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I stared at a wall inside a punk record store on the other side of 
world. It was almost like being in a Los Angeles punk record store, 
aside from some tiny variations. Bummer. I was looking for something 

felt like an interior designer had invented this recurring wallpaper of 

top dollar for chunks of playable history are in luck, though. They can 
still buy their way in. Some things never change.

this death. It helps give us meaning, a foundation, history, and lineage. 

the food we eat is rarely ever alive. The same goes for most music, 
unless you’re walking or living along that thin edge of creation.

The past is seductive. That’s the allure of its design. Its packaging 
is containment and comfort. But, beware of spending all of your time 
in it. It can quickly turn into an embittering sedative—a mind-closing, 

the future looking into the rear-view mirror of the past, of death.

seller doesn’t specialize in records or areas where terrestrial radios 
don’t get good reception.

On our best days, I treat Razorcake as a continuum—a place where 
life and death are both eaten. The cool thing about history is that it 
can inform what we’re doing today. It can give us a springboard, a 
wiring diagram, a template. What death can’t do is create new music. 
It’s no longer a live wire. What death can’t do is synthesize all the 
options and challenges facing you today and make decisions for you. 
Creation’s often scary, incomplete, and messy. New creation can be 
a lonely, poverty-stricken affair where people endlessly shit on you, 
ignore you, or attempt to control you. Conversely, it can be a thrilling 

horizon to drive towards.
Very few things that make sense come to me in dreams. My hands 

are raw, nicked, and bleeding. Several people who died last year 
are sitting around a large table that seats twenty or more, and we’re 
all stitching this thing together with members of my family and the 
Razorcake crew. The mood is light, but everyone’s hands are severely 
bleeding. I’m hit with an aerial shot of the room just before the dream 

massive “Welcome” mat. The biggest one I’ve ever seen.

I tell myself this almost every day.

–Todd Taylor

THANK YOU: “Belt out another one, Eric!” thanks to Amy Adoyzie for the 
cover design and for Tiger Lilly for the photo; Goobba gabba goobba gabba 
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review that was column-length and for Josh Rosa for illustrating two 
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contributions to the Lemuria interview; “Hangin’ on the Telephone” wasn’t 
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juggernaut. The results are nothing short of miraculous. Give thanks to the 
Nerves and to Jeff Proctor, Lauren Measure, and Rob Stephen for all of their 
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served the Oblivians for decades thanks to Ryan Leach, Amy Adoyzie, Bully 
Rook, J. Dennis Thomas, Renate Winter, and Tod Seele for their collective 
help with the Eric Oblivian interview; There is no “K” in front of “night,” 
Captain-Kirk-smooching-Uhura-approved, shamans-get-EBT thanks to 
Babe for her photos in the White Night interview; It sounds so easy. “Listen 
to/read/watch this. Explain it in an interesting way. Put some context on 

turned into an unexpected guest column.) These folks reviewed records, 
books, zines, and videos that were sent to us through the postal mail and 
we thank them (in loosely chronological time of turning them in to HQ): 
Art Ettinger, George Rager, Kurt Morris, Rick E., Keith Rosson, Ryan Horky, 
Nighthawk, Sal Lucci, Garrett Barnwell, Billups Allen, Tim Brooks, Kristen 
K., MP Johnson, Ian Wise, Juan Espinosa, Jimmy Alvarado, Matt Average, 
Ty Stranglehold, Paul J. Comeau, Dave Williams, Sean Koepenick, Bryan 
Static, Mark Twistworthy, Nørb, Aphid Peewit, The Lord Kveldulfr, Dan Ozzi, 
CT Terry, Craven Rock, and Dave Brainwreck; 540 square feet. That’s how 
large RCHQ is. The following people helped us out by coming in or remotely 
taking time out of their busy schedules to lend us a hand: Candice Tobin, 
Andrew Wagher, Kari Hamanaka, Matthew Hart, Marty Ploy, Chris Baxter, 
Mary-Clare Stevens, Rene Navarro, Adrian Salas, Megan Pants, Adrian Chi, 
Jenn Swann, Alex Martinez,  Robert El Diablo, Ever Velasquez, Joe Dana, 
Juan Espinosa, Sean Arenas, Aaron Kovacs, Nicole Macias, Julia Smut, 
Jenn Witte, George Lopez, Donna Ramone, Tim Burkett, Jeff Proctor, Josh 
Rosa, Toby Tober, Sal Lucci, Johnny Volume, Jennifer Federico, Malcolm 
McLaren, Nighthawk, Marcos Siref, Ronnie Sullivan, PJ Fancher, Kurt 
Morris, and Katie Dunn. 

Death Eaters 

–Anton Chekhov, “Ward Number 6”
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“Superstition and all the 
nastiness and abominations 
of daily life were necessary, 
since in the process of 
time they worked out to 
something sensible, just 
as manure turns into black 
earth. There was nothing on 
earth so good that it had not 
something nasty about its 
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Gooba Gabba

LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

SEAN CARSWELL

“One way or another, 
I’d be committed to 
a mental institution 
at the end.”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

the old Camarillo State Mental Hospital. I 
sat across a table from three doctors as they 
shot questions at me. I did my best to play 
it cool. A lot was at stake here. While the 
psych hospital had closed down seven years 

taken over the building, and the doctors who 

in Spanish, political science, and education. 
My lifestyle was still at stake here. I was 
interviewing for a part-time position teaching 
university-level critical thinking classes. 
I’d never taught critical thinking and, truth 
be told, I didn’t have the right degrees or 

discount that, I told myself.
Hell, I had taught university-level 

courses. I’d thought critically. When I was 
invited to interview, I thought critically 
about how I’d teach the class, went to the 

subject, and made a syllabus. The doctors 
seemed impressed. It seemed as if one more 
madman would be welcomed into this old 
mental institution.

We all stood and shook hands at the end 
of the interview. As I opened the door to leave 
the conference room, the woman in charge of 
the interview said to me, “Oh, I meant to tell 
you. I was glad to see that you like both kinds 
of music: punk and rock.”

I smiled. I thought, Oh shit. I’m not 
gonna get this job. How the hell am I gonna 
make rent now?

out, one of the interviewers was a big Swingin’ 

them in Razorcake. Whether or not the other 
interviewers recognized my bullshit for what 
it was, they took a chance on me. I started 
by teaching critical thinking classes part 

took me in and made me a full-time lecturer. 
This meant I had comforts I never really 

America: health insurance and a retirement 
plan; the ability to sleep straight through the 
thirtieth night of each month. My wife and 
I were able to move out of an apartment so 

apartment required obscure and complicated 

maneuverings. We rented a two-bedroom pad 

But it wasn’t just the money. Working 
at this university changed something in me. 
I’d taught at colleges and universities before, 
but I never committed to them. See, the dirty 
secret of higher education in America is that 
the majority of the people teaching classes 

timers. They get paid very low wages. While 
not hourly employees—if you add up the 
number of hours it takes to prepare for the 
class, teach it, and grade the students—part-
time instructors typically make in the ballpark 
of about ten bucks an hour, if they’re lucky 
and don’t work too hard. Most of my time 
teaching prior to coming to this university 
was under these conditions. It was miserable. 
I did it because I could put in a half-ass 
teaching effort and free my time to write and 
publish books through Gorsky Press and run 
half of Razorcake. But I didn’t take the job 
very seriously. I wasn’t paid enough to.

This new university was different. I liked 
it. That was partly because I was paid enough 
to care, but mostly because it was brand new. 
There were no crusty faculty talking about 
the old days. There was no tradition. Like the 

was trying to build its own culture. Part of 
this culture meant that there couldn’t be 
divisions between the disciplines. This meant 
I got to teach classes with a physics professor 
where we studied the science and stories of 
nuclear weapons. I could have lunch one 
day with an environmental science professor 
who told me about his work in the wetlands 

endlessly fascinating. I decided I wanted to 
commit myself to this mental institution.

That commitment is easier said than 

while working full time. I’d have to survive 
years of budget cuts as California refused to 

backs of students and teachers. If I did all 
this, I’d then have to wait for a tenure-track 

position, be selected out of the hundreds of 
applicants for a telephone interview, perform 
well on said interview, be invited to a campus 
interview, and really start jumping through 

hoops. Odds were against me at every stage. 
When I was applying to doctoral programs, I 
came across a statistic that one out of every 
two students who enter a doctoral program 

half get a tenure-track position. Bad odds.
My other option was to stay in my current 

position as a full-time lecturer. It wasn’t bad. 
All I had to do was teach ten classes a year. 
Period. No more responsibilities. As long as 
I didn’t mind making a low salary and not 

as long as I didn’t mind having no say in 
which courses I taught, as long as I didn’t 
mind getting laid off every summer and hired 

mind being left out of the construction of the 
university culture, the job was okay.

Problem was, I was starting to mind 
those things.

I thought about the long tenure-track 

All of us were there in hopes of getting a 
tenure-track job. Statistically speaking, two 
of us would. In reality, this cohort wasn’t at 

I thought. We’ll be lucky if one of us gets a 
tenure-track job. Am I gonna be that one?

Thinking about all this process would 
entail convinced me that, one way or 
another, I’d be committed to a mental 
institution at the end.

Two weeks ago, I drove south down 

to the most recent Mean Jeans album. I 
thought about my last Razorcake column, 
where I talked about my adolescence 
working construction, where I confessed that 
“working construction” more often than not 
meant hauling trash to the dump. And here I 
was: the old trash man’s assistant wearing a 
suit and heading to meet with the university 
president and provost and associate vice 
president of Arts and Sciences to see if I 
could get this goddamn job.

The interview process lasted a total of 
fourteen hours over two days. Only about 
four hours of that consisted of sitting in an 
actual room, being asked questions by a 



boss and giving answers. The rest of the 
time was spent doing other things. On the 

interviewed with the president and provost 
and AVP, I was also required to spend a few 
hours just trying to get the other university 
employees to like me. This was a tough 
thing for job candidates who didn’t already 
work at the school. They had to walk 
that balance beam between friendly and 
sycophantic. They had to act sincere, which 

I already know most of these people. I like 
them. I liked having the chance to chat 
with them, to hear who was doing what 
new research, who had just gotten back 
from chasing whales in Hawaii, who took a 
week off to see her new nephew enter this 
world, and so on. In a lot of cases, I got to 
just chat about music and books and other 
monumental things.

Then, my wife almost fucked it up for me.

and told her all about it. When I got done, she 
said, “Goobba Gabba Goobba Gabba.”

Freaks, and the scene where the trapeze artist 
marries her way into the clique of sideshow 
attractions. The half man, the bearded lady, 
the bird lady, the pinheads, and the little 
people all pass around a chalice of champagne 
called “The Loving Cup” and sing, “Goobba 
Gabba Goobba Gabba, we accept her, we 
accept her, one of us, one of us.”

On the second day of interviews, when 
it was becoming more and more clear that 
I was going to get the gig, that scene kept 

shook my hand and wished me luck and 
told me they hoped I’d get the job, I heard 
Freaks in my head singing, “Goobba Gabba 
Goobba Gabba.”

This mutated to the Ramones take on this 
scene, in which Joey sings The Loving Cup 
song and launches into “Pinhead.” To calm 
myself for the teaching demonstration and the 
research presentation and every other hoop I 
jumped through, I sang, “I don’t wanna be a 
pinhead no more” all the way up to the good 
old, “Gabba Gabba Hey!” 

What a way to spend a day.

Physicists know of only one speed faster 
than the speed of light. That is the speed 

body, I want to remove it. I was lucky to 
have a stitch of clothing on my body by the 
time I got home.

The following Tuesday, I got a call 
from the university president. He offered 
me the job. In eight years I’d taught nearly 
a hundred classes and close to two thousand 
students. I’d published three books and a 
dozen shorter pieces in academic journals. 
I’d earned the degree beyond which there 
are no degrees. I’d championed various 
programs to help empower students and 
faculty. I’d done a million other tiny things 
to make it into the thirty percent of higher 
education faculty who have permanent 
jobs. After all this, The Loving Cup was 

old mental hospital grounds has clinked its 
fork on the table and sang to me, “One of 
us. One of us.”

Gabba Gabba Hey.

–Sean Carswell
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All I had was an ill-fitting suit and a line of 
bullshit. But don’t discount that, I told myself.

BRAD BESHAW
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LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

There was a witness.

from Poland. 
As a young man, Sakowicz studied law 

in Moscow. When he returned to the city, he 
worked for various newspapers. He opened a 
small print shop that remained in operation 

city, Sakowicz closed his shop.
He and his wife moved to a small cottage 

near the railway station in Paneriai. He rode 
his bicycle into the city to perform odd jobs. 
There wasn’t much work, but he had to 
provide for his family, and it was cheaper to 
live in the woods.

Imagine Sakowicz sitting at his kitchen 
table. It’s four o’clock in the afternoon. He 

with a little marmalade. His tea grows cold 
on the table as he reads the papers he has 
brought from the city, papers full of news of 
the arrests of the Jews. 

Can you see him lifting his cup to his lips 
as his eyes scan the page when gunshots ring 
out from the forest?

Sakowicz goes up to his attic where he’d 
watched the Soviets dig massive trenches for 
a fuel depot.

Now, there were men wearing blindfolds 

group is brought in. 
This goes on and on, well into the evening.
The men are doctors, lawyers, wealthy 

clothing. These are the Jews Sakowicz had 
been reading about in the paper.

He is impressed with the quiet dignity 
with which they meet their death. 

*

“Quite nice weather, warm, white clouds, 
windy, some shots from the forest.”

That’s how Sakowicz’s diary begins: 
with a weather report.

would echo through the forest. 

By Sakowicz’s count, two hundred Jews 

The following day, three hundred more. 

killed at the pits at Paneriai.
By the third day, the Lithuanians were 

making their victims strip down to their 
underwear before herding them toward 

pairs of shoes, trousers and the like.” Shoes 
and trousers that they would sell on the road 
to Vilnius.

Business was good. The word Sakowicz 
uses again and again is “brisk.” Sometimes 

sewn into hidden pockets. 
Once, a peasant inquired about clothing 

couple to wait and he would bring something 

angry for he’d taken the trouble of selecting 
a woman who was just the right size. 

Imagine being singled out because of the 
dimensions of your coat. 

Who were these monsters?
They were Lithuanians. Lithuanians 

killing Lithuanians.
The Gestapo was responsible for rounding 

up the Jewish population, making arrests, 
and bringing them to the police station or the 
jail. Then it was up to the Lithuanians to do 
the rest. 

There were three groups. Those who 
brought the Jews to Paneriai, a second group 
who guarded the facility and kept people 
away from the pits, and a third group who 

Most had been members of Lithuanian 
military units that had been disbanded. Many 
of these men were subsequently assigned to 

were formed into a special unit, the Ypatingi 
Buriai, aka “The Special Ones.”

Whenever the Gestapo oversaw an 

victims fully clothed, and cover them up with 
a thin layer of sand. 

dig up the bodies and remove the clothing. 
Whatever money they made they used to 
purchase alcohol for their drinking parties. 

*

In the beginning, the Jews believed they 
were being sent to work camps. Sakowicz 
could hear the women asking their captors, 

they were rewarded with butchery.

and children were brought. It was cold, 
with a cool wind. They had no bullets. But 
instead of bullets they took the little ones 
from their mothers and killed them with 

One of the children clung to the leg of 

pleading for his life. Sakowicz reports that 
the boy’s mother tried to intervene.

kneeling on the road at the entrance to the 
killing grounds. Then the soldier snatches 
the crying boy, swings him around, and 
throws him like a log past the wire; there 

Jewish woman rushes forward and runs 
past the wire and shields the child. And 
when all is said and done, this is what it 
was about, wasn’t it?”

That last part kills me. 
I wonder what Sakowicz was thinking, 

what he meant.

try to protect her young, no matter the 
consequences?

Or was he saying that the manner in 
which we live our lives matters less than the 
value of the shoes on our feet, the coats on 
our backs?

In short, we’re either among the killers 
or the killed.

Human passengers on life raft earth. 
I hope that’s not what he was saying.
At the very least, Sakowicz’s story tell 

us that for many years in this corner of the 
universe life was very, very cheap. 

*

As the diary goes on, the numbers add up 
and the mind goes numb. Our brains weren’t 
made to compute this kind of math. 

JIM RULAND

“Human
passengers on 
life raft earth.”

LAZY MICK

A Walk in the Woods
Part 2



That’s why Sakowicz’s diaries are so 
valuable. They provide a record of what 
happened. I don’t mean the kind of records 
the Nazis kept. Columns of numbers. Ledgers 
of the dead. Volumes and volumes of books 
that would never balance. 

Sakowicz was a newspaperman. He 
had a nose for detail. He did not try to paint 

they were. The word evil doesn’t appear in 
his diaries.

At times he appears to criticize the 

naked through the forest for miles and miles. 

go, especially if they were naked or in their 
underwear and it was very cold. 

After the victims were unloaded from the 
trucks they were set loose in the forest and 
set upon by the huntsmen. 

The entry on the day of a hunt is brutally 
concise. “Trucks. Hunting. They scattered.”

village and then, suddenly, a naked man 
comes running through your meadow, the 
sound of gunshots echoing in the forest.

What would you do?
No, really. What would you do?
The escaped Jews, Sakowicz tells us, 

were a problem. Those who managed to 
get away had nowhere to go. They banded 
together in the woods and raided farms and 

clothing, whatever it took to survive. 
Sakowicz disapproved of these Jews. In 

his view, a thief was the most dishonorable 
thing a person could be, no matter the 
circumstance. He respected the Jews who 
joined the Resistance or died with dignity, 

but those who preyed on the hardworking 
farmers were simply marauders. 

I like knowing this about Sakowicz. A 
diary is a place where one makes his truest 
feelings known. Sakowicz’s diary tells us 
that his heart had hardened against the people 
whose secret history he furtively recorded. 

This tells us that he believed what he 
was doing was necessary. In spite of the 
monstrousness he witnessed with his own 
eyes and ears every day, he had not lost hope.

He believed a time would come when 
the horror would end and something like 
civilization would be restored, and then he 

Sadly, he never got the chance.

*

The preface to Sakowicz’s diary calls it 
a “by-stander’s view of the activities of the 

I disagree with this assessment. It’s too 

German Nazis but Lithuanians. Secondly, the 

Perhaps the word is a useful descriptor in 
the death factories that masqueraded as work 
camps, but it doesn’t apply here.

about the tens of thousands of murders that took 
place at Paneriai. Just because the numbers are 
mind-boggling doesn’t make it any less messy. 

Paneriai was not just a place where Jews 

body farm. The corpse-strewn pits reeked of 
death. They attracted carrion. Animals dug 

that so much blood had been shed at Paneriai 
that it was no longer safe to drink the water 
without boiling it. 

And you don’t even want to know about 
Myskza, a dog owned by one of the peddlers. 
One day, Myskza came trotting along with 

Myskza away and the dog dropped the 
intestine, which the children of the village 
hung from the peddler’s fence. Tell me, what 
is “machine-like” about this story Sakowicz 
has preserved for us?

*

the road to Vilnius, a few feet from his bicycle.
He was shot, but we don’t know 

by whom. It could have been a German 
occupier or a Russian liberator or a 
marauder on the road. 

I see his bike lying on its side, the wheel 
spinning while his life leaked out.

Somehow, his diaries survived. He’d 
buried the pages in bottles throughout his 
property. The record is not complete. It took 
a long time to gather the pages together and 
translate them. 

Today, Sakowicz’s Ponary Diary

stands as a unique testament—to what I’m 
not quite certain. 

Maybe it’s simply the story of how a 
beautiful forest was defiled by the worst 
of man. 

In all the many millions of books that 
have been written, there is nothing like 
Sakowicz’s diaries.

He knew the risk he was taking. 
Read his words and so will you. 

–Jim Ruland 
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I’M AGAINST IT

There are many things that can divide 
us, some of which people will hold onto 
until their deaths. There are the not-so-
bright types who alienate themselves 
from others solely because of race and/or 
skin color. This kind of behavior has been 
going on for centuries. When you stop and 

how technology has actually surpassed the 
way some people interact or are tolerant of 
others. This has got to slow down to snail’s 
pace sooner or later, especially with a whole 

unto this ever-evolving planet. 
My wife and I were recently at our 

and overheard some tipsy meathead talking 
to the father of the groom: “So, I guess you 
can’t wait for your checkered grandkids to 
come soon, huh?” The groom’s father, a 
classy dude himself, answered, “You know 
something, I hope a lot of people from this 

soon no one will have any reason to be 

much in the same boat.” Laughing, I looked 

crooked smile and walked away.
The same goes for those types who 

drive a spike between themselves and 

that there’s been a good amount of road 
gained in this area, as far as tolerance is 
concerned, but it seems like there’s some 
miles to be clocked to get to where it needs 
to be. I just can’t wrap my head around 
the idea that there are people who want to 
deny rights, let alone be “outraged,” with 

as much as straight couples. 
Respect them to let them do their thing, 

just as you’d want them to let you do yours. 
Let’s just say for the sake of argument that 

were all that walked the earth, both genders 
giving birth to offspring as nature’s cycle 

Enemy Mine, where 

Now, with that in mind, think about how the 

couples,” who were nothing more than one 
male and one female. Would the majority 
react differently with these couples? I would 
hope not, but I’m betting they would. 

There are those folks who draw 

it again: buttholes, crime, pollution, etc. run 
thick and thin no matter what part of this 

already has enough shit running through it. 
The last thing anyone wants is backed-up 
plumbing.

