) this one isn’t the size of a regular 

three pages, it’s a quick read. Gnade 
continues with stories of his recurring 
characters in their late teens (and a 
few other older folks) that are centered 
on life in and around San Diego. The 
stories detail one day in the life of these 
individuals, with the primary focus a 
decision of whether making it to a party 
that night. There are the typical teenage 
shenanigans: alcohol, drugs, love, 
friendships, and stealing vehicles, as well 
as one of the older characters’ decision 
to go to a strip club. Even though these 
stories deal with frequent characters in 
Gnade’s storytelling universe, one can 
still enjoy this novella without having 
read his other works. I found the story 
lines to be interesting and engaging. 
One character is never focused on 
over another. They all got their allotted 
time in the picture and the reader can 
discover their personalities, even though 
this was such a short work. I’ve read 
other material by Gnade and felt this 
was some of his better stuff (although I 
do prefer his novel Hymn California the 
most). This would certainly serve as a 

to get to know his work. –

LOOSELEAF #3, $?, 
8 ½” x 5 ½”, photocopied, 16 pgs.
Short, stylized “vignettes” (for lack 
of a better word) that go for some 
“oomph!” but underwhelm pretty 
hard. It’s cool that this guy is writing 
and throwing those efforts out to the 
world, and I’ll always be immediately 
partial to a zine coming from someone 
over forty, but, taken individually, 
these stories don’t do much. That said, 
I did enjoy the cumulative effect of 
reading them in quick succession—
like stumbling across a charismatic, 
winning personality at a party; I 
stopped hanging on so much to the 
individual things said and let the strong 
effects of their presence wash over 

me. It was pleasant. Only each time I 

Dave Brainwreck (LooseLeaf, PO Box 

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL
February 2012, $4, 8½” x 11”, 
newsprint, 128 pgs.
Upstart newsprint music zine from 
the Bay Area. Interviews, reviews, 
columns and the like. Been hearing a 
lot about this newcomer and am glad to 
say that it lives up to the hype. Check it 

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #346,
$4, 8 ½” x 11”, newsprint, 128 pgs.

Area punk rag MRR, and I’ll be damned 
if it isn’t the best issue yet. No, I’m 
just kidding—who the hell is gonna 

out—but, as per usual, it’s pretty damn 
solid. MRR serves up enough variety 
that if I have the time and motivation to 
take chances on the features that didn’t 
immediately grab me, it pays off more 
often than not. In this issue, that meant 

with Kentucky’s one-man-band 
Globsters, and the lengthy conversation 
with Neil Robinson of Tribal War 
Records. I like reading what current 
bands I’m into have to say (i.e. Night 
Birds), but I love reading intelligent, 
critical insight gleaned from a lifetime 
of activism and punk rock. In Neil’s 

punk scene in the U.K. to New York’s 
LES squatting scene up to currently 
farming collectively near Portland, 
Oregon. The Who Killed Spikey Jacket 
interview, although excessively snotty 
and tongue-in-cheek, is a must read—I 
like imagining every small town’s 
sole raw punk devouring the wisdom 

Tiger 
Beat in Northern Idaho, immediately 
running out to the hardware store to 
get Elmer’s Rubber Cement to huff 
(Spikey Jacket’s preferred glue brand), 
and “anchoring” their ½” cone studs by 
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“Stay Cool is massive, 
ambitious, and 
harkens back, very 
much so, to the days 
when fanzines were 
vehicles for both the 
political and the 
personal. ” –Keith Rosson

STAY COOL#1



them, in case you lose any from the 

were these guys when I was learning 
how to spike my mohawk in eighth 

Oh, right—my grandmother wouldn’t 
subscribe me to MRR for Christmas 
that year because she didn’t like the 
cover. That’s probably the simplest 
and best way to describe this magazine 
if you somehow haven’t come across 

maximumrocknroll.com)

MEDIA JUNKY #16, $1, 
5½” x 8½”, photocopied, ? pgs.
This zine reviews other zines and 
music. I’m not nearly up on zine culture 

as I used to be, but I didn’t recognize 
any of these zine titles from anything 
I’ve reviewed in Razorcake. It seems a 
number of them are anarchist, but all 
the reviews are comprehensive and well 
written. The music reviews covered 
bands I’d never heard of, either, but 
that’s not saying much since I’ve never 
heard of a lot of things Razorcake
covers. If you’re interested in learning 
about more zines and some new music, 

Media Junky out. 