I know this has been talked to death/
reincarnated/death/reincarnated ten-fold, 
but the whole arguing over “whose music 
is better than whose” thing is tiring. Now, 

nothing more than to fuck with/rib friends 
about their more “questionable” tastes in 
music, but there are those people who insist 
on making their opinions straight-up law 

point in the world won’t make someone feel 

music—so zip it. 
It’s like telling someone who’s deathly 

allergic to any kind of alcohol, “Man, fuck 
you. You don’t know what you’re missing 
because you’re refusing to try it, you puss.” 
Hey, stupid—they don’t want any part of 
it, period. Okay?  And that annoyance goes 
double for straight-edge types who won’t 
or can’t keep their meddling two-cents to 
themselves. Again, respect each other’s 
own thing.

Now, with these four quandaries 
mentioned above, you’d think the simpler 
things to agree or disagree on would be a 

be assuming wrong. Take the whole “cats or 

answer to this. Why? Because some people 
die by the sword with one, the other, or in 
some cases both. 

Although not a parent by any stretch 
of the imagination, I’ve always thought the 
people who love cats just as much as they do 
dogs are the same way with their children—
they “love them all the same.” Well, what if 
you don’t happen to like children? What if 
you happen to prefer one species over the 
other when it comes to the feline/canine 

answer, and there are a lot of entertaining 
reasons as to why one would edge out the 

other, but, even so, I am a proud card-
carrying cat person.

Let me get started by saying that I 
was raised with cats since I was born. No, 
smartasses, that doesn’t mean I was raised 
amongst a pack of roaming feral cats 
running wild in the streets of Los Angeles. 
It means that there were always cats in our 
house, even before I was born. My parents 
had a dog or two, but they never really 

but I’ve always leaned in the direction of the 
kitteh—more personable and less dependant 

Sam, a bad-ass solid black, longhair tomcat 
that had more personality than most stand-up 
comedians you pay to see these days. Born 
the same year I was, I grew up watching 
Sam hunt birds and god-knows-what-else, 
bringing the limbless, twitching remains 
onto the front porch as his offering. That 
dude also used to chase cats as well as dogs 
off of our front yard, too. It was his turf: 
intruders be damned. 

The sad part was having him put down 
after his health started failing at the age of 
twenty-one. When any animal is an integral 
part of your everyday life for that long, they 
become family. It was hard to let him go, 
even though it was the right thing to do. 

Around the same time, we also had a 

over ten years, not named after the band, but 
for the crooked kink in her striped, shortened 

roaming the streets cornered her against a 
neighbor’s garage door and wounded her 
beyond repair. The dogs took off, never to 
be seen again. We always wondered if it 
was some careless fuckhead a block or two 
away to blame, who let their dogs loose or 
didn’t chase after ‘em, not knowing that 

dogs, really, but I do blame the owners. It’s 
the same mentality as people who let their 
children run like primates out in public. 
Yank the leash. 

My parents had a number of cats since, 
and my ma still has two today. When I 
moved out into my own place, one of the 
drags where I was living was that they didn’t 
allow pets in the apartments, so a cat wasn’t 
in the cards. But over the years I snuck a 

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

“Be exemplary, 
not dysentery.”

Call Me Animal
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few rats in while I was there, since they 
neither barked nor meowed. 

It wasn’t until I moved in with 
Yvonne over seven years ago that I 
was able to reunite with my feline 
homies. She had a big, white, albino 

green eye—you can catch a peep at his 

cat named Sasha. Both had their share 
of weird‘n‘funny characteristics, 
especially the ever-personable Bowie. 

A few summers ago, The Riverboat 
Gamblers were out here in L.A. 
recording, and we invited ‘em over to 
hang out so Yvonne could cook for ‘em 
all. I remember Bowie walking straight 

they walked in, and continued to follow 
him around, sitting right beside ‘em, 
even as he was eating. I know it sounds 
weird to some, but most cats know 
who the cat people are. I’m guessing 
even Ryan from Off With Their Heads 

feline fondness in a lot of the band’s 
artwork. And sorry, Gary, but I think 

to you just to piss you off… heh. 

down last May due to complications 
involving a tumor within his spine and 

battle with congestive heart disease. 
Bowie was fourteen. Sasha was 

part of our lives here at home. These 
days, we have Sheena: a long, Praying 
Mantis of a white cat with big emerald 
eyes embedded into her tiny, sock-
puppet head. There’s also Vincent: 

tabby equipped with a garbled meow 
that sounds like a tape deck eating 
a cassette. And they’re both always 
down to hang.

Blacks, whites, browns, yellows, 
reds, straights, gays, cats, dogs, rodents, 
birds, reptiles, or what have you—

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

People who let their children run 
like primates out in public. 

Yank the leash. 
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H Watchmen: The 
Motion Comic in its entirety. Answer to 
repeatedly asked question “Who watches the 
Watchmen?” now conclusively established. 

books crudely animated like fancy version of 
crappy Grantray-Lawrence Marvel
Superheroes 

Watchmen 
discrepancies and take in majesty of large 

disapprove. Probable communist. Must 

until re-reading source material that i have 
been using Rorschach’s “hurm” as personal 

decades. Owe him lunch. Tin of beans, most 

bucks in Minneapolis bar when all my friends 
wanted to go see Thee Hypnotics. They were 

to be once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Ten 
years later wound up on same label as 
Buzzcocks; saw them an ass-load of times 

Sunday night Buzzcocks reunion legit 

retarded children attempting to tie balloon 

“Personality Crisis” and “Pipeline.” Waste of 
ten dollars from entertainment standpoint; 
worth it in long run to be able to tell small fry 
that i saw Thunders, and, furthermore, he 
threw me out of his dressing room 

admit, four hundred miles of driving on 
worknight to see partially-reunited version of 
band whose last good record came out 
quarter-century prior requires certain leap of 
faith to undertake. What do i stand to gain 
from all this effort? What am i hoping to 
accomplish? What’s the big pay-off? Seeing
old fave band from teen years doesn’t 

mullets and Chuck Taylors® again. Seeing 

ecstatic fart of celestial noise god and all 
related probability waves remain uncollapsed. 
Seeing old band might be pleasant enough 
way to spend evening, all told, but what is 
point of arduous and costly pilgrimage? 

two hours of music, drive four hours back 
home, get up for work two hours later. Small 
amount of entertainment; huge amount of 
gruntwork. Why? Compulsion, probably. 
Sense of duty to the whole Punk Rock Thang. 
Noblesse Oblige. Geshundheit. To not drive 
four hundred miles on weeknight to see a 
band that we’d really like to see were we not 
required to drive four hundred miles to do so 
is a value judgment tantamount to betrayal of 
core punk lifer principles. Put another way, 
what would you rather do: See the Undertones, 
or not drive four hundred miles? Hurm.
Come to think of it, i can refrain from driving 
four hundred miles almost any day of the 
week. I didn’t drive four hundred miles 
yesterday, and i don’t think i’ll drive four 
hundred miles today, either. Not driving four 
hundred miles is no big deal; do it every day. 

is big deal; don’t do it 
every day. Proper course of action clearly 

show was great. Me and friend John Glick 
hung out drinking in bar with band afterwards. 
Shortly thereafter, John Glick killed by crazy 

universe where i chose not to go to show, 

one last time, instead sit home in slippers 

Hurm. Brings us to subject of column: 
Rezillos playing in Chicago, night before 

heard “Somebody’s Gonna Get Their Head 

teenage rock moment. Made spots on mask 
caper and prance in new, psychotic ways. 
Can’t Stand The Rezillos album on Sire™ 
already out of print by then; frantic search 
eventually turns up copy in cut-out bin for 
three-and-a-half bucks. Vinyl skips horribly 
during bass awesomeness during intro to 

periods of sitting with thumb on needle 
attempting to chisel skip-free path through 
grooves. No agony, no braggony. Years later, 

numerous Rezillos/Revillos songs, professes 
lifetime adulation. Yet still, thirty-two years 
of Rezillos-mania later, band remains unseen 
by Nørbly eyes. Initially, situation looks 
bleak: Wednesday night is Rev. Nørb’s 

local wretched hive of scum and villainy. 
Paid handsomely for trivia services. 
Wednesday before Thanksgiving one of 
busiest nights in wretched hive of scum and 

shirking trivia duties that night. Suddenly, 
prayers to blind idiot god of thunder and 
rock’n’ro-wee-oll are answered: Rev. Nørb’s 

abruptly moved to Mondays, ostensibly so 
heroin merchants and child pornographers 
can use room on Wednesdays. Am free to 
attend Rezillos show. However, secondary 

Trivia Challenge™ emerges: Show is twenty-

and child pornography. 

than Rezillos ticket. Then again, remember 

bucks is substantial chunk of discretionary 
income. Be much simpler to stay in town; 
decent show a mile from my house that night. 
I deceive myself all week that the gods of 

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT
“No agony, 
no braggony.”

REV. NORBI

SAID ON A WEDNESDAY EVENING THERE’S SURELY 
GONNA BE A ...TWENTY-FIVE DOLLAR COVER CHARGE?

I IIPOWER POP POLICEI II



staying in town and going to the local show 
an acceptable substitute for traveling to 

that, of course, they will not. Who in good 
conscience can pass up chance to see band 
who sings “on a Wednesday evening there’s 

 on a Wednesday 
evening?

only time will ever drive four hundred miles 

wardrobe choice now all-important in order 
to properly strike terror into hearts of 

selected quickly. No margin for error. Opt for 
purply-pink women’s pants. Seems like 

old school gold Star Trek™ Sulu/Chekhov/

for black suitcoat. Nothing special about 
black suitcoat, i just like it because lining is 
all ripped up and hopefully-autographable 
“Bongo Brain” picture sleeve can be stashed 
inside jacket if shoved through big hole in 
lining, instead of carrying it around like dork, 
defusing obvious fearsomeness of pink 

little theatre. Soft. Decadent. I stake out 
merch stand. Rezillos have green shirts with 
red logo and red shirts with green logo. This 

Baby,” had red/white logo on green 

Sculptures” on B-side, instead of regularly-
scheduled “I Wanna Be Your Man.” Instant 
collector’s item. Single re-released with right 

shirts. Check funds. Twenty-one dollars. 
Check shirt price. Band must assume twenty-

currency: T-shirts, like tickets, are twenty-

for identical sum. I am twenty-nine dollars 
short of goal. Opt to use remaining twenty-

later. Rezillos take stage. They are fantastic. 

wraparound sunglasses and black leather 
jacket over black Batman™ hoodie, all tied 
up. Must be awful draft on stage. Show is 
great. Best Wednesday show ever, despite 
inability to purchase pair of contrasting band 

Lurk around merch stand after show, hoping 
to ambush band and receive autographs. 

around in lining for “Bongo Brain” sleeve, 

am. Might be trap. He races upstairs, and re-
emerges a minute later—in a gold Star Trek™ 

ooh and aah at fearful symmetry. Photos are 
taken. Jim yells “I WAS SAVING THIS FOR 

 When crowd asks, “Why
 he says “BECAUSE WE DON’T 

Good joke. 
Everybody laugh. Actually, nobody laugh, as 
no one but me gets it: William Shatner born 

 Roll on snare drum. 
Curtains. I can’t help but think i’ve seen this 

penniless, i realize why i think i know him: 
He’s a dead ringer for the guy who plays 
Rorschach in the Watchmen movie.

Hurm.

Love,
Nørb

Band sounded like abattoir of retarded 
      children attempting to tie balloon animals.
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I’M AGAINST IT

Once upon a time, I worked in a quiet 
little resort on Lake Michigan. I worked there 
all through my college years and beyond. 

keeping all the tourists and employees 
well-fed. This resort was almost its own 

campsites, a marina with boat rentals, a 
bakery, a restaurant, a beauty salon, daycare, 
a store for various basic odds and ends, and 
costumes for a few holidays to keep the 
kiddies entertained. There was a costume for 

where today’s story begins.

down to Green Bay and Milwaukee for a few 
days of random fun. My drumset was in the 
car. I had already painted The Rhythm Chicken
on my bass drum head, but wasn’t sure yet 
what it meant. Just before leaving town I 
went to the resort’s front desk and asked for 
the key to the storage room which housed the 
holiday costumes. Once in the storage room, 

I stared at the dopey-looking chicken face. 
It stared back at me. A few moments passed 
before I reached out and grabbed the head. 
When I returned the key to the front desk, 
the lady there asked, “Whatcha gonna do 

towards the door when I turned back to reply, 
“I got some drumming to do.”

got used for a few hours every year. Someone 
would spend a few hours walking around the 

while others would hide behind their parents 
in fear. Needless to say, with this type of use, 
the chicken head would remain in pristine 
condition for decades to come. The fur was a 
shiny and bright white. The inner ears were a 
bright pink. The rubbery nose and buckteeth 
were cute and comical-looking. The entire 
head looked brand new. This would not last.

By the end of that summer, news had 
spread around the resort of what I was doing 

thought it was funny, cute, and entertaining, 

lengthy article about the Rhythm Chicken in 
the Milwaukee Journal Sentinel, which was 
sold at the resort’s front desk. It had a large 
color photo of the Rhythm Chicken playing 
in front of some liquor store in Milwaukee’s 
south side. The resort owners could not 

continue to ignore this. They asked me to 
return the chicken head. 

Before returning the head, I quickly ran 
down to Green Bay and bought a different 

more modern and had a snappier look to it. 
Back up north, I presented the newer head to 
the resort owners and offered a trade. They 
liked the new one and felt they got the better 
part of the bargain. I walked away with the 
dopey-looking head, knowing I was getting 
the real chicken head, the one with soul. 
Little did I know how long it would be with 
me, or what it was about to go through.

the inside would continue to soak up sweat. 
The outside would frequently get soaked 
with airborne beer and spit. At various times 
the head would come in contact with all sorts 

with beer, sweat, snot, and spit, it would 
often get tossed into the trunk of my car to be 

go bad. 

years, I was the only one daring enough to 
don the head. 

There was a time when I actually 
considered having the head professionally 

Milwaukee Brewers had asked me to perform 
around the stadium to shoot footage as a 
secondary mascot which they would play on 
their jumbotron during games. My then boss 
had contacts with the costume departments 
at various theaters in town. They could have 
it dry cleaned and refurbished to look newer 
than new. I thought on this one a few days, 
then decided to cram a rusty coat hanger into 
one of the lifeless ears to hold it up and scrub 
the face up with a wet rag. I felt the unsightly 
used character of the head was its charm and 
I wouldn’t disturb the natural state of things. 
In a way, I’ve almost started to believe the 
dirty and dilapidated state of the chicken head 
is indeed what makes it magical. Remove 
the dirt, the blemishes, and war scars, and 
remove the soul. Nope, this head was born in 
punk rock and it would stay that way. 

It wasn’t long and I was performing live 
during the seventh-inning stretch at Miller 
Park. I got to polka dance with Bernie Brewer 
to the Beer Barrel Polka! The head grew 
dirtier, but the magic continued. I carried 

continued in Germany. I brought it with me 
when I moved to Poland. It has been used as 
a crusty pillow at times. It has been used as a 
butt-warmer cushion at a few Packer games 

With each bout of ruckus, the head continued 
to grow dirtier and battle-worn. I refused to 
remove its magic. 

A few summers ago I was performing in 
one of my favorite gigs, Milwaukee’s South 

buckets full of gummi worms soaked in water 
to toss on the crowds. That hot summer day 
will forever be remembered as the stickiest 
and slimiest parade day ever! Afterwards, the 
chicken head was tossed into my backseat 
with two slimy gummi worms stuck to its 
face. The rubber nose ended up sticking to a 
sticky and slimy hi-hat cymbal. A few hours 
in the sun had cooked things quite thoroughly. 
Now the chicken head sports two black lines 
on its left cheek and the rubbery nose is 
steadily tearing away. The Rhythm Chicken 

Chicken these days. Still, I refuse to alter the 
natural state of the chicken head. 

look through old photos of the Rhythm 
Chicken from ten plus years ago. We all 
marvel at how clean and shiny it used to 
look. Lately, I’ve been looking at old photos 
and I can pretty much tell from what era 
each photo was taken by how dirty and 

I contemplate cleaning the head, thinking it 
might be scaring some of the kids or even 
looking too pathetic for certain parades. This 
thinking is soon drowned out by a mantra 
endlessly repeating in my brain. It’s the voice 
of my old friend Terry uttering his favorite 
phrase, “Never leave ’em smiling!” If the 
people of earth can’t accept the chicken head 

Dinghole Report #129: 
MOTHER NATURE CLEANS THE 
CHICKEN HEAD!!! Well, sort of.
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #.... 
oh, let’s say 600)

WI. I’ve done this parade many times. Mid-
October can always offer bizarre weather out 
here in the middle of Lake Michigan. I’ve 

Cluck the World!

RHYTHM CHICKEN

“I guess I can’t blame 
Mother Nature for 
putting my head 
through a rinse cycle 
every now and then.”

THE DINGHOLE REPORTS



done this parade in a T-shirt. I’ve done it 

This year, Mother Nature threw a new form 
of discomfort our way. It was about thirty-

rain. Oh, joy! Many locals dropped out 
of the parade and fewer than usual were 
outside along the parade route. I got a twelve 
pack of beer, dug out my winter jacket, and 

This year, I decided to repeat a float 

Phil’s boat on its trailer and had it pulled 

to protect their identities while throwing 
candy from the boat. I had one sign 

the boat and waiting for the parade to 
start, my helpers and I finished the twelve 
pack. A few locals walked by under their 
umbrellas and asked me how the Chicken 

could play under such conditions. I could 
only respond with, “This is why god 
invented beer!”

Ruckus O’Reily was behind the wheel 
as we inched our way into the start of the 
parade. The smaller-than-usual crowd let 
out a roar upon seeing the Rhythm Chicken 
with two helmeted helpers riding in a boat 
down the main drag. I started my thunder. 
Rain water splashed up off of my drums 
with every pounding. The wet and soggy 
chicken ears were heavier than usual and 
I had to violently bounce my head to 
bring them to life. Sprays of rain water 
whipped off the ears with every beat. I 
pounded out a very labored, quick set and 
raised my soaked wings to the sky. The 
drunken crowd outside the town’s two big 
taverns let out a roar. I then lifted up my 
new sign with one hand while pounding 
out a steady beat with the other. The sign 

laughter spread through the crowd and a 

few folks brought offerings of beer up to 
the float. All was well and as it should be 
in Sister Bay.

Soon after the parade I found myself 
back at my soup shop, frantically trying to 
change into dry clothes to help my elves 

that winter jacket I had a white T-shirt, 
though it wasn’t very white anymore. The 

out of my well-used Chickenhead, some 
of which stained and streaked down my 
formerly white shirt! I guess I can’t blame 
Mother Nature for putting my head through 
a rinse cycle every now and then. 

joined a band with someone whose chicken 
head is almost dirtier than mine! Coming 
soon... Ratso And The Rabbits!!!

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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Remove the dirt,
the blemishes, and war scars,   
    and remove the soul.

BILL PINKEL
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LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

Occasionally odd, unnatural things fall 
from the sky, causing humans to intone 

What the fuck?

things have been recorded through the ages 
as having suddenly showered down like a 

rain of fresh meat—apparently out of a clear 
sky and tasting something like mutton or 

out-of-the-blue offering – very simply titled 
The Fear Record and available thanks to the 

If my guess is right, this new/old oddity 

abuzz with punk pundits, gossips, and 
know-it-alls all clucking and hissing like 
the menopausal hens on The View; everyone 
and their Honey Boo-Boo niece is going to 

recording represents vis-à-vis the state of 
punk, where it came from and how we all 
should, or shouldn’t, assimilate it into our 
world of Oprah-guided shopping lists.

This much we know: The Fear Record is 

The Record, minus 

three quarters of the musicians who played 
on the original Record: Philo Cramer, Spit 

Lee Ving as the only original member on 
this new recording and there is no doubt 
that this project is his bouncing baby. On the 

place: according to Lee, it’s meant to correct/
improve the apparently inadequate recording 

had them sound,” is how he puts it, “them” 
of course being the songs Or wait – could 
he mean the other members of Fear???

But before I even tore the shrink wrap 

anyone could possibly improve upon a 
classic for the ages like The Record. It 
seemed an inconceivable and probably 
foolhardy attempt to me, a person who grew 
up thinking that Lee Ving magically walked 
above us mortals on clouds of hostility and 

that his angrily stained underpants probably 

that was long ago and my hydrocephalic 
head situation had my thoughts tilting in 

shaped the sound and style of American 
Hardcore” and “the band that shut down 
Saturday Night Live.” Both incontrovertible 
statements if you ask me. As a clueless kid I 
had the dumb luck of catching that infamous 
Halloween episode of SNL

entire circuit boards in my brain. In a cosmic 

goobers that I thought were so tough and 
intimidating at the time were little more than 

wasn’t just threatening, but truly dangerous 
stuff. And I was hooked. This turned out to 
be my initiation into the dark knowledge of 
Punk Rock and the virtues of a gut full of 
suds and hammering some cruds.