OVERDOSING IN REPUBLICAN 
WORLD #1, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 40 pgs., $3
I must admit that what drew me to 
this zine was the editor’s choice to 
lift the cover art from John Brunner’s 

And the Sheep 
Looked Up
this book, then they must be alright. 

This was a pretty interesting read the 

myself re-reading sections before I 

the entire issue once. The story that 
I’ve read the most is at the beginning, 
“Only Theater of Pain,” which is 

Kalatozov. This piece is not a review, 
but more of a stream of thought; how 
the movie and the director’s work 
affected the viewer. The story about 

tells us about meeting Bobby Soxx 
of Bobby Soxx And The Teenage 
Queers, and living in the Texas in 

bunch more crammed into the forty 

PAPAS, THE, 5 ½” x 8”, 
photocopied, 30 pgs. 
“I’m driving in my car, you turn on the 
radio/I’m pulling you close, you just 
say no/You say you don’t like it, but, 
girl, I know you’re a liar/’Cause when 

  These are lyrics to 
“Fire,” a song by Bruce Springsteen—
champion and voice of the American 
people—a song in which the narrator 
sings about sexually assaulting his 
girlfriend. The creepiest part of this 
is that the tone of the song is warm 
and touching. What’s even more 
disturbing is the character is supposed 

to be sympathetic. Springsteen, who’s 
always stood up for the people, really 
drops the ball here when it comes down 
to the simplest of women’s rights: 
consent. I wonder how many times I’d 
heard this song before I’d even kissed a 
girl. Talk about bad examples. It was a 
little before my time, so I wonder if this 
caused a stir at all. Or was it just the 

the Americana that Spoonboy boldly 
confronts in his multimedia (zine and 
album) project: The Papas. The Papas 
is literally themed around Americana, 
the stories and culture of a country. 
But it goes deeper than the swinging 
dick strugglers and emasculated sad 
sacks of Bruce Springsteen songs. It 
looks at those who were even further 

the gender binary hegemony. It attacks 
the patriarchal core of our society, 

individualistic male hero... and, thus, 
male supremacy. But it’s his linking it to 
our American heritage—Americana—
that makes this such a crucial work. 
This machismo hurts everyone, 
even—and often especially—those 
who project it the most. Spoonboy’s 
argument seems to be that American 
society is based around the oppression 
of women, queers, and anybody who 
doesn’t fall into the “alpha male” 
category. This, in turn, leads to the 
oppression of everyone. There is 
nothing warm and fuzzy about the 
Spoonboy’s Americana and the songs 
on the album tell stories of people 
who are wounded by it, went down 

about people who fall outside of the 
gender norms, the rejected and fallen-
out unamericans. It shows the fallout 

reprints articles by radical writers like 
bell hooks, as well as art, some of his 
own writing and lyrics, representing 
an underground that resists. Raymond 
Carver once said, “All his life my 
father wanted to be bold.” He was 
talking about the damage the struggle 
had done to his father, the birthright 
of male privilege, and how it came 
up short for him. The male hegemony 
rewards no one, except for, maybe, the 
wealthy at the top who were born into it 
and, yet, somehow believe they’re self-
made men. It’s a humbling work that 
attacks the entire system of patriarchy, 
demanding everyone take account of 

how they play into it, and encouraging 
them to resist it. This is a courageous 

of The Papas zine came with a tape, 
which was separated from it. However, 
Spoonboy’s The Papas, as an album, 
can be downloaded free at: spoonboy.
bandcamp.com. It’s a whole package, 
though. I would recommend seeking 
out the zine with the album. –Craven 
Rock (iloveyouthisisarobbery.com)