But nostalgia aside and returning to the 
present day, there is the matter of the new 
version The Record itself: what does this 

sound like? Well for starters, Lee Ving sure 
enough sounds like Lee Ving, but with his 
balls probably dangling like a couple eggs in 
a wet sock at this point in his life, the old rasp 
is deeper and phlegm-ier now. But he can 
still muster the vocal vitriol and hit the old 
notes—though it’s theoretically possible that 
his gnarled old vocal chords are being helped 
by Autotune this time around, like a little old 
lady being helped across the street by a Boy 
Scout. That might sound like a cheap shot, 
but I don’t mean any disrespect. It’s more a 
shot at the crutch of technology. I’m certainly 
not trying make Lee Ving out to be the Betty 
White of Punk. It’s a matter of public record 
that, to this day, I have an age-inappropriate 
crush on Mr. Ving and have, through the 
decades, stuck up for him in virtually every 
instance—the ill-advised association with 

Nevertheless, this new version of The
Record feels like it’s had its warts, zits, skin 
tags, and hemorrhoids ironed out by the 
marvels of modern recording technology, at 
least compared to the rawer, more stripped 

that in this age where reality is so routinely 
“photoshopped” to remove the unsightly 

blemishes and barbs customers don’t want to 
be bothered with. But to my ears, what also 

version of The Record is the petty criminal 
quirkiness, the angular sonic oddness that 

language somewhat more comprehensible to 

is fuller, warmer, more polished, and less 

jagged like the broken Bud bottles that Lee 
Ving’s nurse hasn’t cleaned up yet from his 

has a scruffy, mean early-era punk sound, 

contemporary metal-punk sound. Both are 
good in their own way.

grew up with. To be honest, what I miss most 
Record is the spasmodic 

jazz tourettes guitar work of Philo Cramer. 
His guitar solos made me think of frightened 
mimes being stuck in closets, tangled up in 
wire hangers and mannequin parts, and for 
some reason I’ve always admired that. But 
now those wonderfully schizoid solos have 
been replaced with guitar solos that seem 
like Mick Mars leftovers by comparison. 
Probably a sign of the times more than 
anything. We all knew that that Guitar Hero
craze was going to come back to haunt us at 
some point, didn’t we?

But I keep coming back to the odd-
things-falling-from-the-sky idea and I still 

hit a hole-in-one, do you ask for a mulligan? 

classic, pure and simple. Why fuck with it? 
I don’t get it. And if Lee and his hired guns 
are claiming it was all based on a desire to 

technology, I still don’t quite see the point. 
If James Joyce came back to life and crawled 

he choose to retype Ulysses just because he 
could do it now on a computer keyboard 
instead of by scribbling a charcoal pencil 
on butcher paper? If Lee and the boys just 
wanted to take advantage of the marvels of 
new technology then why not simply take the 
original tapes, digitally remaster them, and 
then re-release that?

A case in point: When the Canadian 
Subhumans rerecorded the material that 

APHID PEEWIT

“The virtues 
of a gut full 
of suds.”
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that a few years ago under the new title Same
Thoughts Different Day, it was because they 
had no other choice: the issue of ownership of 
the original tapes over the years had wound 
up in a cluster-fucked knot that wouldn’t be 

battle. It was either re-do the album and get 
it out to the public or leave it to languish as 

item owned by only a few record collector 

The Record is still readily available.
And one more thing about this “new” 

Ving out—the other surviving members 
of the original The Record

Legacy of Brutality-like 
maneuver. But what do I know? Maybe 
those other guys didn’t want any part of 
the project and maybe there’s more to the 
behind-the-scenes story that would make 
it all make sense. But as it is, it doesn’t 
seem to make much sense, unless, I guess, 
you’re Lee Ving.

However you slice it, The Fear Record is 
simultaneously old and new, an original and 
a reproduction, the same but different—and 
from a certain angle of perspective you can 

their own album? And furthermore, is it even 

original member? Any attempt to classify an 
oddity like this brings us into the deep, murky 
waters where pomo theories like Baudrillard’s 

the lines between “the real” and “the fake” 

Meatmen’s version of “I Love Livin in the 
City” off the Cover the Earth

Vee’s Lee Ving impersonation is just as good 
as Lee Ving’s is nowadays. And here’s the 
deal: I live with things uncertain and loosely 

whatsoever, I have seemingly developed a 
wobbly sense of negative capability so that 

of comfort. So The Fear Record doesn’t 

to me. The world is a big enough place, 
there’s plenty of room for both versions of 
this sneering punk rock classic. Maybe this 
whole issue will come down to a New Coke 
versus Coke Classic thing for most people. I 
will, in fact, own copies of both. But if I want 

“that shut down SNL

me, there is some sort of magico-mystical 

of the original recording combined with the 

original guitar work that no copy or re-do can 
ever approach. 

But I’m just glad Lee Ving is still kicking 
around in one form or another. I hope he reads 
this column and decides to contact me about 
getting together for a few beers. Now would 
somebody please have the good sense to 

SNL footage 

– Aphid Peewit 
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Occasionally odd, unnatural things fall from the sky, 
causing humans to intone that most basic of existential 
utterances: What the fuck?

JOSH ROSA







The Human 

N

I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar: Who are you?
Waka Flocka Flame:
Born in Jamaica, Queens. Raised in Clayton 
County, Riverdale. Spokesman, entrepreneur, 
juggernaut, you know, the rest goes on.
Nardwuar:
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada.
Waka: Man, I love it man. Thank you, man. 
Van city.
Nardwuar: And Waka, who do you have 
beside you?
Waka: 
Wooh Da Kid:

you want to call me.
Nardwuar: So right off the bat I have a gift 
for you to welcome you guys to Vancouver, 
British Columbia, Canada.
Waka: We always love gifts. What’s 
happening?
Nardwuar: We have something here that 
is dear to your heart right now, an SWV LP. 

Waka: How do you know we like SWV?
Nardwuar:
know that.
Waka: How do you know that?
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people 
about SWV?
Wooh: 

Nardwuar: How important is that, Waka 

Waka: Well SWV, they remind me of a club 
in Queens called Colors. Like everybody 
from Queens, they know the club called 
Colors. That is what you just reminded me of, 
man. You just reminded me of block parties, 
man. I appreciate this.
Nardwuar:
here you are in Vancouver, British Columbia, 
Canada, as I mentioned. I guess I was 
wondering there, Waka, do you still like salt 
and vinegar chips?
Waka: Yo, this guy’s crazy! How do you 
know that, man? I love them. Them’s my 
favorite chips.
Nardwuar: You know, I was thinking about 
vinegar, and I was thinking about barbecue. 

You know, there’s like vinegar-based barbecue, 
mustard-based barbecue, and ketchup-based 
barbecue. What’s your guys’ favorites?

Waka: 
this guy’s like Cleo, man. Yeah, I love it. You 
hit them all on the nose.
Nardwuar: What are your favorites though 
of all those ones?
Waka: My favorite? It depends, man. It 
depends on who’s cooking, who’s on that 
grill, man. But usually I like the boneless. 
The boneless, like those spicy barbecue 
joints. They be crazy. When they make them 
kind of Cajun, they be crazy.
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people, 

Waka: Wow! Wow! Yo man. Sammy Sam 
was great, man. I grew up listening to him, 
man. Hitman Sammy Sam.
Nardwuar:Like he’s an important foundation 
for Atlanta, right?
Waka: I got my laptop right now. I got all his 

This is it right here.
Wooh: 
Nardwuar: Well, we have to find it for 
you guys.
Wooh: There’s a question right there. How 

Nardwuar: We love the ATL stuff. Like for 

Waka: Wow! Wow! Wow!
Wooh: 
Waka: Wow. You know, we tell motherfuckers 
like you, you my nigga. So you my nigga for 

shit right here.
Nardwuar:

about him?
Waka: 

Atlanta. You know what I’m saying? Like, he 
was the guy who turned the parties up.
Wooh: He turned the parties up.
Waka: 
out, like, he’s Atlanta, man. He’s one of them.
Nardwuar:

Waka: 
people, man. A lot of people. Yeah.
Nardwuar: 

Waka: 
Nardwuar: When you guys were 
growing up…
Waka: 
Wooh: That’s crazy.
Nardwuar: I have a quote for you Waka 

tiger-striped…” 
Waka: 
Nardwuar: “… Pitbull.” Reema Major. 
That’s what you called Reema Major, “a 
tiger-striped pitbull.”
Waka: But you just fucked me up! Like, how 
did you…like, this guy’s really on it, man! 
Yo, Reema’s a pit, man. She’ll be back, too, 
tomorrow. She got sick as hell, man, from the 
road. Yeah, she’s crazy. Yo, like, she reminds 
me of Queen Latifah, MC Lyte, and, like, just 

She’s just…
Nardwuar: And she’s from Canada. Canadian!
Waka: Yeah, she is sick man. I swear to god 
that girl is crazy.
Nardwuar: What has she told you guys 
about Canada? Has she told you anything 
about Canada? Toronto?
Waka: It’s real. It’s real motherfuckers, that’s 
what she said. It’s real motherfuckers.
Nardwuar: And on this tour I notice you’ve 
been mentioning punk rap. Are you into 
the… what is punk rap?
Waka: Punk rap is the genre I created. This 
is punk rap when you listen to me.
Nardwuar:
punk rapper out there?
Waka: 
Nardwuar: I also wanted to ask you, Wooh 

Waka: 
Nardwuar:
Waka: …Squad.
Nardwuar: About some more foundation. A 
gentleman that you played with, I’m pretty 

Waka: 
Nardwuar: 

Soul Train gig with him, or some gig about the 
Soul Train Awards

“Them’s my 
favorite chips.”

Nardwuar
Serviettevs.Waka Flocka 

Flame



Waka: How does this guy know everything 
like this, man? I though that would be a 
gimmick, man, when you be on YouTube 

Nardwuar:

Waka: 

Nardwuar: I haven’t got that close to know 

Waka: No, I ain’t never do nothing with 

Nardwuar: Well, you did play like some 
Soul Train gig that I think he was part of, 
wasn’t he?
Waka: 
Nardwuar: Thank you! I was worried there.
Waka: Yeah, he was—he was a really cool 
guy, man. Like, an interesting guy. Like, 
he ain’t cocky like a lot of them. Cool, 

Nardwuar: What is catching your eye right 

Waka: History. This shit’s crazy. It’s like 
history repeats itself, because everybody’s 
rocking their jersey…
Nardwuar: Can you show the people what’s 
going on here?
Waka: 
style of jersey now, and he got a Bally shirt 

going on, you motherfuckers.
Nardwuar: What was it like in Paris, having 

stage with you?

Waka: Yo, that was crazy. Like I came out 
the hotel in Paris, right, I went across the 
street to the diner, I look out the window 
and you just see Common. I’m like, “What 
the hell? What the hell you doing out here?” 
He looking at me, like, “What the hell you
doing out here?” And so we went to the Ye 

there and we just went crazy. “Hard in the 
Paint” dropped.
Nardwuar: I have another gift for you 
guys, lastly here, from Vancouver, British 

Wooh: Ooh, now let me see that.
Nardwuar: Open this up.
Waka: 
puzzle. You the man. I’ll fuck with you.
Nardwuar:

Waka: 

Nardwuar: There’s actually another person 
I wanted to ask you guys about, lastly here. 
Slick Rick?
Waka: 

Waka: That’s family right here.
Nardwuar: But he had the—speaking of 
style—he had the style, right?
Wooh: 
Swag was on London. His swag was on 

Nardwuar:
anything about Slick Rick at all?
Waka: Yeah, my uncle produced one of his 
albums. James Antney.

Nardwuar: No way, really? He also did LL 
Cool J too, right?
Waka: Yeah.
Wooh: 
Nardwuar: Nardwuar the Human Serviette.
Wooh: Hey can I, can I—I want to bring, put 

Nardwuar: Oh wow!
Wooh: There we go.
Nardwuar: Oh, that’s amaz… That’s heavy, 
too! Wow!
Wooh: I likes you, man. You Squad now, man.
Nardwuar:

time. Anything else you want to add to the 
people out there at all?
Waka: Yeah man, we want to tell the people, 
just thanks for fucking with us, man. Staying 
down with us, staying in tune with us, man. 

original, you know what I’m saying? Like, 
and Nardwuar, man, for being on his shit.
Wooh: 
part of the Squad now. So when y’all see him, 
just say, “Squad.” He know what it is.
Nardwuar: Well, thanks very much, Brick 
Squad, keep on rocking in the free world, and 
doot doola doot doo …
Waka and Wooh: doot doo!
Nardwuar: Yeah!
Waka: You didn’t think we knew that, 
did you?

To see this interview, visit 
nardwuar.com
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Lemuria are a deceptive band. 
They hang with the hardcore crowd, 

but would never be mistaken for a 
hardcore band themselves. Musically, 

college indie rock band, but only if 
you got rid of the pretentiousness and 
threw in a solid helping of punk rawk. 
In truth, they are one of those bands 
that defy easy categorization. I guess it 
makes sense that they are named after 
a mythical lost continent.
On some songs, it is clear they are 
a three-piece, with a sparse sound 
producing sonic landscapes with open 
spaces beckoning you to jump through. 

aural goodness. 
The lyrics, too, can be deceptively 

simple; a few lines packed with 
whiplash intelligence. And damn, do 

deep, strong vocals are an evocative 

cheerful singing voice; sometimes like a 
warm embrace with an older lover, other 
times like the aching tension before a 

tremble a little when Sheena sings a 
line like, “I want my hands in your hair, 
pulling your face closer,” then you, my 
friend, are dead inside.

last eight years releasing a slew of singles 

through bass players. The career of one 
visa-defying bassist ended when he was 

Pebble.

October, I made the two-hour drive to 
Buffalo to conduct this interview. 

Kevin: Let’s start at the beginning. How and 
where did the band start? Was it in Buffalo?
Alex: We started in this little cabin house 

Otto, New York. We’d just go out there late 
at night. We weren’t really trying to start a 
band, but we just started playing some songs, 
and asked Adam to play with us. It all came 
together.
Kevin:
Alex:
Springville, if that...
Kevin: Nope. Means nothing to me 

Alex: It’s close to the Pennsylvania border.
Kevin: Were you guys playing in bands 
before that?
Alex: I was playing in a band called 
Lieutenant at the time and some other stuff.
Sheena:

an acoustic duo. I was also in a band with 
my best friend from high school, Barb, called 
Roma Rela. That was another acoustic band.
Kevin: Whose idea was it to name this band 
after a missing continent?
Alex: That was mine. At the time, I was 

just weird conspiracies about reptilian shape 
shifting politicians. He was into the truth 
about Atlantis and Lemuria and stuff like 
that. He believed that all these—the original 
reptiles that turn into these people came from 

It was something I was just obsessed with 
reading at the time.
Kevin: Isn’t there a death metal band called 
Lemuria as well?
Alex: Yeah, they’re more like a black metal 
band. They’re from Belgium and we played 
Belgium on our last tour. A few of them came 
out and they were wearing their own Lemuria 
shirts. They were really nice though. We’ve 
actually been in contact with them before that 
because they had broken up and then they 
were reforming. They asked us permission 
to use their name, Lemuria. We were like, 
“Yeah, whatever, you can be called Lemuria” 

metal band but they were putting smiley faces 

Kevin:
Alex: I’m not certain because when we 
formed it was at the beginning of MySpace 
and all those things where it was easy to look 
up if the band names had been taken or not. 
I’m not sure if they’re before, around the 
same time, or a little after.
Kevin:

black metal and get you guys?
Alex: It’s never really happened, even when 
we played Belgium. It hasn’t happened yet.
Sheena: When we played that show in 
Belgium and they all came out, we looked and 
there was a poster on the wall for this metal 
festival happening. They were on the poster 
and I remember looking at it and thinking, 
“That looks just like we’re playing.” You 
can’t tell really what kind of band it is but 
of course everyone there knew it was the 
Belgian metal band and not us.
Alex: Yeah, I remember that poster because 
it had a bunch of Bridge Nine Records bands 
on it. I think Polar Bear Club was playing 
and Strike Anywhere and stuff so that was 
really, really confusing.
Kevin: How long was Adam in the band 

You can’t keep bass players.
Alex: Adam actually was only in it for the 
demo. Then he moved. He’s a teacher out 
in Seattle and we’re still friends. The only 
person we’re not really friends with anymore 
is Jason, which is just a long story of us not 

getting along. We spent a lot of time with 
Jason and just butted heads on tour and 
different ideas of what we wanted to do. 

Kevin: Yeah, what’s the story behind that? 

border and they wouldn’t let him back in? Or 
were you on tour?
Alex: Well, we were actually recording 
Pebble at the time. He was in the band for a 
year and was “kind of” living in Buffalo. Well, 
he was living in Buffalo. Hope the border 
patrol isn’t reading this interview. Well, they 
already know.
Kevin: It’s too late. The cat’s out of the bag. 

Alex: Basically, he just overstayed his visa 
from Canada. You’re not supposed to stay 
a certain amount of time. They realized 
that he was working. He had a job here 
in the States. He had a phone plan in the 
States. He had everything. He was doing 
everything in the States. He went home to 
visit his family while Sheena and I were 
going to be doing some vocals for the 
recording. He was like, “I’m just going to 
go back” and then we get a call from him a 
couple of days later. He was like, “I got in 
big trouble at the border. I’m not allowed 
to come back in the States.” I think things 
are little bit better for him now in the sense 
that I think he can come over, but he can 
only come up for twenty-four hours or 
something like that at a time.
Kevin:
the States illegally?
Alex: Yeah, we did, actually. We should’ve 

was only in the band for a year. He was the 
guy who was there to recover for Jason when 
Jason was kicked out of the band. He’s like, 
“I can do it.” I’m just like, “Cool. All right.” 
Then that happened. We never really got our 

Sheena: I think we were really busy when he 

songs for Pebble and we were touring a 
bunch. I think we thought we could get away 
with it, without actually really dealing with 
the legal stuff. When he was forced to stay 
in Canada, and not allowed in the States, it 
brought it to our attention how serious of a 
deal it was. 
Kevin: Had you already laid down the bass 
for Pebble?
Alex: Yeah.
Kevin: He’s on Pebble, but I guess that’s 
why there’s just the two of you on the cover.
Alex: He wasn’t in that picture because the 

sound and being roadie and everything like 

out a way for him to get licensed to stay 
in the country. I remember you did tons of 

to stay in the States.
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Max: Yeah, well after the fact. We found out 
that if he joined the musician’s union, and 
jumped through all these hoops, then you can 

are a lot of ways to do it legally, though 
they’re a pain in the ass, and there are a lot 
of fees involved. In hindsight, I don’t know 
how effective any of it would be after you’ve 
been busted for crossing the border like that 

if asking for forgiveness in those situations 

Kevin: Yeah, I don’t know if they’re too 

Alex: I know bands that get banned for like 

house show and not doing it legit.
Max: There are ways to do it. We’ve found a 

Kevin:
you know that he’s legal?
Alex:
Max: I don’t know. They’re going to ship me 

Kevin:
you joined the band.
Max:
Lemuria for that whole summer, hanging 
out and doing sound and stuff, and then 

and I talked about it. Then I talked about it 

schedule. Not only were they recording, but 
there was a tour starting in a couple weeks. 
They were getting out of the studio and the 

we started practicing in the studio together. 
They still had all their gear set up, so I just 
went in and we started practicing the songs. 
I learned the set really quickly, and then we 

played that show a couple weeks later and just 
continued since then, being a full member of the 
band. After we started playing shows together 
regularly, we started to have the conversation 
of, “All right, well, am I going to be a full 
member of the band? Are we continuing to do 

worked out really well, and I’ve continued to 
be in the band since.
Kevin: Have there been challenges in terms 

together? You’re obviously the newcomer 
here. Has that posed any problems or 
challenges for you?
Max: In some ways, yeah. It’s been a careful 
balance of trying not to be too heavy-handed
with my input. I don’t want to change 
anything that the band’s done, and the band’s 

do that. I think at this point we have a really 
good understanding of how we all work 
together. There have been a couple situations 
where I have to change things about the way 
that I normally would write music or be in a 
band or anything, but it’s all been good. It’s 
all been for the better.
Kevin: It’s curious to me, because you don’t 
live here in Buffalo, right? You’ve never lived 
up here, I guess. You’re down in Austin.
Max: Well, I did for a while. When I joined 
the band, or shortly after that stretch of 
touring that we did, I moved to Buffalo. I was 
there for maybe eight months or so. 
Kevin: What do you do in Austin now?
Max: I work down here for a company and 

the year, and we book a bunch of venues 
down here. When I’m not doing band stuff, 
I’m just putting on shows and still working 
with music. That’s why I’m in Austin.

Kevin: 
Sheena:
year. I have a partner here, and I moved to 
live with him.
Kevin:
Sheena: Yeah, within the last eight months 
I’ve been working at a vegan bakery here in 

Kevin:
just front of the house, or what?
Sheena:
decorator.
Kevin: Nice. I once turned down a job in a 
bakery because they wanted me to be there at 

at ridiculous hours?
Sheena:
AM, yeah.
Kevin: How does that work, being on tour? 
Can you take off long stretches of time?
Sheena: Well, the last year the band has 
slowed down a lot, just needed a break from 
fulltime touring for a while. While that was 
happening, I knew I had to get a job fulltime, 
and so I applied there knowing that I would 

done festivals, we’ve done shows. I’ve left 
for short periods of time, but I haven’t really 
left them to do any fulltime touring yet. I 
have no idea how it will go when I tell them 
that I’m going to need to leave.