PUBLIC STREETS, CORPORATE 
POWER, $?, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, hardstock 
cover, photocopied, recycled paper, 35 pgs.
The full subtitle sums up this zine’s 
focus up: How cable companies, phone 
companies, electrical companies, and 
their relatives are using our own streets 
to hold our lives hostage. Inside, is a 
geeky (said affectionately and self-
applied), warm, knowledgeable treatise 
on the history and application of getting 
utilities to their destination in America. 
It’s told from the viewpoints of DIYers 
leery of corporate manipulation, 
techies who know their history, and 
pragmatists who’ve grappled with 
trying so much as dig a hole in their 
community and seeing how many 
hoops, red tape, and corporate hand-
wringing it can bring. It’s a great 
starting point for anyone interested in 
a truer diagram of the possibility of 
self-reliance intertwined around the 
complexities of being plugged in. Few 
zines like this exist and this comes with 
the highest recommendation. Streetcar, 
please make this a series. –Todd 

streetcarpress.com)

RADVOCATE #4, THE, $2, 
8 ½” x 5 ½”, photocopied, 28 pgs.
I feel bad because this is the third 
time in a row I’ve gotten an issue of 
this to review and I’m getting tired of 
trashing it. Honestly, I think it’s bad, 
but it’s not so bad that I would claim 
it objectively so. It’s more that this 
resembles something I might be into 
(stories, art, photography, interviews) 
but each and every time it strikes out 
with me. Somebody might like this, 

serious thought and energy into it—it’s 
just that reading short stories about 
going to parties, especially where the 
character has extensive dialogue with 
“petite girl,” is so rarely ever what I 
wanna read, anywhere. Not into the 

photos, either. Kudos to them for the 
weird, brief interview with the founder 
of a mystical religious sect though. 
Dude is a total wingnut, which, after 
three issues of The Radvocate, is a 
refreshing, unique presence. –Dave 

SHARDS OF GLASS IN YOUR EYE 
#6, $3, 5½” x 8½”, photocopied, 28 pgs.
This zine is comprised of some 
humorous bits and other randomness. 
It’s done in a cut and paste style 
reminiscent of how I did my zines back 
in high school and how I really feel like 
all true zines should be done. It makes 
for some random weirdness and humor. 
There really isn’t a coherent narrative 
to any of this, but there are certainly 
parts that will make you laugh. For 
example: “Kari’s Diary: Tuesday. Dear 

through with my cat’s insulin needle. 
This is how super-powers begin. I bet 
I’m going to turn into a puma.” This 
makes for good toilet reading as well 
as a nice pick me up when you’re 
feeling a little down. Kari also accepts 
trades, so all you zinesters, check this 
out. 

SPARE CHANGE #21, $2/trade, 
5½” x 8½”, copied, 36 pgs.
Spare Change is penned by a 
Chattanooga punk who writes pretty 
extensively here about his long history 
and many attempts with quitting 
smoking. As a heavy smoker myself 
with a few non-smoking years under 
my belt, I could totally relate. He also 
talks about his challenges quitting in 
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“Kari’s Diary: Tuesday. Dear Diary: Earlier, I 
stabbed my finger right through with my cat’s 
insulin needle. This is how super-powers begin. I 
bet I’m going to turn into a puma.” SHARDS OF GLASS IN YOUR EYE #6





the face of adversity—the death of 
friends, the ending of relationships, 
the undercurrent of drinking acting as 
an impetus, and the joyous moments, 
too. While the writing and layout is 
frequently a little rough around the 
edges, it’s clear this dude’s got his 
heart in the right place. I could relate 
to a lot of the material here, but again, 

up in the visual department. –Keith 

STAY COOL #1, $3, 
8½” x 11”, copied, 80 pgs.
I have absolutely no idea how this 
guy can charge three bucks postage 
paid for this fanzine, but I urge all 
of you to go ahead and order it right 
now. It sounds as if the idea for this 
zine has been germinating for some 

nice effort. Fernando’s a smart, 
enraged, and articulate guy, and Stay
Cool manages to embrace hardcore 
punk and Latino culture while 
also never coming close to being 
exclusionary or typecast as solely 
reliant on either. Interviews with 