They know that I’m in a touring band and 
I have very open communication with them 
about that. I told them that I would give them 
a large amount of notice before any big tours 
came up. I think at that point, I probably will 

Kevin: Have you been baking for a long time?
Sheena: I did go to pastry school in Buffalo. 

fulltime, out of school job.
Kevin:
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Sheena: Yeah, I do. I like working with vegan 
baking. It’s something I’ve always done and 

works there is really cool. It’s nice. Of course 
I want to tour fulltime and I want to be in an 
active band. I love touring, but I also have 
this other part of me that I wanted to do. I 
have gotten better at cake decorating and 
I’ve gotten better within this other part of my 
life also by doing it so much this last year. 

at the same time and I haven’t had to try and 
do that yet, so I think it will be interesting. 
I think, ultimately, the goal is for Lemuria 
to tour more fulltime. Maybe I could come 
up with my own business or something. 
Something on the side to do while Lemuria’s 
touring. That’s like an ideal goal, I guess.
Kevin: How has the transition from Buffalo 

Sheena: It’s been really positive. The only 
thing that I would say is a negative about 

pretty much my whole life, so the price 
difference between here and Buffalo has 
been a major shock.
Kevin: I imagine the music scenes are quite 
different as well. Is that true?
Sheena: Buffalo is a small city, I think even 

of the scene in Buffalo sticks together a little 
bit more, and you know everybody. It’s small 
enough where I felt like I knew everybody. 

hardcore scene. I guess each genre has its 
own thing going here and I haven’t really 
verged out into other scenes. I remember I 

like, “Oh my god, I need to hang out with 
you. Please tell me when there are shows.” 
I looked to him to tell me what was happening 

I would like that weren’t hardcore related. I 
feel like I’ve been more annoying here by 
forcing people to let me know what’s going 
on and making people be my friend, even if it 
wasn’t a natural friendship that occurred.

that stuff. Before, I think I just got used to 
it. I got lazy and I stopped going to shows. 

musical outlets.
Kevin: Sheena, what’s the story behind the 
very large star tattoo on your chest? Is there 
any background story to that?
Sheena: It doesn’t have any major 

with a story because, honestly, it was the 

getting it yet, for the ten years that I’ve had it 
on my body. But, there’s no importance to it.
Kevin:
tattoo is such a big tattoo. If you’re going to 

Sheena: Yeah. I’ve thought about covering it 
up before, not because I necessarily regret it 
but because I would rather have a tattoo that 

having it now that I’m afraid to cover it up.
Kevin: Let me ask you guys some questions 

demo, which you just re-released on vinyl. 
Get Better and that was 

released by Asian Man Records. What’s the 
story about how you guys got hooked up with 
Mike Park at Asian Man?
Sheena:
demo and said that we were recording. Mike 
just offered. I think he liked our demo and I 
think he liked what we were doing, so he had 
offered to put out Get Better.
Alex: Yeah. We were actually just trading 
records. Just trading Lemuria stuff that I’d 

that he’d released for Asian Man. We were 
already recording the album. I just sent it over 
to him and was like, “Hey, if you want to put 

putting it out, you’re welcome to” and he was 

Kevin: Yeah, so how do you go from Asian 
Man to Bridge Nine?
Sheena: I think at the time when we were 
recording Pebble, we knew before or after 
Get Better
something else out on Asian Man. Mike Park 
is awesome. He does such a great thing and 
he’s such an honest guy. He, overall, is just 
an awesome dude. I think that being a part of 
a label that’s run by such an awesome person 
is very empowering and very motivating. It 

having him put out Get Better.
After Get Better, we had thought that we 

would maybe put out another record on Asian 
Man if he would have us. I think we also 
knew that we were going to be touring more, 
and we were going to be putting Lemuria 
more as a priority than we had done before. 
We were looking for something that could 
help us do that better, meaning distribute the 
record, in a larger sense.

Not necessarily comparing it to Asian 
Man, but we were just looking for something 
that could keep us motivated and keep 

was Pebble. We had written to a couple of 
people, but Bridge Nine came up on our 
radar because we had heard that the owner of 
Bridge Nine, Chris Wrenn, had liked us. We 
were like, “Oh, that’d be crazy if B-Nine put 
out a record by us.”
Alex: We had heard that they were listening 
to Get Better at their headquarters. We sent 
them an email, just being like, “Hey, if 
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you’re interested in doing this,” and that was 
a year before we recorded it. They seemed 
interested, and then a year later—once we 
were making plans to go in the studio—we 
just contacted them again, and they were 
like, “Yeah. We’ll do it.”
Sheena: We’ve always played with hardcore 
bands. We’ve always been a part of the 
hardcore scene. I think it was interesting to 

them, we had the funding to record with J. 
Robbins, which I don’t necessarily think we 
could’ve doneif we didn’t have them helping 
us. They’re just really, really on top of their 

we were recording because they were just as 
pumped as we were.
Kevin: Was it you guys who suggested J. 
Robbins or did they come up with the idea?
Sheena:

of J. Robbins, so it was this star-struck dream 
to record with him. When it became a reality 

time with him, we jumped on the opportunity 

him was nothing short of amazing. I love 
the way he records. I love what he does. I 
love his ear for things. I think, all around, the 

of the way we were recording to how we 
have been recording lately.

Not to say that our previous recordings 

Watchmen Studios. He recorded Get Better.
He also has an incredible ear for things and 
we’ve always felt really comfortable with 
him, too.

I think we were ready. We needed to 

Lemuria not really knowing how to play our 
instruments. I think by the time we ended up 
going to J. Robbins, we were so much more 
comfortable, so much more different than 
when we started out, that we were ready to go 
with somebody who could emphasize how 
we changed. I think J. Robbins did that on 
Pebble
to highlight how Lemuria has changed over 
the years.
Kevin: It’s a perfect match. What he brings 
in terms of production and then with the 
sound, it’s almost as if it was meant to be. 
It comes off really, really well. But I would 
probably have been totally star-struck in the 

Sheena: The other day, J. Robbins asked me 

god! This is fame!” I almost shit my pants. 
Personally, I was comfortable with him in the 
studio, especially towards the end of Pebble,
but I still can’t believe that I have ever gotten 

Kevin: Besides the two LPs, you’ve done 

thoughts in terms of the difference between 

N
IC

O
LE C

 KIB
ERT



43

Alex: A full length is almost like a movie 

or something. It’s just something to hold 
you over. Maybe that’s a bad analogy. I 

you can do whatever. Like, “Oh, it’s these 
two songs. They don’t really need to go 
together.” It’s just like these two songs 
you wrote and it’s not a part of a big idea, 

together. It’s one piece.
Kevin:
went in, for both Get Better and Pebble, that 
this is a cohesive unit that you put together?
Alex:
Sheena:

or whatever. There’s obvious picks for an 
album, where you don’t maybe use all of 
the songs recorded for an album, because it 

with... I call it tuner songs.
Kevin:
Alex: I prefer making albums, but it is fun to 

not work, but you just go in and it’s done a 

takes a little more time and you have to wait 
for it to come out longer.
Kevin: Is there another Lemuria album in 
the works?
Alex: I think the plan is to go into the studio 
this winter to record another LP, and then 
follow that up with another collections 
release like we did before, where we just 

Kevin: Are you going to do that with Bridge 
Nine again?
Alex: Yeah, that’s the plan.
Kevin: And will you use J. Robbins again?
Alex:
think we also want to do it like a Guided By 
Voices record where we record different songs 
in different studios with different people, so 
each song has its own unique sound and feel 
to it. We’ll get J. to do some of the songs, but 
get other people as well. And then have one 

is one of the most important elements of a 
record, but we’re often just so tired that we 
don’t give it the time it deserves.
Kevin: I know what you mean. In past bands, 
we’ve booked time overnight in studios and 

morning hours, we’re complete zombies, just 
totally wrecked.
Alex:
someone who also wasn’t in the recording 
process who can come at it with fresh ears.
Kevin: You’ve had two music videos off of 
Pebble for “Pleaser” and “Wise People.” Was 
something that Bridge Nine wanted you guys 
to put music videos out, or is that something 
that you’ve been interested in?
Alex: I’ve been interested in doing it for a 
long time. We’ve just never really got around 
to it with Get Better. Bridge Nine was 

wanted to do it. We have friends like Paul, 
who did the “Wise People” video. We’ve 

talked about getting him to do a video for 
us for a really long time. It just worked out 
where we were going to be out in L.A. at the 
time that he was living there. Paul didn’t do 
it for money, he did it for free.
Kevin: 
Sheena: No, our friend Thom from Chicago 
had done the “Pleaser” video.
Kevin: The “Pleaser” video, I love it, but 
it’s totally weird for me because I had a 
relationship with that song from listening to 
it. Then I see a video and, in this case, it’s 
a video of a kid breaking into a toy store to 
get the lamp. Now when I listen to the song, 

you guys have any input into the storyline, or 
did that just come out?
Alex: We let Thom just interpret it the way 
he wanted it. That was his interpretation of 
the song, and we just let him go off with his 
little dream about it. He’s a very creative 
man, so we just put it in his hands. “Here’s 
the music. You do your thing. What does this 
make you feel?” I think he did a good job. 
But I know what you mean. The music video 
came out way after the album released, so 

with the song, like you’re saying.
Kevin: What’s your relationship with the 
song? What’s the song about for you guys?
Alex: Well, for me, it’s just about people 
who don’t really want to say the truth. They 
just say what pleases people. But, ultimately, 
that’s just destroying your relationship. 
You’re being completely dishonest. Yeah, 
you might get along better, but really there’s 
nothing real about what you’re saying to each 
other. Just ‘cause you’re trying to please each 
other the whole time.
Kevin:

songwriting dynamic like in the band? The 
question is really in two parts, how did you 
write songs beforehand and then how do you 
write songs now?
Sheena: 
the band learning how to play our instruments. 
I hadn’t played guitar for too much longer 

started playing drums. At the beginning of the 

songs for a band that we tried to do before 

Buffalo and the other members were closer to 

Lemuria with those songs, or variations of 

writing the guitar parts. Then when Lemuria 
started, he played drums so I learned the guitar 
part for songs that he had written.

Throughout Lemuria, for Get Better,

that I wrote for Lemuria was “In a World 

and then throughout Get Better
together wrote songs and I wrote guitar parts 
for songs and he wrote guitar parts for songs. 
Throughout Pebble, more of my songwriting 

what we wrote on the album.

he started writing for Lemuria, which has 
probably been one of the weirdest things 
to get used to, because Lemuria has always 

before had we had a bass player who wrote 
bass lines that weren’t so much what the 
guitar was playing.

the “Cannonballs to Hurt” / “Varoom Allure” 

songs also.
Kevin: What about lyrics, because both you 

words or, how does that work?
Alex:
sometimes she sings songs that I write. Since 
I sing less, I don’t really sing lead vocals 
on most of the songs she would sing. I do 
backups and stuff. There’s no real rule to it.
Sheena:
written musically. Then we’ll pick who’s 
going to write lyrics for it; or if one of us 
really wants to write lyrics for a certain song, 
we do it. Then we get together, we write 
vocal melodies, and we set the lyrics to the 
song. I think there are more songs lyrically 

Kevin: Is that weird for you? In the bands that 
I’ve been in, when I sing, I write the lyrics. 
Occasionally, someone would write the lyrics 
for a song and it always feels weird because 
I’m the one on stage who’s responsible for 
what’s coming out of my mouth, at least in 

have to have ownership of the words that are 
coming out?
Sheena:
history together—friendship and knowing 

better than I know anyone else, which I think 
is why I sing his lyrics like they’re my own. 

Sometimes I don’t really get the lyrics that he 

they always make sense. I’m very proud to 

and I think he writes really great songs. It’s 
never been an issue. There hasn’t been any 
song that he’s showed me where he was like, 
“I want you to sing this” and then I haven’t. 
There were a couple songs about his father 
that I felt like I couldn’t sing and give them 
the justice that he would give them with his 
voice, but, for the most part, in Lemuria I 
have never felt like I couldn’t sing anything 
that he wrote.
Kevin: Obviously you two, Sheena and 

still in Buffalo. How do you guys navigate 
that as you continue to be a band?
Sheena:

Max: Me?
Sheena:
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Max: I think it’s more relative, you guys, 
isn’t it?
Sheena: It’s about distance. It’s very 

We have to buy plane tickets, we have to 
make arrangements, and we have to take off 

for us to have to write songs like this, but I 
think we’ve been doing really good. I think 
we’ve been making the most of our time 
together now because we don’t spend that 
much time together. Recently, we’ve adapted 
the way of recording and sending it. Like 

on vocal melodies and guitar parts. Then 
when we’re together, we work on things all 
together. We’ll write brand new song or we’ll 
come in to practice and know that we’re there 

Alex: Yeah, I think actually, somehow, with 
all of us being across the country, we’re more 
productive than we ever were when we were 
all living in the same city. I think we just took 
it for granted when we lived in the same city, 
like, “Oh, meet for practice this day, practice 
that day, and if something comes up we won’t 
practice.” Now when we get together we’re 
focused. We have a schedule, an agenda and 
its like, “Okay, this is what we have to do 
this day. How much time do we have to do 
this? Let’s do it.” Somehow, it’s worked out 
really well. I don’t feel like there’s been any 
hiatus at all, even though most bands would 
just call it quits.
Kevin:

videotape the demos.
Alex: Yeah, I’ll just record stuff in my little 
studio there. I’m not like a musical engineer. 

Sometimes it’ll be a riff with a drum beat, 
sometimes it’ll just be a drum beat, sometimes 
just be a riff... just anything. Send it over and 
be like, “Here, think about this idea, and add 
what you can to it and let me know if you 
like it or not.”

We’ll do a version on ProTools to see if 
it sounds good and all the pieces go together 
well. But then, also, to show what is being 
played on guitar, what’s being played on 
drums, we’ll make Photobooth videos to 
send to each other, and it helps. We do a lot 
of songs in different keys. A lot of songs 

If Sheena sends me a guitar part, or I send her 

different tuning, you don’t know, and you’re 

the video. The video just makes it so much 

Kevin:
Alex: Yeah.
Kevin:
sounds?
Alex:
Sheena:
Max: What? I’m sorry, I should apologize to 
you. I am just now starting to wake up. I had 

the worst night last night. I worked this huge 
corporate, awful party and then got home and 
my neighbors were listening to Skrewdriver 

AM.

Kevin: Time to move.
Max:
country music. But it was late so I went over 
and said, “Hey guys, it’s kind of late and I 
have to go to work in three hours. Would 
you mind keeping it down?” They were 
very unresponsive. I got back to my house 
and as soon as I lay down in bed I heard, 

Kevin: If you were to describe your sound to 
someone who’s never heard you before, what 
would you say?
Max: I guess it depends on the audience. If 
it’s a parent or something, I’d say “Oh. It’s 
pop music, it’s rock. Rock’n’roll, pop stuff.” 
If it’s... I don’t know, indie rock.
Sheena:
feel like we don’t really sound like we’re a 
band from this generation maybe.
Alex: I think a lot of times, I’ll say indie 
rock, but that’s such a vague thing. Indie 
rock doesn’t mean anything. Indie rock could 
mean anything from Sonic Youth to Magnetic 

Kevin:
Alex: Right! It’s not a genre. It’s almost like 
this, I don’t know...
Kevin: A marketing category invented by the 

Alex:
Kevin: This may be the awkward part of the 
conversation, but, for me, one of the things 

You guys ever gotten that?
Alex: Some people have said that before.
Kevin: You’re all attractive people, but I’m 
talking not about looks but in terms of the 
sound that you’re making. I’m always struck 
by it. I don’t think that with any other band. 
There’s something about you guys. I think 
its part Sheena’s voice, her guitar playing, 
and your drumming. There’s something 

Alex: I don’t know how we can make it 
intentional, but people have said that before, 

Kevin: I mean the song “Pants,” for instance. 

Sheena:
Get

Better. On the demo, some of the lyrics that 

embarrassed, meaning I would blush when 
he showed them to me because I couldn’t 
believe that I was about to sing them. But 
I love those lyrics and I think that they’re 
really honest and really well worded, so I got 
comfortable singing lyrics that were a little 

thought about the fact that I was singing 
something that I probably would have never 
written myself.

Kevin:

up to the listener to decide. I should note that 
I have two daughters, an eight-year-old and 

around and sings the lyrics to “Pants” out 
loud, which I think is hilarious.
Sheena: That’s adorable.
Kevin:
she gets older it might be a little different. 

Kevin:
your sound, which is understandable. What 
is the intended response that you want your 
audience, either at a show or after listening to 
the album to take away? What do you want 
their take away to be?
Max:
Alex

Max: Nope.
Sheena:
Alex: I never want to be one of those bands 
that addresses the crowd as their city, like 

“What’s up, New York?” It’s just so unnatural 
to be up there and be a showman. I just want 
to get up there, play songs, be ourselves. I 
don’t want people to have this cartoon idea of 
who we are. I guess some of the inspirations 

Jr.—they’re just people. That’s just who they 
are, if that makes sense. I just like getting up 
there, I can just be myself and I don’t have 
to pretend to be some stick-twirling, rock 

Sheena: I would’ve said the same thing about 

they played, he broke a string. It should’ve 

was literally no talking or anything. He sat 

played the second song. They didn’t really 
talk, they didn’t really do anything. They’re 
all weird, average-looking dudes. They just 
have an energy to them that’s like they’re 
there strictly to play their songs, they do it 
really fucking well, they’re awkward, and 
it’s awesome.
Max: It’s funny we’re all going to talk 

I took away from it was the way that they 
interact and the way that they address the 
crowd. I’ve seen them now a handful of 
times and it’s different every time. You can 
tell just—because of their individual moods 
or whatever— they don’t put on that rock 
star, frontman attitude, like get the fake 
Southern accent going, “How are y’all doin’ 

They’re more just conversational. Lou can 
still be really good at talking to the audience. 
He was the only one out of the band who 
was engaging the audience at all, but he was 
doing it in a way that was like, “Hey, what’s 
up? We’re going to play this song. Hope you 

Sheena: I think when you play, ideally, 
you’re the same person while you’re playing 





as you are when you’re not playing. When you see Lemuria, I 
hope that you see our personalities the way that we are all day, 
every day. Playing in a band and writing songs is so personal 
and it’s an intimidating thing to put yourself out there, but, at 
the same time, it’s something that we do because we love to 
do it together. We’re real people and I think that we’ve tried 
to remain comfortable with each other. We don’t talk for the 
sake of talking on stage. We’re very real people and I hope that 
people see that when they see us play. Just like we appreciate 

of the awkward, weird bands that don’t do that shit either. We 

like the music that we play, at least we can have a conversation 
and meet people under the pretense that we’re just having a 
good time or we’re very open and friendly people.
Kevin: This might be my last question: given that you’ve been 

Is there an end goal? How do you as a band, and I guess as 

Alex: It does go good with that last question because, in 
addition to that last question, I don’t have anything against 
bands that put on the show and stuff like that. I appreciate 
the Angus Young craziness; that’s its own thing. I just don’t 
have that. I’m not an actor. I’m not like that person. It’s cool 
that people are like that. That just doesn’t match our music 
really. The thing with... wait, where were we going with this 

Kevin: Thinking about “success.”
Alex: Oh yeah. At the same, I don’t have that ideal that 
bands shouldn’t be making money, that bands shouldn’t try 

that mentality. I don’t get that at all. To me, being successful 
is just being able to keep doing this. I would love to be able 
to support myself playing music, being a musician, under the 
terms that I enjoy, being the person I am being on stage and 
writing the music that I enjoy. That’s success to me: making a 
living off of what you honestly love to do.
Kevin: ...without compromising who you are.
Max:
Alex: That’s the thing. We haven’t had to compromise anything 
yet. We haven’t had any labels be like, “No, you can’t put that 
song on this album.” We haven’t had any publicists tell us, 
“No, you really shouldn’t say that.” We’re just doing what we 
want. That’s what success is to me.
Kevin:
Sheena: I never thought when Lemuria started that I would be 
able to go to any of the places that we’ve been able to go to. 

that we would’ve never been able to do before. That’s, I guess, 
part of the success that we’ve had. I was having a conversation 
with my brother the other day. He’s a guy who doesn’t really 
get a lot of music, or music at all besides big business music. I 
was like, “Oh yeah, our picture was on spin.com.” They put a 
picture of us up there. I was like, “That is fucking crazy. I never 
thought I’d be in a band that had a picture on Spin.” He was 
like, “When are you going to be on the cover?” There’s this idea 

little thing that Lemuria has done has been enough to make me 
happy doing it. There aren’t any real goals, I guess. It’s just 
appreciating everything that comes in.
Max: I have to agree with that. I think success in anything 
you do is just happiness. I don’t think it’s necessarily goals or 
anything physical. I just think it’s if you’re happy doing what 
you’re doing, then you’re absolutely successful. I think that 
every day that I get to practice, or write songs, or tour with 
Lemuria, I know that those are the days that I’m happiest. I 
think that Lemuria’s one of the most successful things I’ve 
participated in, in my life.
Sheena: NICOLE C KIBERT





Jeff Proctor: We’ll start with the early stuff and work our way towards 
today. I know you guys are both from New York state. Paul, you’re 
from Long Island originally and you wound up moving around a lot as 
a kid because of your dad’s work, right?
Paul Collins: Yeah, my dad was a civilian in the service, attached to 
the military. We moved around a lot.
Jeff:
Paul: Yeah, Vietnam and Greece.
Jeff: So, when you’re in Vietnam, what years are we talking about?
Paul:

Jeff: So, just before Vietnam War breaks out?
Paul: No, no. It was during…You weren’t studying in school, were you?
Jeff: So, how old were you when you were there?
Paul:
Jeff:
Paul: Yeah, it was great.
Jeff: And you have one of your pivotal musical moments while you 
were there.
Paul:

Call it kismet or synchronicity. 
Jack Lee, Peter Case and Paul 
Collins’s travels had taken them 
across the country—and around the 
globe in Collins’s case—but the three 
happened upon each other in San 
Francisco. It was 1974. Bored with 
the music of the older generation, 
the three looked to strip rock and 
roll down to the basics, giving birth 
to The Nerves. 