Grey, recipes for some “rancho,” 

as voluble expositions on race and 
punk’s potential for change. Photo 
essays on bands like Crow, Elephant 

Arrows, and more. Fernando closes 
things out with a list of web and 
print resources regarding gender, 
immigration, and education issues. 
Stay Cool is massive, ambitious, 
and harkens back, very much so, 
to the days when fanzines were 
vehicles for both the political and 
the personal. Highly recommended. 

staycoolfanzine@gmail.com)

THEY WILL STAND ON YOU 
AND SPIT, $1, 8 ½” x 5 ½”, 
photocopied, ? pgs.
This is a split zine between writers 
Adam Gnade and Bart Schaneman. 
Gnade contributes excerpts from his 
novella California and Schaneman 
writes poetry and they are interspersed 
throughout. The excerpts follow the 
same set of characters that Gnade 
writes about through most of his 
work. While they are consistent, 
one does not necessarily need to 
have been following along from the 
beginning to know what’s going on. 
These excerpts give insights into the 
characters and their lives and thoughts. 
Lots of loneliness and searching 
for connections with others in and 
around San Diego. It’s well written 
and engaging. Schaneman’s poetry 
isn’t abstract and is easy to follow. 
It, too, speaks of the desperation in 
relationships, the ache and pull for 

something more but the inability 

Gnade’s pieces it’s well written and 
deserves multiple readings, not for 

grasp the depth of expression. There’s 
not a lot of content here, but what 
is here is quality stuff and resonates 
well. Gnade described this to me as 
a freebie, but it’s far from that level 
of quality. For a dollar, it’s certainly 
recommended. 

TRAINWRECK #9, $2, 
5” x 7”, photocopied, 36 pgs.

essays for this issue of Trainwreck.
The zine is broken up into three parts. 

Connecticut, including thoughts on a 
friend’s zine and a housemate’s song. 
The second section has stories about 
tattoos, Dave’s jobs, and some family 
history. The last part is titled “Notes 
on Cardboard” and Dave writes 

writing isn’t bad—Dave’s a good 
writer—and some of the essays kept 
me interested but others I skipped 
over. Zines are often a form of just 
getting stuff out there. It’s not edited, 
work shopped, or checked over by 
multiple parties to make sure it sounds 
good. But that means that inherently, 
with all personal zines, there is going 

to be some stuff that really packs a 
punch and other stuff that falls a bit 

word and the personal zine. And 
that happens here. I can’t entirely 
recommend this because nothing 
really reached out and grabbed me, 
but that doesn’t take away from the 
fact that Dave writes well. I just didn’t 
feel engaged and really intrigued 
about the contents of Trainwreck.

shitcities.blogspot.com/)

YELLOW RAKE, THE #27, $1.50 
U.S., $5 World, 8 ½” x 5 ½”, 
photocopied, 20 pgs.
Long-running literary zine from 
Denver that, due to a drop-off in 
contributions, has basically become 
the editor’s personal zine. It’s pretty 
decent stuff. Short, wry snippets of 
prose provide the body here, with 
epidermal comics, book reviews, and 
an interview about organizing cheap 
community vegan dinners in Denver 
to give people a chance to try out 
veganism. Wouldn’t go out of my 
way to recommend this to someone 
but if I saw someone picking it up, I’d 
give the nod. –Dave Brainwreck  (PO 

1,775 more zine reviews
 can be found at razorcake.org





BOOK
R E V I E W S

Flash, By Jim Miller, 
Flash is the story of an alternative weekly journalist who—between 

tweaking the noses of various San Diego politicians and businessmen with a 

who may or may not be his grandfather. Flash is extremely well written and 
intensely researched. One particular character is an anti-union man with the last 
name “Spreckels.” I wondered if he was somehow related to the man who built 

San Diego ran parallel to the exploitation of workers in Hawaii. 
The protagonist of the story, Jack, spends hours scouring articles found in 

public libraries for clues of Bobby Flash, (this also underscores the value of public 
libraries as a resource for historical archives) a man who was deeply involved 
with worker’s strikes and the subsequent battles with the police, anti-union thugs, 
and vigilantes. During his research from one library or the other, he ruminates 
upon his relationships with his mother and his son. These chapters are powerfully 
written and, in some cases, heartbreaking. 

In newspapers today, unions are under attack, anti collective-bargaining rights 
bills have passed in Wisconsin, and right-wing governors in coordinated attacks 
on unions propose similar bills. Against this backdrop, reading Flash is extremely 

Gun Thugs, Rednecks, Radicals: A Documentary History of the West Virginia 
Mine Wars, By David Alan Corbin, 

could recall from songs and stories. Gun Thugs, Rednecks, Radicals is a unique 
documentation of the West Virginia mine wars, using speeches, written testimony, 

the voices of those involved.
I don’t think it takes much of an imagination to think how hard it is to be a 

coal miner. Digging deep into the core of the earth with the ever-present danger of 
the mine collapsing or the scarring of the lungs from coal dust is not something I 
want my claustrophobic mind to dwell on. The miners, always at the mercy of the 
mining company—who owned the stores and the housing—valiantly fought for 
better conditions. To strike against the mining company was to effectively give up 
your home, your job, and, in many cases, your life. Baldwin-Felts detectives were 
brought in to crush any unionization. 

explosive bombs (left over from WWI) on striking workers, who were engaged 

U.S. military airplanes were also used for aerial surveillance. Eventually, U.S. 
troops entered the battle and the union leader, Bill Blizzard ordered the striking 
workers to return to their homes. 

Gun Thugs, Rednecks And Radicals surpasses all my expectations of what 
a book about striking miners could be about. I highly recommend it to anyone: 

Hawai’i: 1778-1959, From Western Discovery to Statehood, By J. Gerlach, 
Hawai’i

a variety of reasons. The subtitle of the book, “Western discovery to Statehood” 

don’t believe that Hawai’i is a state but is, instead, an occupied kingdom. This 
book doesn’t do much to dispel the Western version of history, unfortunately. 
Nevertheless, the history of Hawai’i is a list of tragedies unfolding, of what-ifs 
and should-haves, of Social Darwinism and racism. The history of Hawai’i is 
also a portent of America’s future if America allows businesses to govern. (See 
the Citizen’s United case). 

While I’m excited to read a book about Hawai’i, I cannot help but notice small 
mistakes like the missing ‘okina in the Hawaiian word for chief, Ali’i. (The ‘okina 
is the small glottal stop in Hawaiian words.) Details like this should not be missed. 

the author did an admirable job, but there are huge omissions (like the petition 

th

Letters to Kurt, By Eric Erlandson, 159 pgs.

was this book and for a split second I thought, “Someone wrote a book of letters to 

and had a good laugh at Todd’s sense of humor for having sent this to me. As it 
turns out, the author, Eric Erlandson, was the bassist for the band Hole and this is 

Some of these poems are about Cobain and others not at all. Some deal with 
celebrity, Erlandson’s own life, and politics. There are a number of pop culture 
references that kept the poems more engaging and will likely do so for those not 
as initiated into the world of poetry, although Erlandson runs the risk of alienating 
those lacking an understanding of these references. (For example: “A serious mess 

of consciousness. The prose form works better for this type of writing, so that was 
a smart decision on Erlandson’s part. However, the stream of consciousness form 