San Francisco in 1974 was a 
fairly inhospitable climate for a band 
like The Nerves. They pre-dated 
most of their punk peers, with no 
infrastructure in place to support 

crowd still in abundance. In 1976 they 
packed their bags and headed south 
to Los Angeles, where they were the 
forebears of the nascent L.A. punk 
scene, laying the groundwork for the 
beginnings of the DIY movement. 

They rented a hall, which they 
dubbed “The Hollywood Punk Palace.” 
It was in that room The Nerves gave 
The Weirdos, The Screamers, and 

The Nerves self-promoted and 

releases. They toured the country in 
a 1969 Ford LTD Wagon to support 
their four-song self-titled EP. It was 

until Bomp! imprint Alive Records 
put together the brilliant One Way 
Ticket compilation, which included 
the original EP as well as previously 
unreleased live and demo tracks. 

After logging 28,000 miles in their 
station wagon during the summer of 
1977 (where The Nerves would head 
out on the road as the opening act 
on the Ramones’ “Rocket to Russia” 
tour) turmoil within the band lead to 
Case and Collins splitting off to form 
The Breakaways. The Breakaways 
would prove to be short-lived, but 

The band evolved into Collins’s 
own and became The Beat, following 
Case’s departure. The Beat’s self-
titled debut record is a tackle box 
of sharp hooks and serves as the 
standard bearer of  modern power 
pop. What The Nerves did to lay the 

tracks for L.A. punks, The Beat did 
with power pop, watching acts such 
as The Knack and The Romantics 
ride their coattails to greater 
commercial success. 

In similar fashion, Case’s baby, The 
Plimsouls—which many know from 
the single “A Million Miles Away”—
saw musical trends like jangle pop 
and the Paisley Underground form in 
its wake. 

Case and Collins continued on 
as solo artists, pursuing more of a 
singer-songwriter bent. 

In recent years, following the 
release of The Nerves One Way 
Ticket compilation and Volar Records 
Under the Covers tribute to  the 
band, as well as Collins’s return to 
power pop with his Paul Collins Beat, 
there has been renewed interest in 
the music of The Nerves, The Beat, 
and The Plimsouls. This resulted in 
Case and Collins getting together to 
tour last spring to pay tribute to The 
Nerves and each other’s bands. 

I had the chance to sit down 
with these two gentlemen before 
their show at San Diego’s Bar Pink. 
Here’s what transpired. 
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Jeff:
Paul: Oh, I don’t know. It was a Vietnamese 
cab. I don’t think so.
Jeff: So, you turn fourteen and move back to 
New York.
Paul: Yeah, we lived in Greece for a while 
then came back to New York.
Jeff:

Paul:
long, though.
Jeff: If I remember right, your mom took you 
down to go audition.
Paul: Yeah.
Peter:

interview him, man. So your mom helped you 
get into Julliard?
Paul: One day we’re sitting at home, reading 
the papers and she says, “It’s the last day of 
Julliard auditions. We’re going in.” And I go, 
“Mom, I don’t even know how to read music. 

What are you talking about?” She goes, “Take 
that tape you made and go in.” And I got in!
Peter: Oh, that’s cool, man.
Jeff: And Peter, you grew up in Buffalo. And 
you also moved out at a pretty young age.
Peter: I moved out of my parents’ house 

Jeff: And you traveled around before you 

Peter:
Coast—from Boston, New York, Toronto, 

Hitchhiking trips, stuff like that. Played 
in bands, stuff like that, too. At one point I 
decided to make it out West.
Jeff:
Peter: Always. In my mind, always. No, 
I go back and play every year. The guys I 
played with—the band I played with when 
I was a teenager—Pig Nation. And they’re 
still playing. They’re not called Pig Nation 
anymore. But they’re working musicians. 

blues and rock’n’roll lineups and when I go 
back there we always stay in touch.
Jeff: Is there anything you miss about 
Buffalo? I know you can’t get beef on weck 

Peter: You know your Buffalo. No, you can’t 
get beef on weck anywhere. You know, I love 

You know, I miss all my people. They’re gone 
now, the old people. I just have my young 
friends there and I like to see them.
Jeff: So both of you left home pretty young to 
head out West to play music.
Paul: “Go West, young man.” I know that’s 
what got me moving.
Jeff: Were your parents supportive of you 
guys playing rock’n’roll?
Paul:
happy to get me out of the house.
Peter: Mine weren’t. 
Jeff:
you were doing street music, playing coffee 
houses.
Peter: 

I met was this guy, Mike Wilhelm, who played 
in a band called the Charlatans, originally. I just 
happened to meet him right when I got there, and 

He was kind of like their mentor and he became 
my mentor. He taught me how to play a lot of 
stuff on guitar. And then I played on the streets 
a lot, doing that. Then I met the other guy in The 
Nerves, before I met Paul, and then went from 
there. It was a big step up for me to go from 
playing on the streets to start playing in a band.
Jeff: Jack Lee, did he see you playing on the 
streets? And that’s how you met?
Peter: Yeah, and I saw him standing by a 
garbage can. 
Jeff:

Paul:

City. I had just gotten into town. In those 

the music store and look at the bulletin board. 
And they had this card up. And the rest, as 
they say, is history.
Peter:

song on a future record.” That was the same 

Paul:

When you’re ready.” 
Peter: That’s right. That’s what they said.
Jeff: So, the card said…
Paul: The card said “Looking for drummer for 
all-original band a la The Beatles and Stones,” 
which pretty much caught my interest.
Jeff: At that time, you both said there was no 
name for what you guys were playing.
Peter: None.
Paul:
Jeff: Was there other contemporary stuff 
going on?



Peter: No, there wasn’t. The only thing that 
was going on after The Nerves got going 

Groovies we heard about after The Nerves 
were already going. And Crime we heard 
about much later. There was nothing, there 

directly related to Jerry Garcia, who I love, 
but at the time it couldn’t work. At the time 

walk down the street without being related to 

Paul:
Peter: And we were sick of it. We were the 
young people. We were young kids who 
wanted to play rock‘n’roll, man. We felt a 
little bit blocked by the old people there.
Jeff: And at the time, I’m assuming there 

Peter:
Paul: We found some pretty interesting places.
Peter: We played some crazy places. 
We’ve been talking about some of the 
downbeat clubs…
Paul:
Peter:
that would happen at these places we would 
play. They were rough joints.
Jeff: And when you moved to Los Angeles, 
you wound up renting out halls.
Paul: We did that for a little bit.
Paul: We called it the Hollywood Punk Palace.
Peter: 
in Los Angeles. We were driving down the street 

the car. I jumped out and handed them a single 
and asked them on the spot if they want to MC 

they both immediately said, “Yes.” And that’s 

made up on the spot by everybody. So, that’s 
how the scene got going. It was The Weirdos 

the Ramones and ourselves.

Jeff: 
wound up being in the “Million Miles 
Away” video. 
Peter: Yeah, well he’s a friend, you know?
Jeff:
Peter: Not so much. I see Cliff around. I think 
John’s moved down to New Orleans. 
Jeff: And you guys mentioned the 
Ramones tour. Was that with the Ramones 

Paul: No, this was the original Ramones. 
Peter: It was the original Ramones, with 
Tommy. We played on the “Rocket to Russia 
Tour” as the opening act. Then we went on 
our own tour separately and we played some 

Paul: We played the Ivanhoe Theatre in 

Jeff: Was that tour the “Magical Blistering 
Tour?”
Peter: That’s what Carrie Baker called it. 
That’s what the papers called it. 
Jeff: How did you guys get hooked up with 
the Ramones?
Peter:
know how we did it.
Paul:

And during that break in New York I went to 

We didn’t usually get a lot of support from 
cats like that in the industry.
Peter: Not usually.
Paul: But I was booking the shows and he said, 
“If you can get us a show in Cincinnati—there’s 
never been a punk rock show in Cincinnati—so, 
if you can get the Ramones in there, I’ll give 

can I use your phone?” And I called up Bogart’s, 
because I had been trying to get us in there, to 

How about the Ramones and The Nerves?” And 
he says, “Oh, the Ramones? Yeah, alright!” So, 

picked up the phone. 

Peter: And we played Randy’s Rodeo. It was 

San Antonio.
Paul: That was something else.
Peter: They opened up the broom closet so the 
cowboys could get out brooms and take some 
shots at the band while we were onstage.
Paul: 

Hells Angels on the other side who liked us.
Peter: That’s where Sid Vicious got his 
nose bloodied onstage. I can see how, from 
playing there.
Jeff: In The Nerves, each of you guys and 
Jack, are singer-songwriters. You each 
have individual songwriter credits on 

were you bringing songs that were already 
completed, songs you had done before? 
How did that work?
Peter:
had different things going on. 
Paul: I learned to write when I was in the 
Nerves. I was so jealous of these guys.
Peter: I started writing songs when I was twelve. 

from Me, I’m No Good for You.” I wrote it when 
I was a little kid and I kept writing songs, most 
of it was pretty ridiculous. But, I wrote a few that 
people played in Buffalo as I got older. 

But, I sort of slowed down with my writing 
after I moved out. I was so busy hustling, trying 
to stay alive, that I lost track. I was playing 

that start of writing songs that The Nerves could 

Jack to write songs that a band could play. That 
you had a band to play, that was so satisfying. 
To actually make up a song and take it down 
to the band, and all of a sudden it turns into an 
arrangement for the band, it was very fun. It was 
a big kick for us. That’s kind of how it went. 
Paul: And that band, the arrangements 
of the Nerves, I think were really pretty 
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Peter: It was all about the arrangements. And 

every day. 
Jeff: When you guys did your tours, you went 
across the country in your station wagon?
Paul: Yup.
Peter: The band bought a station wagon for 

summer.
Jeff: What ever happened to it?
Peter: We sold it to some guys.
Paul: They bought it because the radio 
worked.
Peter: I think they re-built it. I remember 
selling it. It was parked over by my house. I 

brakes went out. I nearly fucking died, man! 
I don’t know if we ever talked about that. I 
took a hard right. It was crazy! I thought I 
was gonna eat it. That was right after the tour 
and then we sold it. The brakes were no good. 
It belched smoke. And they were like, “Ah, 

Paul: Remember when we were driving it 
one time and smoke just started coming out of 
vents inside the car? And we were like, “This 

Peter: It was scary that thing, but it was a 
great ride.
Paul: 
Peter:
Jeff: On those tours, you said in another 
interview, that your guarantee back then was 
eighty dollars per night?
Paul: Yeah, it was what we asked for. We 
didn’t always get it. Actually, we got it a 

lot. In those days people didn’t think eighty 
dollars was that much.
Jeff: You said today it’s hard to get that 
sometimes.
Paul: Yeah, I think so.
Peter:
bands.
Paul:
dollars.
Peter: And a pizza.
Jeff:
transitioned into The Breakaways.
Peter: Yeah, we had that change. It was the 
old musical differences, I suppose. Then me 
and Paul went on to start The Breakaways and 
The Beat came out of that and The Plimsouls 
came about a year later.
Jeff: So, out of curiosity, was there any 
discussion with Jack about trying to get Jack 

touch with him?
Paul:
Peter: Nah.
Paul:
He’s kind of dropped off the grid. Could you 
imagine that?
Peter: No, I can’t. It’s bad enough like this.
Paul: That’s what I was gonna say. You put 
another person in the equation and it’d be 
fucking crazy.
Peter: You know what I heard happened with 

Gene because he was so crazy.
Paul: He diffused it.

Jeff: Peter, you had a comment about The 
Nerves that I think applies to The Plimsouls 
and The Beat: “We were disappointed, 
because we were there for the fostering of 
this whole new thing, then watched it take off 
in commercial terms, but were stuck listening 
to the station with a suitcase in our hands. 
The thing that we started and had a vision for 
didn’t include us commercially.” 
Peter: But in the long run it did.
Paul: You said that? That’s cool.
Peter: Yeah, a long time ago I did. We were 
there before the whole thing and we saw the 
pull out. We saw that happen a couple times. 

playing acoustic music, and I saw that one 
pull out for different reasons. You know, 
the music business is a weird animal, man. 
You know, we were there. There’s a book 
called Hardcore California. I don’t know if 
you’ve ever seen this book. It’s a big book of 

The Nerves in this book.
Paul: Wow. 
Peter: It’s like a big coffee table book. So, 
now these kids start to know who we are 
because they identify with us because we 
were the outsiders of our generation. And 
kids growing up now—it’s the same reason 
why people like George Harrison and The 
Beatles—is that they identify with the people 
who got pushed aside by all the big powers. 
Because they’re kids and that’s what we 
were, too—people with managers and the 
people with hometown followings and people 
with a lot of different things going on. We had 
our own problems, interior, inside the band. 

couple times for different people. I imagine 
the Ramones would have the same sensation. 
In fact, I know they do, because I talk to 
Tommy. And it was tough. It’s like someone 
said, the early bird doesn’t get the worm. The 
second bird gets the worm.
Paul: The early bird gets shot.
Peter: It’s like coming in under the radar. 
When you’re above the radar, that’s when you 
get shot, too. It was frustrating, I gotta say. 
But when you see the movie The Unheard 
Music
There was a lot of great bands in L.A., and 
I imagine everywhere in America. But in 

band to get on the map. This was the new 
rock’n’roll for a whole generation of people 
that was pushed back. So, like The Alley 
Cats. They were a great band and they never 
got to make a record until they were already 

and did it. You had to be really tough.
Jeff: You’ve always been creative, on the 



became commercially successful.
Peter:
they came like three years after us. 
Paul: All those bands saw us play and adopted 
the suit thing. And did it in a different way, 
obviously. Those suits—The Romantics, The 

saw us playing in suits.
Jeff: And The Plimsouls—I hear what 

cow-punk.
Peter: Yeah, we were a little ahead of that, 
too. The Plimsouls got really popular in 
different markets. We had a good time and so 
did The Beat. The Beat was a really popular 

Angeles, too. And the Plimsouls were setting 
attendance records at the Whiskey and the 
Starwood. And we played down in Atlanta 
and a lot of different places. The thing we’re 
talking about when the train pulls out—some 
people made it in and some didn’t.
Paul: We were on the cusp. Radio was not 
going to play this music at that point. They 

Peter: And then Tom Petty or something like 

rock guitar solo. We didn’t have any guitar 
solos. We didn’t believe in them. We thought 
it was jive. We’re just gonna play this song, 
man, because we’re stripped.
Jeff: In The Beat and The Plimsouls, I think 
you each had really amazing guitar players. 
Maybe underrated or not recognized.
Peter: True, I think it’s true, too. Both bands 
had really great guitar players. Maybe that 
was something we wanted after being in The 
Nerves. “Gimme a guitar player, okay. I want 
one now.”
Jeff: And then after The Plimsouls broke 
up, you got to do more of a folk music kind 
of thing.
Peter: It’s not really accurate to say it’s 

gave my love a cherry” and all that kind of 
shit. I don’t play that kind of crap. I moved 
on to something that was an acoustic 

emotional and rocking sort of acoustic 
music like Robert Johnson and stuff like 
that. I wasn’t out there singing like “Copper 

anything wrong with that. But, it’s not folk 
music. I moved on to a singer-songwriter 
kind of thing, which is a type of solo music, 
which is really just an offshoot of what I’ve 
always been doing, which is writing songs 
and bringing them to people.
Jeff: And through that you got to play 

Paul: You got to play with Mike Campbell?
Peter: Yeah, I got to play with Roger 
McGuinn, Mike Campbell. I played with 
Petty at one point.

Paul: That must have been cool.
Jeff: And you have three Grammy nominations? 

Peter: I remember being there and watching 
T-Bone Burnett win like seven Grammies at 
one. I don’t remember the other ones, but I 
consider that a win for the home team.
Paul:I got three almost-Grammy nominations. 
They delivered it to the wrong address.
Jeff:

Paul: Something like that. It was quick. We 
had been working on it for a year, so we kinda 
knew what we were doing. 
Jeff: Three or four of those had been 
Breakaways or Nerves songs?

Paul:
are hard to come by. And none of those other 
records were so big that I couldn’t keep using 
those songs.
Jeff: You got on American Bandstand. How 
was that?
Paul:
Very professional. What I liked about him, 
is when he would talk to a band he would 
go to each guy. He wouldn’t just talk to the 
lead singer. He’d go to the drummer; he’d 
go the bass player. He included everybody. I 
learned a lot from those big show people in 
Hollywood. We met Benny Goodman. 
Peter: Wow, no shit?
Paul: He was rehearsing for a show at the 
Hollywood Bowl when we were recording. 
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And we met Roy Rogers when we did 
another TV show. Those guys—when they 
talked to you—they really looked at you and 
they listened to what you said. They weren’t 
somewhere else. And it was really impressive, 
because I was nobody. Roy Rogers came up to 

years old. I tried to learn from that stuff.
Jeff: Lee from Burger Records is driving you 
guys on this tour.
Paul: Well, he’s tour managing. Burger 
Records is helping us do this tour. It’s cool. 
Jeff: So, you have Burger and Craig Oliver 
from Volar Records put out a Nerves tribute 
record. Between those things, there’s renewed 
interest from younger people. How do you 
feel about that?
Paul: Absolutely horrible. I can’t stand it that 
these new kids are into us. What is up with that? 
Personally, I think it’s great. I think young people 
have discovered a lot of music because of the 
internet. And I think that’s a wonderful thing.
Jeff: 
with the tribute record?
Paul: No. They just sent us a copy of it when it 
was done. And I was like, “Wow, that’s cool.”

Jeff: Is there anything in particular that stands 
out on it?
Paul: We’re friends with some of those 
bands.
Peter:
pretty great.
Paul:
they’re really crazy.
Peter: Yeah, they’re cool.
Paul: They do “Hanging on the Telephone.”
Jeff: Their version, I think I like it better than 
the Blondie version.
Paul:
Peter: I like it.
Paul: Their video for that song is hysterical. 
Have you seen that video? They’re playing 

Peter: I know. It’s great.
Jeff: So, how did you get hooked up with 

Paul: I met Lee and Sean about three or four 
years ago, and I’ve been doing tours with 
them. And when this thing came up, it was 
just a natural to include them in it. They’re 
great guys. They’re just up for anything.
Jeff: You guys seem to be the focal point for 
a renewed interest in power pop.

Paul: That’s cool. Well, it’s great. This is 

better and better.
Peter: To me, what’s really going on, we 

be part of a fad, but to be timeless. The way 
we looked at rock’n’roll was Buddy Holly, 
the Beatles, the great songs by the Rolling 
Stones. They weren’t created for a fad. They 
were created to be great rock’n’roll forever. 
And that’s what we did. 

And we’re trying to prove it by giving 
them another shot here years later. There’s 

sounds like all the stuff is totally in tune with 
what could have been the other day, somebody 
said. And I think that’s true. There’s an art to 
doing that and that’s what we’re in to. And 
that’s what we’re trying to bring to people. If 
you want to hear rock’n’roll like it could be 
any year, it’s kind of a trick, but it’s something 
we’ve always been working on.
Paul: I’ll second that. 
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AKA
has played in some incredible garage 
punk bands: The Oblivians, The New 

Masters.

Hawaii and moved to Memphis in the 

same year. 
The Oblivians released three seminal 

full lengths on Crypt, as well as singles 

Records were nothing short of amazing. 
When no other label was interested, 
Goner put out Guitar Wolf’s debut LP 

fan Jay Reatard banging on buckets for 
percussion.

After The Oblivians disbanded in 

incredible selection, Goner has become 
one of the most respected record stores 

Ives started Gonerfest as a joke, but the 
festivals have become major events for  
diehard garage rock fans from all across 
the world. 

When not busy running the Goner 

Memphis with True Sons Of Thunder. 
To the delight of garage punk fans 
everywhere, The Oblivians recently 
recorded Desperation

The Red Records.

Ryan: What prompted your family to move 

young?
Eric: Although my dad wasn’t in the navy, 
he worked for the navy. They moved his job 
to Hawaii when I was twelve years old. We 
went from one nice beach place to another. 
It was perfect for a kid. I ran around on the 
beach all day. It kept me out of trouble. 
Ryan: 
in Hawaii?
Eric:

I didn’t have an older brother to turn me on 

don’t remember how we became friends with 

tapes a lot and the music on them spanned the 
gamut, from New Romantic to punk. By the 
age of thirteen I was looking for any records 
that seemed odd. A lot of weirdos ended up 

was cheap and their collections varied from 

music was going on in Hawaii. I eventually 
found some people who were into punk. 
Ryan: I read that you sang in a band that 

They later signed to a major label. 
Eric: 
the worst singer the band ever had. We were 

music but I couldn’t play an instrument, so 
they made me the singer. We were really bad. 

aggressive, fast songs. As the group got better 
at their instruments, they wanted to play 

rock and gothic music were really big in 
Hawaii. Bauhaus was popular. We’d play bills 
with these gothic bands. We were wimps and 
totally afraid of them. We played at a million 
miles an hour. The audience loved it because 
the gothic bands were playing at one mile an 
hour, pretending to be junkies. It was fun and 
the guys in the band put up with me. When 
they got more serious about their music, they 
moved to Boston. They took me along on one 
of their tours as their soundman, even though 
I knew nothing about being a soundman. They 

Ryan: How long did you live in Hawaii?
Eric: I stayed there through high school. 
Afterwards, I went to the mainland to go to 
college and wander around. When I got to 
Los Angeles, I started getting into weirder 
music. There was a lot more going on. 
Ryan: You moved to Los Angeles from 
Hawaii?
Eric: I went to college in Los Angeles. I ended 

another year, and then I went to Memphis. 
Ryan: What prompted you to move to 
Memphis?
Eric: I had a friend in college named 
Sherman Willmott. He was opening a record 
store in Memphis. 
Ryan: Shangri-La Records?
Eric: Shangri-La Records. He asked me 
to come on down and help with his store. I 
wasn’t really doing anything, so I said, “Sure.” 
That’s how I started out in Memphis. 
Ryan: 
Memphis before The Oblivians?
Eric: AKA Jack 

AKA Greg 

Compulsive Gamblers. Their shows were 
ridiculous. They’d have horn sections. It was 
a spectacle. They’d let me get up on stage with 

them and sing some songs. Greg and Jack 
started hanging out at Shangri-La more often. 