It is interesting to see how a celebrity views certain issues and people, and 
it was also impressive to see Erlandson’s knowledge of popular culture and his 
political understanding. It made for more lively reading than most poetry I’ve 
come across. Yet I’m still hesitant to fully endorse the book (because trust me, 
Erlandson needs my endorsement. Sarcasm, friends. Sarcasm). Poetry is a tough 
nut for many people to crack and you either love it or you don’t. And then, within 
that group of those who love poetry, there are different schools. Erlandson cites 

but it was still hard for me to fully appreciate all of what Erlandson was writing. 

drifting somewhat and unable to keep my attention. Further editing on some of 

– rd

The Nostalgia Echo, By Mickey Hess, 331 pgs.
I’ll begin with my only real knock on The Nostalgia Echo: it’s hard to 

summarize what this book is about in a sentence or less. I’ve read the book 
twice now and I still can’t do it. It’s becoming a bit of a problem because people 
frequently ask me if I’ve read anything great lately. I’ll say, “Yes! The Nostalgia 
Echo. You have to check it out.” Then they’ll ask me what it’s about and I’ll start 
stammering. I’ll do my best to answer that question for this review, though. 

The Nostalgia Echo is about nostalgia, in short. Hess has probed into the 
history of nostalgia, tracing it back to its earliest days when conscripted Swiss 

remembers a time when nostalgia was viewed as a disease, and he examines 
cures that eighteenth- and nineteenth-century doctors proposed for the disease. 

remember it with a winsome air) where nostalgia rules. 
The novel follows three characters who are on a course to become entangled 

he wrote a book called The Good Old Days Never Happened. It was one of the 

Philadelphia public library. Well, three people and two fetuses. Those fetuses 
developed into the other two main characters of the book: Lon Friday and the 
narrator, Gene. 

face and painted it all over Philadelphia. It has become a sensation similar to 
Shepard Fairey’s Andre the Giant. Unfortunately, it’s not enough to keep him 
from following his father’s footsteps and becoming a realtor. 

Gene is not only the narrator of the book, he’s a professional narrator in the 

His narration on a piece about the worst-selling books of all time triggers his search 
for Dr. Barnes. The three characters steer an unconscious course for each other, 
and end up together in Princeton, New Jersey, where Lon struggles to regain his 
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creativity and save his marriage, Gene searches for his adoptive mother and for love 
with Dr. Barnes’s live-in caretaker, and Dr. Barnes struggles against dementia. 

Along the way, Hess takes us into a reality adjacent to our own, where 
narrators go to narrator school to learn their trade and where Nostalgia Studies is 
a department at Princeton. It’s a world where the present is too banal or painful 
to face, but as soon as it becomes the past, it’s wonderful again. It’s a world close 
enough to our own to recognize, but distant enough from our own to see the 
absurdity of our contemporary life. Through it all, Hess displays a playfulness and a 
wry sense of humor reminiscent of Vonnegut. He also pastes together familiar (and 
not so familiar) elements of contemporary society—addiction memoirs, monster 
movies, class reunions, where-are-they-now-type TV shows, and Colonel Sanders’ 
autobiography—into a literary collage the way a hip hop DJ pastes samples together 
to make a new beat. 

than just a meditation on nostalgia and more than a fresh approach to how to write 
a novel, it’s also a heartfelt character study. The reader comes to feel for and even 
love the major characters in the book. It’s hard not to get swept up in their lives. It’s 
even harder to put the book down. In short, The Nostalgia Echo is one of the best 
new books I’ve read in the last few years. I can’t recommend it highly enough. –

Now Then Gadgie, By Marv Gadgie, 149 pgs.

Gadgie. This book is a collection of anecdotes and autobiographical accounts of 
a life rich with mischief, a wry eye, and attention to detail. 

and vivid, whether it be tales of his youth growing up in the North-East of the U.K., 
or the tender moments that reside within a family. His current location of Boston, 

plus issues of Gadgie

Indian Queen pub has provided much entertainment to those who have been 
fortunate to visit. A brief example of why I appreciate Gadgie
documentation of gigs over the years have helped build networks and construct 
an international reputation in a way that makes it seem almost like anthropology. 

studying the surroundings from a safe distance. One of the reasons I’m fond of 
zine culture is that they create legacies and Gadgie is the perfect example of this. 

I might as well admit that I’m biased when I praise Now Then Gadgie (I’ve 

many fond memories and laughs through Gadgie zine. If you’re not familiar 
with the author’s previous work then in a nutshell, I can vouch you’ll enjoy it 

punk rock parent tick any of your boxes. –Steve Larder (Corndog Publishing, 

Visual Vitriol: The Street Art and Subcultures 
of the Punk and Hardcore Generation, By David A. Ensminger, 334 pgs.

Like a dog’s teeth sharpened from years of gnawing on sour old bones, my 
radar-like sensibilities of what punk is and what it sure-the-hell isn’t, were honed 
from many years of dutifully lapping up the wisdom offered up in the pages of 
Maximum Rocknroll. That magazine is, as everyone knows, the manual on Punk 
Rock Do’s and Don’ts. It was, in fact, a MRR
taught me how to dress properly, and I am now known for cutting an imposing 

So I know damned well that a coffee table book is about as punk as Pippa 

book that purports to be about punk—even if it contains reproductions of actual 

plugged pipes of Lucifer’s most vile toilet and it is surely an apocalyptic sign of 

But equally un-punk, I think, would be a scholarly work that approaches 
the tribal artifacts of punk with the grim, poking, and peeling autopsy tools of 
critical and cultural theory, while leaving behind a fusty, footnote-choked pile of 

(Slavoj Zizek twitchily explicating on punk, though, would probably be pretty 
damn entertaining.)

Author David Engsminger would probably be quick to point out that Visual 
Vitriol is neither a punk rock coffee table book nor a strictly analytical study 
intended for academicians. He states in the introduction: “this book does not 
attempt to capture all the fuss and fury and spend its cultural capital on socio-
anthropological methodology or literary theory. The book is a way to trace the 
social discourse of punk: it examines the ways punks talk about themselves.” He 
then goes on to suggest the V.V.

wonder if this book would be considered more of an example of a “collaborative 
ethnography,” since Ensminger is from the “punk subculture” himself and the 
fact that he very much lets his legion of subjects—people like Jack Grisham, 

better still, and more in tune with the “folk” aspect of punk, maybe Visual Vitriol
can be considered something like a “family bible”—in the old-timey sense of a 
homemade clan history compiled by family members, and not in the sense of that 

But categorizing this book is problematic. Engsminger refers to himself as 
a “former punk” and he is currently earning a living as a professional academic, 
teaching English and humanities at Lee College in Baytown, Texas. Visual 
Vitriol
also references his punk background with stints as a music journalist (including 
MRR), a zine editor (Left of the Dial), and playing with the Big Boys’ Randy 
Turner in a band called the Texas Biscuit Bombs. So for those keeping score, V.V.
appears, from various angles, to be a coffee table book version of an academic 

as seen through the eyes of a former-punk/current-punk professor of humanities. 
As jumbled as that might sound, I think it’s a big part of the book’s charm, 

word “charm” doesn’t have much utility in the punk rock lexicon, it does seem 
somehow appropriate when considering the likely unintended nostalgia factor that 
will inevitably arise for many readers as they look back on an era before punks 
talked about themselves through something called “tweeting”—a digital means 
of communication also wildly popular with decidedly non-punk subcultures such 
as teenage girl fans of Justin Bieber and the Kardashians. 

But in showing how punks “talk about themselves,” it is simultaneously 
seen—because of the interdependent relationship between self/other, foreground/
background—how they talk about the world around them. And in that light, the 

shows, can also be seen, like the music itself, as angry ripostes, lashing out at a 
sleepwalking world.