At the last minute, Greg was asked to 

me some guitar chords and we wrote some 
songs. When Greg came back, we asked him 
if he wanted to start a band. He said, “That 
sounds stupid. Why not?” I think Jack and 
Greg were tired of having to coordinate the 
practices for The Compulsive Gamblers. 
They wanted to do something stripped down 
and simple. 
Ryan: It had to be simple. You were just 
learning guitar.
Eric: I knew nothing about playing guitar. 
Jack and Greg could do what they wanted to 
do, so long as I could keep up. “Show me the 
chords, and I’ll do my best to hang in there.”
Ryan: Jack mentioned in an interview that 
The Oblivians sound was largely attributable 
to the instruments you were using. Jack 
played the now-infamous Airliner. Greg 
played a Harmony Rocket. I’m not sure what 
guitar you were using, but it looked like a 

Eric: When we formed The Oblivians, I had 

Ryan: That’s a great guitar. 
Eric: It was. I didn’t have an amp, so I played 
through my home stereo. Plugging my guitar 
into a mic input on a tape deck gave me a 
great sound. It was completely fuzzed out. 
That helped hide the fact that I couldn’t play 

and smashed that Gretsch. I didn’t know it 

eventually picked up a Stratatone. I played 
that for most of my time with The Oblivians. 
Some of the guitars I played in the band were 
given to me. I’d change them up so they’d 
work for me. I’d put heavier gauge strings on 
them so they wouldn’t break. 

The instruments we used were important. 
Greg’s distorted hollow body guitar is the 

through my home stereo. That was my amp. 
That’s all I had. 
Ryan: The Oblivians recorded some demos 
early on that later showed up on the On the 
Go record. Just after recording the demos, 
Jack moved down to New Orleans. You guys 
weren’t too serious about The Oblivians at 
the beginning, huh? 
Eric: No. The Oblivians was a joke band. We 
wrote songs that we thought were too dumb 
to listen to but were fun to play. The songs 
gave us a reason to get together and have 
some beers. 
Jack did go down to New Orleans for a 
while. The move didn’t really work out for 
him. Greg was in New York then. He played 
on a record with a girl named Casey Scott. 
Greg told Jack to come to New York because 

since two-thirds of the band was in New 
York, I should come up too and we could get 
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some shows. Through working at Shangri-

He put me in touch with Todd Abramson. 

loved us and gave our tapes out to people. 
It was a totally accidental thing. We gave a 

Soul Food
took The Oblivians seriously. 
Ryan:

Eric: The Oblivians and Goner started at 
about the same time. I went to Garage Shock 
and saw Guitar Wolf. I thought they were 
amazing. They weren’t even invited to the 

from Japan so I guess you can play.” They 
performed on a slot that was set up for a sound 
check, before the festival was supposed to 
start. They were completely out of tune and 
going bananas. I thought they were great. We 
followed them up to Vancouver. Guitar Wolf 

They managed to break an instrument or an 

about it. It left an impression on me. 
Guitar Wolf was going to be in The States 

for a while. They came down to Memphis, 
played a couple of shows, and left me a 
cassette tape of their songs. It was great. It 
didn’t seem like anyone else appreciated their 
music—although they had a better reception 

once they got back to Japan; this was pre-
internet. They thought I was asking them to 

an LP. It was the right time. The garage rock 
thing wasn’t played out yet. And Guitar Wolf 

relate to it and the rock‘n’roll guys liked it 
too.  is a fun record. Guitar Wolf 
ended up bringing us to Japan later on. It was 
a great time. 
Ryan: Whenever I talk with Larry Hardy about 
the early days of In The Red, he mentions the 

mail order and starting a small label. 
Eric: It was. I was looking at old Forced 
Exposure
could be wrong, but I’m pretty sure The Gibson 

record. People were looking for those albums. 

label, but it is a lot for an indie label. Today, we 
think of The Gibson Bros. as being obscure. But 
the bands we think of as big now, they likely 

Goner started at the tail end of that great period 
for mail order. Back then, if someone you knew 

send off your three bucks. 

Ryan: Another incredible early Goner release 

Eric: Jay was just a bored, hyperactive kid 
when I met him. He wrote us a letter. The 
Oblivians were his favorite band. Jay asked 
for some stuff so I sent him some stickers. He 
sent me a tape. I was blown away by it. “Holy 

He played everything on the tape himself. 
It was like The Oblivians but a little bit 

He was also covering Buddy Holly songs. 

sold a number of those. 
I remember I went to the Austin Record 

show. I was sitting there, sharing a table with 
Tim Warren. All these garage rock and punk 
rock people were stopping by. They were real 
collectors. I had a weird Moondog record 
that I wanted to sell for good money and a 

Reatards records on the table too. People kept 

It was on the same table as a bunch of rare 
records, and these collectors probably didn’t 

a battery-powered turntable. It was all treble. 
It sounded like white noise. People asked, 
“How many of these can I buy?” We sold a 
ton. In retrospect, it might have been twenty. 
But the number of people who approached 
me about it was a total surprise. We had no 
idea that Jay would keep progressing. At the 
time, he was just a kid coming up with great 
stuff. We didn’t think about the future. It was 
all about the present. 
Ryan: I’m amazed that Jay used found 
objects for percussion. That’s something Bo 

kind of ingenuity. 
Eric:
Ryan: Your intuitiveness was really keen 
as well. You could have had three hundred 
Reatards singles stuffed away in your 
closet. Jay was just an unknown kid from 
Memphis then.
Eric:

was appealing, too. It was perfect. I started 
Goner because I wanted to release records 
that other labels wouldn’t. The Reatards 
single was one of those records. Here’s a 

on buckets. Jack, Greg, and I loved it. Jay 
started hanging around. He used Jack and 
Greg as drummers at different points. 
Ryan:
singles that later showed up on the Soul Food

Eric:
recorded most of them in a single day. They 
were pulled from a cassette we had recorded 

quiet guy who’s sort of hard to read. He’s 

We’d throw songs out there and ask, “What 

know. What do you think?” We ran the vocals 
straight through a guitar amp. Anything we 

starting out, too. It was perfect. We felt really 
comfortable recording with him. 
Ryan: The Oblivians always chose great, 
varied covers: Trio, Love, Lightin’ Hopkins, 
and the song “The Locomotion.” 
Eric: We chose songs that we thought we 
could play together. That being said, the 

probably couldn’t play. 
Ryan: It has a really intricate guitar part. 
Eric: It does. I haven’t listened to that session 
in a while, but I’m pretty sure there’s a guitar 
amp that’s not mic’ed. We recorded the song 
live for a radio show. It’s a wacky recording. 
Ryan: It’s a great cover. Love gets The 
Oblivians treatment. 
Eric: Greg really liked Trio. He was 
into them for a long time. They were an 

had great riffs. We would take Blue Oyster 
Cult songs and dumb them down to the 
point where we could cover them. We never 
planned anything. I don’t know why Jack 
chose “The Locomotion,” but it was a great 
song to play. 
Ryan: Not long after The Oblivians formed, 

make that happen?
Eric: Yeah. We had only been around for 
a little while and hadn’t done much. Tim 
wanted to release all of the songs we had 

Soul Food
let’s put out a record and you guys can come 

shows, including the ones in New York with 
Jon Spencer. 

Tim put us on a tour with The Country 
Teasers for two months. It was great, but the 
tour contained a lot of shows. We became 

playing in a hostile environment, you have to 
keep it together and just keep hitting people 
with songs. We developed that ability, which 
was a good thing that came out of those 
shows. A bad thing about the tour was that 
we were drinking like crazy. The Oblivians 
was a half-assed band. We didn’t want to 
perform every night. That wasn’t really 
why we formed the band. We just wanted 
to play funny songs. Thinking about it now, 
I’m not sure if becoming tighter as a band 
was a good thing. Maybe by getting better 
at our instruments we were getting worse as 
a band.
Ryan: That’s sort of like The Shaggs. 
Although their second recordings are good, 

Philosophy of the World.
Eric:
Ryan: Most things with The Oblivians 
seemed impromptu. You recorded Popular
Favorites at two places—in New York with 

Some of the tracks have a fuller sound. 
Eric: We were actually surprised at how well 
they went together. We recorded the stuff with 
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Jerry when it was freezing out, right at the end 
of a tour. We weren’t really feeling the tracks 

That wasn’t that great either. We ended up 
picking and choosing what we thought was 
the best stuff from the two sessions and putting 
them together for the album. 
Ryan: The Oblivians Play Nine Songs 
with Mr. Quintron LP might be my favorite 
Oblivians record. It was a really different 
album for you, venturing into gospel music. 
Eric: I really like it, too. Jack and I didn’t stop 
writing songs. Greg just happened to have all 
of these gospel songs. He wasn’t feeling the 
rock thing then; he really wanted to do some 

suggested Quintron. We were friends with 
him. He’d come through Memphis often. We 
called up Quintron and he said, “I’ll do it, but 

thought, “Man, Quintron knows what he’s 
doing.” We found a studio that a friend of 
ours had. We had never recorded with him 

one of these before.” 
Ryan: 

played one before. 
Eric: Right. And we didn’t know that. We 

session turned out pretty cool. The guy 

instincts. He recorded Quintron again later 
on. It was kind of frustrating because we 
recorded a bunch of takes that didn’t work. 
We had never really recorded like that before. 
Normally, two or three takes was the most 
time we’d spend on a song. If we didn’t get 
it by then, we’d drop it. We didn’t know how 
the record would be perceived by people. It’s 
still pretty raw for gospel. The organ’s crazy. 
I don’t think anything really sounds like that 
album. It’s cool for that reason. 
Ryan:
Was the band becoming a little too serious? I 
know you’re all still really good friends.
Eric: Actually, we were getting a little sick 
of each other at the end. We broke up on a 
tour. Greg and I weren’t really getting along. 
The Oblivians wasn’t supposed to amount 
to much. We did way more than what we 

appeal. The Oblivians wasn’t supposed to be 

was the right thing to do at the time. We did 
get back together for shows later on. It’s 
always been fun since.
Ryan:
thing you did? 
Eric: I think so. After The Oblivians, I was 

moved to Memphis and I was determined 
not to be in a band with him. It seemed way 
too obvious. We would drink whiskey on a 

decided to work up some songs. We already 

was around, but we were too chicken to tell 
him he was out of the band. We claimed that 
we had formed a new group. That’s why 
the band is called The New Memphis Legs. 

sing. His kick pedal was like a bass. James 
is a great guitarist. He was wild. The New 
Memphis Legs was a really fun band. We 

stuff from the Ugly Things compilation. We 
covered some of those songs and made up a 
bunch of dumb originals. 
Ryan: As far as I know, The New Memphis 
Legs only had one properly released song on 
a Shangri-La Records compilation. Goner is 
going to release a posthumous, full-length 
LP, correct?
Eric: We are going to release a New 
Memphis Legs LP. A buddy of ours had an 
early recording program on his computer. He 
said he’d record us. We were into it, so we 
recorded some songs in his living room. At 
the time, we weren’t into how the recordings 

as time moves on, you start picking out the 
good things you missed earlier when you 
were solely focusing on the aspects you 

to put it out. 
Ryan: Bad Times was another case of having 

Eric: Yeah. I was just breaking up with this 
girl. I don’t remember what was going on 
with Jay, but Louie was getting divorced. Jay 
and I decided to go down to New Orleans 
and record a record with Louie. We drove 
down. Jay had his four-track. We spent a day 

That was it. 

New Memphis Legs. We thought the recording 
was crappy. There was too much delay on 
the vocals. Later, we changed our minds. “It 
sounds pretty good. Let’s put it out!” Recording 
the album was fun. I’ve told this story before, 

and-a-half hour drive from New Orleans to 
Memphis—at three in the morning, Jay came 

out of the house. All of his stuff was on the front 
lawn. I dropped Jay off with his buddy Sean. I 
asked Jay if he was okay. He said, “Yeah, I’m 

house.” I don’t know what he did that night. We 
were going through bad times. That band was 

band was me, Punk Rock Pat on drums, Scott 
Rogers on second guitar, and, at various 
times, Talbot Adams, Joe T, and Robin Pack 

highlight of the band was playing Horizontal 

them. Which, of course, never happened. 
That was a total bummer.

Ryan: When you opened up The Goner 

previously occupied with Legba Records. 
I don’t know much about Legba. Was the 
shop open for long?
Eric: No. He only had it for a couple of 
years. Greg is a big record collector. Legba 
was doing pretty well, even though it seemed 
like Greg wasn’t putting much effort into 
it. The inventory was mostly his collection. 
Of course, when you own a record store, 
records just seem to show up at your door 
whether you like it or not. We asked Greg 
what kind of money Legba was bringing in. 
We bought most of his stock when he moved 
out to Asheville. His wife got a job out there, 
so they were moving out of town. He told 

this store front. I’m moving out of town. 
People know this location as a record store.” 
It just all fell into place. Goner is in a nice 
neighborhood. There are other shops around 
and places to eat.
Ryan: Things seem to develop around you. 

Eric: 

much with the label. I had gotten into a car 

know whether I was going to get sued or not. 
That’s why I didn’t keep putting out Guitar 
Wolf records. I didn’t know if I’d lose all of 
my money in a lawsuit. I would have released 
more Guitar Wolf records had the car accident 
not happened. The band asked me to. Looking 
back on it, I should have just gone for it. Guitar 
Wolf ended up releasing albums on Bag Of 
Hammers and then Matador. 

I had put out a few records prior to 

wanted to run the shop and get the label 

BBQ had sent those songs out to a lot of 
people. Apparently no one listened to them. 
We loved them. We thought they were great. 
I knew The Spaceshits. They had done a 

And BBQ had a reputation that was pretty 
terrible. So Goner put it out. 

We had two releases coming out at the 

Memphis. Louie, if you want to come up 
and do a show on Saturday, we can release 
Gonerfest editions of your records. We’ll call 
the two nights ‘Gonerfest’.” 

the lineup out with Memphis bands. All of 
a sudden, people said, “Man, I’m going out 
to Memphis. This is going to be great!” We 

was ridiculous. The place we held the shows 
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people there. The shows were great. People 
were going bananas. It was sweaty and 

a great time. 
Those accidental things can turn out so 

great. They’re so surprising and shocking. 
That was the start of Gonerfest. We called it 
a festival as a joke, but people like coming 
to Memphis. It’s cheap. There’s great BBQ. 
And what’s better than drinking beer and 
watching great bands for a whole weekend? 
Gonerfest works well too because the bands 
really want to play. They think it’s cool. We 

guarantees on most of the shows. It’s grown 
because the bands are doing it out of their 
own goodwill. 
Ryan: How is working out the logistics for 

You’re now doing shows at the Hi-Tone, The 
Buccaneer, and the Goner store.
Eric: It’s a lot to organize, but it hasn’t been 
too hard. Again, when you’ve got bands 
that want to be there, it goes a lot easier. If 
someone’s playing a show strictly for money, 
it’s a different situation. The backstage 
might not be what they thought it’d be. Little 
problems can escalate quickly. But with a 
little bit of goodwill, things go a lot easier 
and everyone has more fun. 

The reason we started doing all of 
the other shows was because they started 
popping up anyway. You’d think that having 
twelve bands playing over three days was 
enough, but all of these other groups would 
show up to the festival and would want to 
play. So we started doing afternoon shows. 
Instead of having someone else book it—and 
maybe getting crappy bands in there—we 
started taking control over it and booked 

the shows ourselves. The afternoon shows 
have occasionally been better than the night 
shows. It’s just an outdoor party. It’s worked 
out pretty well. Planning for it hasn’t been 

Ryan: 
happen like most of your other bands?
Eric:
is probably the most planned out band I’ve 
had. The main singer, Richard Martin, plays 
a half banjo, half guitar that was made by a 
guitar and amp genius in town named Robert 
Hinson. Richard has been in noise bands 

with Richard. We started hanging out. Sam 
Liemer had moved up from New Orleans. 

from The Oscars wanted to do something. 
Joe Simpson was around, too. Joe had played 

We decided to do something. I was 
sort of in the middle of everything. Not 

Sam met Richard, he thought Richard was 

of people. Richard’s banjitar spews out this 
weird, effected noise that sounds like no 

Spoonful
of Seedy Dudes
from New Orleans released. We’ve got 

out what to do with. We like opening up for 
people. It’s a good way to help touring bands. 
We know that we’re not going to be the most 
popular band in town, but that’s not the point. 
It’s for our own enjoyment. We think we’re 

are or not. 

Ryan: The Oblivians have recorded a new 
record that should be out fairly soon. I’ve 

incredible.
Eric: Thanks. As far as The Oblivians 
record, it turned out pretty well. It was a 
little bit more work. We each brought some 
songs together. We recorded it in a fancier 
studio. It was pretty ridiculous. We tried 
to use this nice, two-inch reel-to-reel tape 
player that didn’t work. We’d do a take and 
if we wanted to listen to it, we’d have to stop 
and pull a section of the tape player apart. 
It was kind of perfect. It was recorded on 
broken equipment, even though we worked 
in a nicer studio. 

didn’t do much because the engineer had to 
do all this technical stuff to keep the session 

nod his head from time to time and give 

does digital recordings at. After taking part 
in The Oblivians session, he said, “Man, 
hearing how crappy that stuff sounded made 
me check to see if my old analog machines 

studio in Memphis and recorded stuff on 
his tape machine. It worked out well. The 
record was fun. “Call the Police” is a fun 
song to play. I think the record sounds like 
The Oblivians. I hope other people feel the 
same way. 
Ryan: 
gaps in recording, their new material sounds 
off. Production values will be different and 
songwriting changes, but the new album 
sounds like an Oblivians record. 
Eric:
in the back of Shangri-La Records, but we 
haven’t really changed that much.
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If you thought their band name was bad, just 
wait till you read the explanation for it. It’s fucking 
awful, but admirable in its own way. They realize 
how bad it is, but rather than running from it, 
covering up their mistakes, and recreating a history 
that never existed, they’re completely upfront and 
honest about who they are. 

White Night is not interested in selling you what 
you want White Night to be. We all know what sells 

in punk rock. They could easily put the band on 
autopilot, but there’s nothing punk about that. Do you 
want to be a mock band or a band of mockers?!
They can let the dickheads ruin the party or they 
could out-dickhead the dickheads. White Night is 
unwavering, yet up for anything. 

Bonehead, poppy punk rock played with enthusiasm, 
wit, and integrity is a fashion that doesn’t go in or out 
of style. Wear it with pride and you’ll be warm. –Daryl

WHITE NIGHT
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Jon: “I put the ‘ass’ in ‘bass’” and “voc”
Frank: Guitar and sings
Mike:
Kevin: Guitar
Jeremiah: 

Daryl:

Mike:
Daryl: How’d that happen?
Mike: We were only traveling—my 
understanding—we were traveling forty 
miles per hour. The cop said I was driving 
way faster. I called him a liar. We hit black 

into an embankment that was on the left-

side, hit the ice, and then rolled over once. 
We were upside down. I was still seat-belted 
in, my hand on the steering wheel.
Frank: You didn’t turn off the engine. I said, 
“Turn off the fuckin’ engine.”
Mike: He yelled at me. It took a minute to 
realize what was going on.
Frank:
and really get the crew together.
Jon: You’re acting like you were driving 
normal, which is completely BS because, in 
the back seat, me and ‘Miah said, “I think 
you’re driving a little bit too fast.” And 
‘Miah said, “I’m going to put a seatbelt on.” 
Literally two minutes before this happened, 
he buckled his seatbelt.
Jeremiah: No, I had to tie it together, like 
Jurassic Park and shit.
Jon:
Frank: So, pretty much, the van was 
driving. And Mike goes, “Whoah, whoooah, 

Mike: What they’re not telling you is how I 
saved all their lives.
Frank: We were driving through mountains. 

Mike: 
four. No. If we had slid to the right side—there 

Jeremiah: It was the side of a mountain. 
Remember the bald eagle we saw?
Jon: As soon as that happened, I blacked 
out and some old man with this huge beard 
came out…
Frank:
Jon:

alive, brother.”

Frank:
belly, man.
Jon:

“Ha-ha-ha-ha.”
Daryl: But it didn’t end the tour? You guys 
still kept going?
Mike: We skipped Washington and Oregon 

before, we hit a really bad blizzard, too. We 
had to get off the highway and get a hotel. 
Mike: It was pretty gnarly. It was like 
Snowblind.
Frank: Jon’s driving. Me and Mike were 
on the sides, looking out each window on 
the side going, “Alright, dude, you’re going 
too far to the right. Alright stop, stop, stop.” 

there were other cars—zoom—twenty miles 
an hour right past us.