Whether Visual Vitriol is ultimately perused by punks with a cultural theorist 
nerd streak, or nostalgic punks wanting a taste of the glory days before the era 

social media plague, this book should adequately scratch both itches. It strikes a 
nice balance between insightful academic commentary and gritty visceral angst. 
But more importantly, I would say, is that this collection of angry, impassioned 
slashes in the cultural fabric, will hopefully not be merely viewed as a museum of 
relics from an era long gone, but seen instead in the light of something along the 
lines of Frank Discussion’s Antistasiology, where the energy behind these images 
spreads out like a contagion, inspiring incitements and insurrections and pumping 
out great stinging globules of vitriol for generations to come. –Aphid Peewit 
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Never Get out of the Van: The Story of Mustard Plug: DVD

Plug. We shared a theater class one semester and I always thought that Colin 

or an actor. I had no idea that he was a musician. Colin went on to college at 

hitchhiking home from a David Bowie concert in Detroit. Then I lost touch with 

The internet being what it is, Colin and I got back in touch with each other 
and he sent me this DVD, which is perfect, because it is the story of his band, 

looked forward to watching this DVD. Never Get out of the Van documents the 

alternative scene and bands like Born Without A Face and The T.E.X.A.N.S. 



the Reel Bodeans dominated the town. There were many “arty” type bands and 
a couple cool places to play, like the Reptile House and the Intersection. 

wane and they were a band without a scene. However, they never backed down, 

played to larger and larger audiences, and begun to foray into neighboring 
states, eventually touring Japan and Europe. Growing up in the same town, I 
shared their excitement when they recorded at Bill Stephenson’s Blasting Room 
studios in Colorado. The idea of recording with the Descendents’ drummer was 

I enjoyed this DVD far more than I thought. The interviews with members 
and former members—interspersed with live videos and directed videos—were 
fun to watch and told an interesting story of a band who, against all odds, 

Spokanarchy!: Where Were You in ’82?: DVD
Kids don’t have much of a choice about where they’re raised. They 

have to make do with what they have, wherever they are. Spokanarchy! is
a documentary about those kids and the bands and community they formed 

speaks with a number of people who felt that their hometown was boring and 
backwards but chose to make their own community of like-minded outcasts in 
the Lilac City (that’s Spokane’s nickname and, yes, I had to look it up). 

couldn’t have been very good. Nobody knows about any Spokane bands. It was 

Spokanarchy! does a competent, coherent job of showing the foundation of 

some art freaks (including the guy behind Keyboard Cat) and moves into the 

emerged, including some outrageous, fucked-up performance art that might 
surprise even those in L.A. and New York City. Bands came and went, but each 
had their unique style and sound. Similar to the scene I grew up with in Northern 

Indiana, what occurred in Spokane was a place that was so small, everyone 
knew one another and from that came a fairly dysfunctional community. 

city government, and sexist, homophobic rednecks. People moving away, as well as 
drug abuse, played a role in tearing things down. Certain individuals passed away 

(There is a harsh scene that shows Steve Stierwalt— a musician who seemed to be 
in a million bands—looking for veins on his bruised, drug-wracked body to inject a 
needle full of methadone that he has been hooked on for twenty years.) 

Through watching Spokanarchy!, the viewer gets the feeling that many of 
these individuals formed life-long friendships and a community through punk 
music where everybody knew everybody, and in many cases, a number of us 
that got into punk in places that weren’t major metropolises were searching for 
just such a thing, too. In that sense, it makes Spokanarchy! 
could easily identify and enjoy.

Whatever it took, these punks seemed to have found a cohesive group that 

gloss over the problems and struggles. It helps that none of these bands got big— 
it instead focuses on the individuals who comprised the whole. Spokanarchy! is
the story of the little scene that could. But didn’t. And in some ways that makes 
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“Spokanarchy! is the story of the little scene that could. But didn’t. And 
in some ways that makes for a more moving, engaging documentary.”

–Kurt Morris, Spokanarchy!