Mike: Well, the semis and truckers. The 
professionals. Ice road truckers. IRT, you 
know what I’m talking about.
Frank: I’ll never fuckin’ tour in the winter 
in the north again, especially with California 
balding tires.
Jon: We left with used tires.
Frank: And I found that snow chains are 
illegal in most northern states. What the hell?
Jon: Waste of ninety bucks.
Daryl:
the winter.
Frank: Just north.
Mike:
where there’s no snow. Sorry, Milwaukee.
Jon: I think that if I was driving, we probably 
would have made the whole thing.
Jeremiah: If I was driving, it’d been cool.
Mike: C’mon. It was black ice. You don’t 
know nothing about…
Jeremiah: You know nothing about brake pads.
Mike: You can’t change brake pads.
Jeremiah: I’ve done that shit like ten times.
Frank: I’ve seen Tommy Boy. I know 
what’s up.
Mike:
Daryl: Jon, how does it feel to get a felony 

Jon:
Mike:
Jon: I wake up and I’m all, “Aw, crap.” 
Then I’m like, “It’s hidden.” I bought this 
Cheetos—I thought I was smart—buying 
it at a head shop. A Cheeto bag with a fake 
bottom that you can put all of your goodies 
in. I put a pipe in there too, like an idiot. So 
when the cop shook it, clink, clink, clink. 
Glass pipe. He’s all, “Who’s bag is this?” I’m 

like, “Mine.” He’s all, “I don’t like liars.” So 
then he handcuffs me really tight, puts me in 

I gave a weird look to them, right before I 
went in the squad car.
Daryl: How would you describe this look?
Jon: Like, “I’m hard. I’m about to serve 

“Oh, I didn’t know that happened.”
Frank: I was like, “I had no idea weed was 
there. I do not smoke weed”—which is a total 

got pulled over. He was already arrested. 

Mike: Leave no soldier behind, dude. 
Haven’t you ever heard of that?
Jon:
cops are all, “Well, too bad.” And then I go 
inside this trailer and this guy’s phone rings 

“Get down with sickness! Get down with the 

His buddy’s looking at him. You’re an idiot. 
Mike: So all we have to say about that is god 
bless Arizona.
Jon: Thirteen hundred dollars.
Frank: And I did not know that that was in 
the van. I couldn’t believe that Jon would do 

Daryl: But it’s all cleared up? You can go 
back to Arizona now?
Jon: Yeah, yeah. I can go back. Had a 
felony for a week. I freaked out. Hopefully 
the California jurisdiction of education and 
Arizona don’t meet.
Frank: I’m pretty sure they don’t. They’re 
pretty different.
Daryl: I’m sure you guys get a lot of confusion 

possible meanings that someone can take 
from the name.
Frank: Who came up with the name, anyway?
Daryl: Synthetics. Legal cocaine. Cocaine, 
in general. Jonestown.
Frank: Possibly racism as well, maybe.
Daryl:
Frank:
Todd: But you have a knight on your 
record’s label.
Mike: On paper, it has been knight with 

Jeremiah: On the tapes, too.
Mike: The knight thing is on the LP label, 
right? We had absolutely no control…
Jeremiah: What? They—the label that put 
the record out—put that on there?
Mike: They put a knight on. Personally, I 
thought it was hilarious.
Frank: It’s on the record? It’s not hilarious.



Todd: 
record?
Frank:
Mike: Honestly, he’s probably not really 
looked at it. I would not be surprised. That 

painting a perfect picture of our band.
Frank: Should we tell the truth of the name?
Mike:
Frank: This is very, very… lame. When I 
was a little kid, my favorite band in the world 

the day, right? So, as a lame teenager, doing 
coke at night, right?
Jeremiah: What, age ten?
Frank:

said it. Not very fucking interesting.
Todd: So why did you guys agree to it?
Jon:
out, “White Night! White Night! White 
Night!” Then it became “White Mike” for 
half the show. So we’re like, “Screw it.”
Mike: There are a lot of things that I’ve 
agreed to that I never thought I would while 
being in this band.
Todd: When has the name given you grief?
Jon:

in some woman’s car and stole her purse. 
We better watch your car. Oh, what’s your 
guys’ band name?” “White Night.” We’re 

in a predominantly African-American 
neighborhood. He’s all, “White fucking 
Night? You fucking kidding me? You know 
how much shit I got for this?”
Mike: It was on the marquee.
Daryl:
Mike:
thing happened with the Off With Their 
Heads promoter who booked the shows. The 

me the itinerary. “Nope. No, no, no, no.”
Daryl: I’m pretty curious about those Off 
With Their Heads shows. What’s it like 
opening up for a band like that, playing 
shows like that, especially for guys such 
as yourselves?
Mike: It was weird.
Jeremiah: A lot of silence.
Mike: But it was a lot of fun, too. 
Frank: I love touring with those guys.
Mike:
You had a schedule.
Frank: Professional. I didn’t have to worry.
Mike: You got per diems.
Frank: Perdidiums.
Mike: 
Getting ten dollars a day for food is cool.
Frank: Getting whatever you wanted.
Mike: 
you’re going to go and having someone 
else settle up for you is all the best perks I 
could ever imagine.
Frank: Money that will get motels. And 
trash ‘em, Jon.
Mike: Instead of saving the money, we lived 
it up. We stayed in motels.
Jon:
peanut butter on some hotel wall.
Frank: What about the microwave, dude?
Mike: Mötley Crüe moments.
Jon: We’ve been at people’s houses for 

It’s hilarious.
Jeremiah: Motel, dude.
Mike: Somewhere where Matty Awesome 

important and essential.
Frank: Love you, Matty.
Mike:
money that we spent.
Todd: Jon, I know that you have a pretty 
intense and stressful day job. What is it?
Jon: Currently, right now, I am unemployed.
Mike: Loser! Right now, he plays video 
games and smokes a lot of weed.
Frank: I sell him the weed. That’s my job.
Jon:

the California budget crisis, with all of this 
happening, yes. It is intense. I worked at a 
group home. I’ve worked at juvenile hall. The 

School, which was nice. A bunch of drama 
kids in the drama club, so I got to do that.
Frank: Art fags! 
Jon:
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in the psych ward and some kid—I didn’t 
know they weren’t allowed staples. They’re 
not allowed staples at all. I’m handing out 
magazines for what they called a book fair. 

How’s it going?” I look up at him. “Is that 
a cool magazine? How’re you liking your 

Mike: The story still freaks me out.
Jon: I have millions of stories about school.
Todd: Tell us two more.
Jon:

I found out. It’s not like, “Oh, what’s up 
homie? What’s up? What?” 
Mike: It’s organized prison-style.
Jon: Some kid came up to me. “I’m sorry 
Mr. R. I’m going to cause some commotion 
in your class.” I’m like, “What?” As soon 
as he saw that kid enter my classroom, they 
were throwing down, chairs being thrown, 
punches being thrown. The group home—
that was crazier—that I worked at, I had 
to break them up. But at juvenile hall, you 
just sit there and press a button. Sometimes 

throwing down. It’s crazy. 
It’s fun, though. I’ve actually had some 

kids graduate. It’s worth it. Sometimes 
you’re just like, “These kids are frickin’ 
jackasses.” But then you’ll have those two 
or three kids come up like, “Hey, I really 
learned something.” Or, “Hey, I passed the 

perks to it. I love the positives. I also love 
the negatives. It’s entertaining.
Mike:
are talking shit to him. It’s pretty hilarious.
Daryl: What do they say?
Jon: Oh, gosh. I’ve gotten everything from, 
“What’s with fuckin’ reading? Why do I have 
to do this shit? What’s this shit gonna do in 
my everyday life?”
Frank: “What the fuck do I got to read 
for, man?”
Jon: “This book sucks.”
Frank: “Lord of the Flies is fuckin’ gay, 
Mr. J.”
Jon: Lord of the Flies great, too. 

symbolism. “These kids are just fuckin’ 
stupid.” “I woulda done this.”
Frank: “I’d have a gun.”
Jon: In alternative education, you can talk 
about that stuff. It’s kind of nice because 
it’s critical thinking. “What would you do 
if you were in that situation?” We can make 
an essay question out of it and a lecture out 
of it. In a regular classroom, they’d of been, 
“What? Piggy? If I was Piggy, I’d’ve kicked 
this motherfucker’s ass and call him a pussy.” 
In a normal class, they’d be, “Get out of here.” 
But in my class, I can let it go a little bit. 
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Sometimes, I’m like, “Shit. I’m worthless.”
Frank: No, you are.
Todd: 

Kevin: We do a little bit.
Todd: 
Kevin:

the morning I’m getting the worst attitude that 
I could get from any student of the day. He’s 
there at my class at the end of the day, right 
before I’m going to call his mom. The bell 
rings and I open my door. He’s there. “What 
are you doing here?” He just walks away 
from me instantly. “None of your business, 

Frank: He was waiting there to say 
something, to be an asshole to you.
Daryl: 
to shred?
Frank:

Daryl: Why did you start playing the acoustic 
guitar in your set?
Frank: Oh, oh, oh. Now you’ve got me 

She’s got an acoustic in one of her videos, 
so I’m like, “I need that, too.” So I got an 

because she’s awesome.
Jeremiah: How’d you customize it?
Frank: I customized it by putting a bunch of 

to this day. 
Daryl: If you could send one message to 

Frank: I love you. And—I don’t know if 
you’ve gone through menopause yet—but if 
not and you still have time… 
Jon: He’s an Agnew.
Frank: I’m fertile. We can have some great 
spawns, you know? And make great music… 

Todd: So, Mike you’re in the art world?
Mike: I am. I’m trapped inside the art world.
Todd: In what capacity?
Mike: Not trapped. I primarily do a lot of 
driving and art handling for an artist. A pretty 
well-known artist. 
Todd: 
artwork that you’ve handled?
Mike:

Todd: 
Mike: I touched it.
Todd: 

Mike: Yes. I didn’t tell them that, but yes. 
I’ve been driving their trucks. And, yes, I 
touched it. 
Todd: 
Mike: Super nervous. A couple months ago 
I knocked over a piece. It was inside a crate. 
I got a couple of bruises on it. I got really 
freaked out for three or four days. Super 

medicated—to deal with it because I was 
pretty bummed about it. Little did I know—
even though I talked to the main dude who 
keeps track of all the pieces—he didn’t let 
me know until the third or fourth day that 

me sweat it out, for sure. It’s an interesting 
job. It’s really awesome and it’s pretty laid 
back. It’s cool working for someone who’s 
not a dick.
Todd: It’s not a big corporation, either.
Mike: He has a sense of humor that’s even 

deal with that and relate to it.
Todd: So, Jeremiah, we know nothing about 
you. I didn’t even know you were in the band. 
What do you do?
Jeremiah: At first, they thought I was 
really fuckin’ cool, always trying to get 
a hold of me. I blew ‘em off for a few 

us?” I’m like, “I’ve got nothing to do.” 

to sleep with Jon all the time. I filled in 
a couple times, forgot all the parts, made 
an ass of myself. They didn’t ask me to 
do things for a long time. I’ve got nothing 
else to do. I just have problems with real 
relationships with people.
Frank: 
the band?
Kevin:
I’m stoked to be playing with these guys.
Frank:
turned for the better.
Jon: We love Steve and RJ, too.
Frank: Our previous guitar players, lots 
of love.
Jeremiah: And my homie Steven Slack.
Frank: He was the best, but he had to go 
north. Sacramento.
Mike: He’s a farmer.
Frank:
farming MSG is a type of farming.
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Jeremiah: I’m just that guy who stands in 
back. I don’t play on every song.
Mike: One of the out-of-focus guys.
Frank: That’s not true. We gave you a 
fuckin’ tambourine.
Jeremiah: 
out any more parts, he just handed me a 
tambourine. I’m not even allowed to play 
that all the time. I have blisters all the time. 

tambourine. I’m so embarrassed all the time.
Frank:
Jeremiah: When I remember the fucking 

by listening to them, so I’ve made up a lot 
of lyrics for myself. And I didn’t know I was 

Todd: You didn’t read them from the liner 
notes?
Jeremiah: 

that shit.
Mike:

“The microphone guy.”
Jeremiah: 
didn’t once go over the songs with me or 
anything like that. “Oh, are you playing with 

Jon: Maybe you’re just lazy.
Jeremiah: I wish it was more like the whale 
songs and shit like that. Just beautiful, but 
there’s a lot of bullshit that comes along 
with everything.
Mike: Turned off his microphone.
Jeremiah: Yeah, I was singing like an asshole 
to nobody. It was embarrassing afterwards.
Jon: That means you’re into it, though.

Mike: He’s beautiful.
Jeremiah: I’m a teacher’s aide. I work with 

rainbows all the time. 
Frank: Is this true?
Jeremiah: Actually, I work two jobs. One is 
awesome and one sucks really bad.
Frank: I always thought you worked at the 
bowling alley or something.
Jeremiah: 
such a fucking long time.
Frank: I feel like a dick.

Daryl: How many years are we talking about?
Jeremiah: I guess it hasn’t been that long. 

two years. I thought we were friends.
Frank:
this shit.
Mike:
Jeremiah: Yeah, silence. 
Frank: Well, I deal medicine to people. 

the earth.
Mike: He’s a pharmacist.
Jeremiah: You’re a natural healer?
Frank: I’m a natural healer.
Jon: A shaman.

Frank: I’m a farmer. I sell Top Shelf. 

I’ll make you a deal.
Todd: 
the original lineup of the Adolescents to 
reform for your birthday?
Frank: I don’t remember if it was for my 
birthday, but I do remember saying, “I wanna 
see you guys all original.”
Todd: To whom are you saying this? Because 

Frank: Pretty much my old man. 
Todd: Who is…
Frank:
Todd: Of…
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Frank: The Adolescents.
Todd: And…
Frank: And Rik Agnew of the Adolescents. 
They play guitar and stuff.
Kevin:
Todd: 
Frank:
you think it’ll ever happen?” They’re like, 
“I don’t know. You’ve got to ask everyone.” 
So I asked Steve Soto and he said, “Yeah. I 
can see it happening. You’ve just got to get 
ahold of everyone.” So I got everyone’s 
number. I asked Tony and he said, “Well, I 
don’t know if we can do it with Casey.” Then 
I asked Casey, and Casey said “yeah,” and 

played three and half songs. But the forth 
song—there were so many people in there 
and it was so jam packed that people were 
on top of each other, holding on to the ceiling 
that the ceiling caved in on one side.
Mike:
Todd: I was there. People came through the 
roof and fell down. It was so packed I could 
not bring a beer to my lips. I couldn’t get my 
arms up. It was freaky.
Kevin: There was yellow rope around the 
band. It didn’t work.
Mike: The only reason I didn’t go to that is 
that I knew it would be a clusterfuck.
Todd: It was scary.
Kevin: I almost got my ass kicked by some 
fuckin’ jock-ass motherfucker. He’s like, 

“Why are you standing in front of me?” “I’m 
coming to the front. It’s the Adolescents.” 
“You just got in my way.” I’m like, “I don’t 

me, but I’m going to watch the Adolescents. 

Mike:
It was just so his band CTW could open 
for them and he could look good in front of 
chicks. He wanted to get laid.
Todd: CTW?
Frank:
Daryl: Jon, how did you realize that you 
could sing like that?
Jon: I don’t know. My intention was never 
to sing in the band. I wanted to play bass. 

about singing, actually, and told me I should 
sing more. So I started practicing it and 

Ramone. Screw that. I want to be myself. 
Now I’m singing how I want to sing.
Todd: I know nothing about playing bass, but 
it looks like you’re playing a lot of notes.
Jon: I act.
Todd: But how do you not be a douche about 
it? You’re not being Primus dude.
Jon: Les Claypool is kind of a douche about it. 
Todd: 
Jon: I don’t know. I just practice a lot. I 
suck at guitar. I can’t play with a pick. I love 
bass. Maybe it’s watching Mike Watt. John 

Todd: 
Jon: They’re a great band. They’re called 
The Who. Things like that. Learning. 

always something to learn.
Mike: He’s only been playing since he 
was nineteen.
Todd: And you’re twenty-two right now?
Frank: According to the bio.
Jon:
Todd: Because when people get better, they 
tend to get douchey. Just clarifying. So, 

Frank: It was one of the highlights of my life.
Todd: 
Frank:
on tour and we were driving. We saw a sign 

I said, “We gotta stop off.” 
Jeremiah: 
Frank: I know. And everyone was like, “Yeah.”
Daryl: Because Star Trek is important to 
White Night.
Mike: It’s very important.
Jeremiah: I accidentally licked the chair.
Todd: Accidentally?
Jeremiah: I’m a little unsteady on my feet. 
My tongue was out a little too far.
Frank: If you would have done that, there 
would have been security guards kickin’ 
his ass.
Jeremiah: 

BOTH PHOTOS: TODD
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Mike: No, that happened. That photo didn’t 
make the record cut.
Jeremiah: No, it didn’t. It’s like a B-side. 
I’m not that photogenic.
Todd: More of a personal moment.
Jeremiah: 
probably on that,” or something.
Mike:
Jeremiah: I had a sore throat the rest of 
the time.
Mike: I can vouch that at least three of us are 
big fans of Star Trek.
Todd: We talking TOS—The Original Series?
Frank: I celebrate all forms of Star Trek, 

Mike:
for TOS.
Jon: Captain Picard sucks. He looks like he’s 
stupid on television.
Frank:

was good.
Mike:
Frank: I think the ethics in Star Trek are 

great and the morals are great and they should 
throw away the bible and just show people 

Personally.
Todd: What are the ethics and ideas in Star 
Trek that has informed White Night as a 
whole?
Frank: To fuckin’ seek out new life and new 

Jeremiah: All the time… All you do is 
sleep, though.
Mike: He sleeps and he doesn’t drive.
Frank: 
Jeremiah: I’m mortal… Assholes.
Frank: The Japanese guy.
Jeremiah: I mostly drive, actually.
Todd: I don’t ask this question lightly. 
Cocaine. There’s a lot of cocaine in your 

different mentions of cocaine directly in 

Jeremiah: Look how big his nose is.
Frank: I don’t like coke.

Todd: I’m not accusing anybody of anything. 
I’m just saying in the water, on the mirror.
Jon: We’re not cokeheads.
Todd: I’m not suggesting that.
Jon: Those songs are usually about 
adventures that we had when we were 

how me and Mike used to ride our bikes and 
we used to have cocaines in our shoes.
Todd: Cocaines.
Mike: Plural.
Jon: We used to party when we were younger, 
like everybody else has, but we just admit it.
Frank: Yeah. We partied hard when we 
were younger.
Jon: We used to ride from party to party on 
our bicycles and have a good time the whole 
night. That’s what the whole song’s about.
Todd: So what does “Transgender” have to 
do with anything in that song?
Jon: We just thought it was a funny title. 

Frank: Nothing. Stupid, mindless drivel. 
Cocaine is cool, I guess, if you like to drink 



because it keeps you drinking, but I never 
liked it. I preferred meth when I was doing 
drugs, personally.
Mike: To this day, I’ve never even done 
cocaine.
Todd: Because this all falls into the White 
Night name. Just saying.
Mike: The truth is that we’re just really big 
potheads.
Frank: I love to smoke weed. And drink.
Mike: I’m not going to lie about that. 

Frank:
says I can.
Todd: The other question, thematically, with 

been nice to you? Have you ever had a good, 
healthy romantic relationship? 
Jon:

Daryl: Jon, why are you always fucking with 

Jon: Look at him.

Jeremiah: You can’t look at him. Let’s 
describe him for a second. He’s got a 
cereal shirt.
Frank:
That’s cool.
Jeremiah: That’s not cool.
Kevin: I’ll decide what’s cool.
Frank:
Kevin:
He rules.
Frank: Guitarists stick together.
Jeremiah: Ask him what was the last time he 
washed his pants.
Frank: Yesterday!
Mike: Turns out, the rest of us are cynical 

Daryl: I feel like, continually, you’re 

Mike: We all are.
Jon: That’s what happens when you look 
like the fat guy from Kindergarten Cop.
Frank: I do not look like that guy.
Mike: I’m glad that’s on record.
Jon: That’s what happens.

Frank: I always thought I was more of a 

Jon:
“Oh, wait. We’re supposed to have money?”
Frank: We were supposed to be getting paid. 
Jeremiah: 

Jon: There’s all these burrito places around. 

Frank:
Jon:
Jeremiah: He needs a taquito.
Mike: 
us sometimes.
Jon: He puts it upon himself.
Todd: 

Jeremiah: You’re poor.
Mike: He doesn’t know.
Frank:
Mike: Correct.
Jeremiah: I think they used to be called 
food stamps.
Todd: 
Kevin:
Todd: 
talk poorly of it?
Kevin: I think he talked poorly about 
Porch Core.
Todd: Oh, that’s right.
Kevin:

doesn’t subscribe to the Subgenius because 
it’s a big universe.
Frank: It’s a hard thing to swallow if you 
don’t have the cojones.
Mike: He doesn’t want to cross Satan, 
basically.
Todd: So what are some tenets of the 
Slack Mafia?
Jeremiah: 
Kevin: Complete slack.
Frank: I sleep in every day ‘til twelve.
Mike: Bob will provide, no matter how little 
you actually accomplish.
Frank:
Kevin: One of the best Subgenius rules is, 
“If you can’t tell the difference between your 

Mike:
if they can’t take a joke,” because nothing’s 
sacred. And that’s why we’re assholes.
Frank: There’s humor in everything. Pretty 

Daryl: I’m kind of curious about where 
White Night stands.
Frank: We sit.
Daryl: Across the board, you guys operate 

you release, shows you organize in your 
own residence.
Todd: Record labels that you run.
Frank:

BA
BE



Daryl: Well, free food you acquire.
Frank: Just banging it all out.
Daryl:
like a lot of lesser bands would on a much 

Mike: That’s a good question.
Frank:

Daryl: This question isn’t so much about the 

Jeremiah: What are you talking about?
Frank: Pretty much, in a nutshell, what we 
stand for is all the shit that The Avengers and 

Justice League of America—we’re down 
with all that, you know?
Jeremiah: What? Shitty comics that nobody 
reads?
Frank: Like Spider-Man.
Jeremiah: What, dude? C’mon now, how 
many fuckin’ Avengers fuckin’ comics do 
you own?
Mike: Quite a few, actually.
Jeremiah: I’ve seen your room. You don’t 
have any.
Mike: I haven’t shown them to you.
Jon: That was a deep question and you 
answered like shit.
Mike:
Jon: Get deep, Mike.
Mike: I don’t know where White Night 
stands, honestly. Because I don’t think we 
stand anywhere.
Todd: But there’s a conscious decision to do 
what you do. You recorded the record with 

in the band. Is it purely out of necessity or is 
it a conscious decision?
Mike: It is a conscious decision.
Todd: What informs that conscious decision?
Mike: Conscious decision—we like making 
music and we like working with our friends 
more than anything else.
Todd: And you’ve said you’re douchebags, 
but…
Jon:
Todd: But you do non-douchey things, 
righteous things; things that help music out, 
help out more than just you as a band. Why?
Mike: I would at least tie that into the 
fact that everybody that we’ve ever been 
interested in or inspired by are pretty cool 

people. The whole way that I came up 
was hanging out or listening to the Recess 

who started living in Pedro, and learning it 
from those dudes.
Frank: Brought it to Anaheim.
Mike: They had the best perspective. They 
had a really good sense of humor that was in 
line with ours and they had a good mentality. 
No bullshit rock star vibes.
Frank: Just the love to do it.
Mike: 

Frank: Play music.
Todd: But, I can see a lot of people having 
fun and then they become Pennywise.
Jeremiah: I had to pee so badly and they 
wouldn’t even pull over for me. I had to take 
a piss in two separate bottles on the way over 
here because my friends wouldn’t fuckin’ 
pull over. Whatever.
Mike: I think that everything equates to the 
fact that we’re pretty big dicks to each other, 
which makes us, I guess, a little bit stronger. 
But we’ve never been good with money.
Jon: Band fund? 
Mike:

Frank: We’re musicians, not businessmen.
Todd: 
touchstones? Recess is a good one. You see 
it happening in front of you. You see it as 
a model.
Jon: No. Whatever happens, happens. We 
put it out ourselves or someone else wants 
to put it out. To be on vinyl is just awesome. 
I just love it.
Todd: Is there something you wouldn’t do?
Jeremiah: 
Mike: The possibilities are endless.
Frank: I wouldn’t take money from a 
corporation.
Jeremiah: Says a guy who’s wearing a 

Frank: They didn’t give me money for this. 
I wear this because I like it.
Jeremiah: And you gave them money to 
fuckin’ wear it.
Frank: No. I gave fuckin’ Goodwill money, 
man. Two dollars to the Goodwill store.
Mike: So, no car commercials, then?

Frank: No. I would not do a car commercial.
Mike: Those are kinda lame.
Jeremiah: I like cars. 
Todd: Jon, what are your boundaries?
Jon: Being modest. Not being a douche 
about anything. Take it as it stands. All our 
friends play music and it’s all awesome to go 
and be there for the music instead of being 
there to be social and be stupid. Sometimes, 
at our house, we’ll throw a show and we’re 
there for the touring bands. We like to have 
a good time about it. It’s all we do. We want 
to have a good time every show—even if 

there’s nobody there, a lot of people there. 
If there’s nobody there and we played a good 

gives a shit?
Jeremiah: 
Mike: You didn’t have a phone until yesterday.
Jeremiah: I hung up on my grandma to do 
this fuckin’ shit.
Mike: What were we supposed to do? Instant 
message you on your iPod Touch?
Jon: We just want to have a good time. That’s 
it. And traveling.
Frank: Greatest thing.
Jon: We get to play shows with our friends 

Milwaukee on Christmas day. 
Frank: In Matty Awesome’s room.
Jon: I’d rather do that than any other big 
show anytime. 
Frank: 

corporation, right?
Mike:
Jon: Per-nid-i-um.
Todd: Let’s leave it with one thing. Are you 
guys racist?
All: No.
Jeremiah: 
Frank:
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Adam Bowers
• Cheap Girls, Giant Orange
• Crimpshrine, The Sound of a 
New World Being Born
• Mogwai, Hardcore Will Never 
Die but You Will
• Archers Of Loaf, Vee Vee

Adrian Salas
Five (or so) Best of 2012

She’s an Alarm
Visions / 

Torche, Harmonicraft
Open Your Heart / 

Propagandhi, Failed States
2. Cloud Nothings, 
Attack on Memory

Royal Headache

Art Ettinger
• Todd Congelliere, 
Time to Be a Pussy 
• Yellow Stitches, Good Times 
Violent Crimes 

LP

From Sea to Sea
DLVNVN LP

Chad Price

Failed States LP

and Rejoice the End

Living in the Void
Cursed LP

Librarians

Chris Mason

Future Ways LP
Silver Age LP

Making Paper Roses LP

Chris Terry
I’m Not Alone LP

good kid 
m.A.A.d. city LP

Electric Blanket LP
Up LP

Balloon Beanbag Chair” in 
Curbside Splendor

Christina Zamora
Top 5 Records I Can’t Stop 
Listening to on Repeat

Another Girl, Another Planet
2. Crusades, The Sun Is Down 
and the Night Is Riding In LP

Western Problems LP

Beauty & the Beat LP

Craven Rock

Learn about them and support 

Couldn’t Get Worse LP
Peace Is Every Step

The Great Gatsby 

Daryl Gussin
• Bill Bondsmen, 

• Grabass Charlestons, 
Dale and the Careeners LP

• Tom Grrrl, live at VLHS
• School Jerks, Self-titled LP tie 
with River City Tanlines, 
Coast to Coast LP

Designated Dale

rock and Thin Lizzy proven to 
kick all your asses.
2. Born Loose, Self-titled LP. 
Larry May & Co. deliver the 
sonic salvation of rock’n’roll, 
straight to your ears.

JamesNintendoNerd.

way of traveling cruise ship.

Gretel on said cruise ship. I 
heart you, all-you-can stomach 
NY-style pizza.

Ever a.k.a. The Girl About Town

Choe, Adira Amram And The 

2. The Melvins at Masonic Lodge 

Release Party with Bombón 

Permanent Records

Jeff Proctor
Top 5 Bands of 2012

Jennifer Federico
Top 5 Oldies but Goodies 
(American)
• “Blitzkrieg Bop” 

• “New Pleasure” by Richard 

• “I Wanna Be Loved” by 
Johnny Thunders And The 

Jimmy Alvarado
Funky Fresh Five
• No More Art, 
Trouble to Breathe
• March Violets, 
Botanic Verses

• Marley
• Cravats, In Toytown
• 
Scenes from 1980s Southern 
California
and Jordan Schwartz

Joe Dana

Techno at VLHS

Black Hands, and As If And The 
Whatevers at Three Clubs

Girls, and American Lies at 
the Redwood

at LACMA

Josh Brown
Top 5 Live Shows/Sets of 2012

Montpelier, VT

Juan Espinosa

• Total Control, “Scene from a 

• The Ropes, 
“Always Nothing” Cassette
• Sea Of Shit/Water Torture, 

that Claudia made for me

Keith Rosson
• Banditas, Save the Rats LP
• Chicken’s Call, 27 LP
• The Ask

• Great Apes, Self-titled and 

• archive.org/details/OTRR_
Gunsmoke_Singles, which hosts 

of the Gunsmoke radio program 

Dale

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE

and the Careeners 



Kevin Dunn
• Lemuria, “Cannonballs to 

• So Cow / Squarehead, 
Out of Season
• Moutpiece, Black Banana
• Teeth, The Strain LP
• Hand Job: A Labor of Love

Comics Collective

Kurt Morris
Top Five Albums of 2012 
(In No Particular Order)
• Prayer Breakfast, 
Family Business LP
• Merchandise, 
Children of Desire LP
• Baroness, Yellow & Green LP
• Burning Love, 
Rotten Thing to Say LP
• Strand Of Oaks, 
Dark Shores LP

Marcus Solomon
Top 5 Songs I First Heard in 
1980 at the Skatepark that 
Introduced Me to Punk Rock

“Police Truck”

“God Save the Queen”

• Buzzcocks, “Boredom”
• Plasmatics, “Butcher Baby”

Marty Ploy
Top 5 Bands I Got Turned 
onto in 2012
• Murmurs
• Siren Songs
• White Lung
• Square Business
• Neighborhood Brats

Matt Average
• Blue Cross, I Am Death LP

The Attic LP
• Beartrap, Sleep Deprivation
• Modra, 
The Line for the Men’s Room LP

Creation and Destroy LP

Mike Bruno

• Neil Young & Crazy Horse, 
Psychedelic Pill
• Nervosas, Descension
• Audacity, Mellow Cruisers LP
• Low Culture, Screens

Mike Frame
La Futura 

Little Victories 

Pure 

new albums

Ghost LP

Nardwuar
TeenBeat Mayhem book by 

2. Black and White Illustrations 
book by Raymond Biesinger 

Perfect Youth book by Sam 

document of the birth of 

In Time

Nick Toerner
• Grabass Charlestons, 
Dale and the Careeners LP
• Vacation, Shitty City
• Parasol, Crush Season

Hard Life LP
Cocamotion LP

Nighthawk
• Neighborhood Brats, 

• Watching Mr. Belvedere
on YouTube
• Starting my own record label

Nørb

Brand New Beat LP
• Legendary Wings, 
Making Paper Roses LP
• Medical Tourists, Self-titled LP
• Onions, Self-titled LP
• Porcharitas, 
Get Wasted With...

Paul J. Comeau
Top Five Favorite 
Releases of 2012

2. Converge, All We Love We 
Leave Behind

Bitter Clarity, 
Uncommon Grace

Zoo
Honorable Mention: The Coup, 
Sorry to Bother You

Replay Dave
• Tragedy, Darker Days Ahead LP
• Hot Water Music, 
Live In Chicago
• Van Morrison, 
Astral Weeks LP

The Odds LP

Rick Ecker

2. My cat Hamilton, for giving 
me eight years with her before 
we had to say goodbye to her.

my dream since high school.

watching Rock’n’roll High 
School in the theater.

Naked Rob

A Message of 
Love

Not You

rock, garage, pop comp from 

Living 
in Hell

Destined for 
Disaster

Ryan Horky

Vision Quest

Creation and Destroy LP
Satanic Royalty LP

 Blue Water LP

Manic Recession

Sal Lucci

2006-2008 LP
Evening

News
months and I can’t stop listening 
to it!

Sean Arenas
• Tom Grrrl, Even When She’s 
Losing, She Is Still Winning

Fambly 42 Cassette

• Walter Mitty & 
His Makeshift Orchestra,
‘09-’11 Discography Cassette
• Headwind, Fall Back
• Roman Candles, This One’s 
for Terminal Boredom Cassette

Sean Koepenick
Bands that are Playing Salad

 Documentary Party at The 
Black Cat in D.C. on 12/28-
12/29/12

2. Government Issue / 

Stephen Hart

Container Ships
Desertshore

Honor Found in Decay
The Seer

World Series

Toby Tober
Top 5 Movies I 
Have Enjoyed Recently

Better This World
2. Kill All Redneck Pricks

Safety Not Guaranteed
Wild Bill
How’s Your News?

Todd Taylor
• Grabass Charlestons, 
Dale and the Careeners LP
• Solid Attitude, 
BB Gun Picnic LP
• Lost Sounds, 
Lost Lost
• Pink Reason, 

“The Librarians Are Hiding 

• Heavy Times, “

Ty Stranglehold
Top 5 Records of 2012

Meltdown
Fambly 42

The Wolf You Feed
Silver Age

Müde und Einsam



16: Lost Tracks of Time: 12”
Heavy, riff-laden groove music with 
lyrics about hating yourself. This is 
what I want to listen to all day. These 
were recorded the same time as Zoloft 
Smile
lame leftovers or out of place with 
the songs that made it to the album. 

together cohesively and I can see how 
maybe they intended to put this out as 

the wayside. These guys were around 
during the original stoner/sludge boom 

older, they still show a band that had 
their shit together and were already 
ahead of the pack, sonically speaking. 

or Cavity because they play that angry 
dirge-y style of metal but can still pull 
off punk beats and power chords when 
they want to. This is the soundtrack to 
getting fucked up and punching the 
steering wheel because your whole 

stoner stuff you already know this 
band, but if you are into newer bands 

ADAM MOWERY: 
Four Track Mind: Cassette
An hour of light, pretty, depressing, 
and magical songs from a very 
talented songwriter, Four Track 
Mind is a bold collection of twenty-

Adam Mowery. An unsung hero 
of underground pop, Mowery does 
his own thing and does it well. His 
lyrics are haunting and morose, yet 
stimulating. They’d sound ridiculous 

are a rare set of tunes that honestly 
work best on the cassette format that 
they’re presented on here. You’ll have 
a one-track, Mowery music-hunting 
mind after aurally ingesting this tape. 

ADAM WIDENER: Cola Kids Hanging 
Out in the Bubble Dome: 7”EP
Pogo much? This is skinny ties and 
horn rimmed glasses kinda music. Out 

punk tracks with snappy melodies and 

Inventive garage riffs and harmonies 
make this a stand out in this genre. 
If you’re in need of a little sunshine 
in these winter months, pick this up. 

ANCIENT FILTH: The Illusion of 
Freedom Is Control: Cassette

back into it full force with their 
second release of the year after an 

The formula is essentially the same 
as the last recording: fast hardcore, 
with raging vocals and lyrics calling 
out for a higher consciousness of 

one ripper after another worthy of any 
sweaty basement show mosh fest and 

on both sides, making this perfect for 

this cassette deserves. Absolutely 

ANTHRAX: All for the Cause: CD

metal band of the same name, this 

active during that sub-scene’s prime 

compilation tracks rich with the musical 

personality of their own. Some thirty-

two years down the road, they’ve self-

nattily packaged in a brown envelope 
with a lyric booklet, a poster of the 

featuring all new material. They can 
still kick up dust with the best of ‘em, 
but there’s also a slightly more modern 

Lyrically, they remain as astute as ever, 
with commentary on the futility of war 

them, austerity, the evils of capitalism 
and the consumerist mentality that feeds 
it, and even an introspective critique of 
punk’s apparent misplacement of its 
purpose and/or its soul. Many of these 
“old bands give it another go” releases 

and demonstrations at how horribly 
songwriting skills can degenerate when 
a band forgets what it’s about. This isn’t 
one of ‘em. Much respect due, much 
respect given, and here’s hoping this 
ain’t just a one-off. –Jimmy Alvarado 

ANTiSEEN: Blood of Freaks: 
The Singles 1989-1992: LP

LP that compiles the songs from seven 
of the band’s best records, originally 

appear on this collection, including 

two hundred copies on tri-colored 

to go quickly. As I’ve written in these 
pages many times before, anyone into 

this classic band a chance. Blood of 
Freaks 

making it a very easy task to amass 
a hearty collection of their releases. 
Mikey likes Life cereal. You’ll like 

ATTACK SHIPS ON FIRE: Vegas Soul: CD

blank. Pennywise meets Clutch in 
some kind of unholy brogasm. I can’t 
unhear this shit. –Ty Stranglehold 

BANDITAS: Save the Rats: LP
Hands down, Save the Rats is the 
sleeper hit of this review batch. I really 

Banditas sound is actually a bit hard 
to pin down, I do know that I really, 
really like what I’m hearing. A female 
three-piece with a sound that’s a wildly 

garage, country, and even gospel… and
it’s coherent. And
sweet “he done me wrong” songs 
coupled with a stunning solemnity that 
really works in their favor—it’s that 
sense of solemnity, coupled with the 
simple fact that these people sing really 
beautifully, that makes this record 
so rad. “Harmony Glass” is a perfect 

and spooky reverb-heavy number laden 
with gorgeous harmonies and a slowly 
simmering rhythm section culminating 

throughout the entire record, the effect 
does. This is a great, great album. 

BARBARAS, THE: 2006-2008: LP
The Barbaras originally released their 

was a good choice. The Barbaras often 
channel the ethereal energy that made 

catchy choruses are a stew of upbeat 

touches of fuzz and echo. “Topsy Turvey 

vocals and jumpy beats that make for 
enjoyable shore gazing. If Brian Wilson 

the result. It’s a nice beach accessory. 
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"This is the soundtrack to getting fucked up 
and punching the steering wheel because 
your whole family hates you."
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BEARTRAP: Sleep Eradication: EP
One of those bands that gets better with 
each release. They sound like they’ve 
been locked up in the practice room for 
weeks, or on tour for a year constantly 
playing. The songs are tight and the 
delivery is “brutal,” as I hear the high 

blasts of harsh thrash on one side of a 

songs—they just rip into one after the 
other—creating the feel of a live show. 
I love how the bass opens up the record 
on the down stroke! Totally helps in 
creating this idea of hell breaking loose. 
The vocals are delivered fast as hell, 
making me think the singer must look 
like a rabid dog with slobber all around 

The drums are played like they were 
meant to be busted on every song, and, 
best of all, despite these songs being 
played like there’s no tomorrow, there 
are some catchy elements in here as 
well. Music for the misanthropic and 

BEDFORD FALLS: Elegant Balloons: CD
I really liked this a whole bunch. 

punk-derived rock’n’roll the likes of 

the Lemonheads after they were punk 
but before they went totally hippy-

they 
were punk and before they made their 
sappy, watered-down fortune, and Hang 
Time

time since I’ve heard a new record that 
can pull off this sound without sounding 
derivative or tributary, and Bedford 

BIKES: Self-titled: LP
Now that mainstream rock is dead, 

truth be told, has been happening since 

album White Blood Cells
one welcome our new fuzz-oriented 
overlords. Bikes is the sound of the 

I can’t help but look fondly on this new 
nostalgia we’ve collected in rock’n’roll. 
More than anything, a musical history 

maps were drawn by artists in a long-
ago time, but that doesn’t mean they’re 
accurate or even complete. Bikes, keep 

BILL BONDSMEN: “Nineteen” b/w 
“Things Fall Apart”: 7”
Truly original hardcore punk! This 

time I saw their name on someone’s 
shirt. Bill Bondsmen? Awesome. On 
this record they crank out a double 
dose of dynamic, vicious, degenerated, 
mutated punk, and then leave you 
helpless, listening to a lock groove 

for about thirty seconds before you 
even grasp what just happened. Silk-
screened cover, self-released by the 

BING SELFISH: Spanish Dictators: EP

punk and power pop back from the 

obscurity. I have no idea how this dude 

in their garage in Hay-On-Wye in 

family never heard. Some of this stuff 
is really great… hidden gems. This??? 
Garbage… buncha dudes noodling in 
a garage somewhere. Not the least bit 

BLOODTYPES, THE: Just Your Type: CD
According to their website, they’re 
self-described “prog-punkers.” While 
I ain’t hearin’ the “prog” part of the 

“punk”: simple, catchy, thuddy punk 

and “Radiation Sickness.” As with 
many of their Northwestern peers, they 
take that SoCal beach punk template 
and just run riot with it—hooks 
aplenty, pummeling power chords, 
and some nice backup vocals to boot, 

with the results sounding reminiscent 

without anyone blinking an eye. 

BLUE CROSS: I Am Death: LP
I’m definitely enjoying the 
resurgence of death rock these past 
couple years. Blue Cross definitely 

couple months back, and they were 
playing this. My friend was losing 
his mind over it. “Gah!! Who is 
this? Are they an old band?” Nope. 

members been in/are in bands like 

showed him the LP and suggested 
he add it to his foot-high stack of 
seven inchers. Seriously, if you 
like the dark and cold stuff, you 
will love this record. Think early 

darker. As though they mated with 

spawn. The guitar has that nice and 
dark sound, as well as those ice cold 
notes that have a way of bleeding 
all over the place, and creating 
this air of despair. Then there’s the 
bass that lurks under it all, guiding 
you further into the gloom. The 
rhythms are plodding at times, and 
rumbling others. The vocals have a 
slight echo going on, giving them 
an otherworldly quality. “Coming 
Back to Haunt You” and “The Man 



despairing, whereas songs like “No 

most upbeat and has a riff and outro 
very similar to the Adolescents 
“Amoeba.” Perfect listening for the 

BOB MOULD: Silver Age: CD/LP
Bob Mould’s latest solo album 
arrives twenty years after the release 
of Copper Blue, the much-heralded 
album from his power pop band, 
Sugar. Interestingly enough, despite 
being a “solo” album, Silver Age is 
quite reminiscent of Mould’s former 
act. These ten songs clocking in 
at thirty-eight minutes are power 

of Superchunk and bassist Jason 
Narducy of Telekinesis form a 
great backing band with energy and 
strength to match Mould’s. There is a 

voice that emanate positivity and 
strength. Sure, this isn’t as good as 

although it does retain some of the 

album that Mould should be proud 

infectious rock songs I’ve heard in a 
while and the other material makes 
for good driving music. There’s a 
lot of positive vibes on here and, 

Silver Age
shows that Bob Mould is still writing 
some great material. Aging Hüsker 

BRAIN TUMORS:
Fuck You Forever: 7”EP
At their core, Brain Tumors are a band 
that mete out potent hardcore that 
eschews any metal trappings in favor 
of sloppy, full-bore thrash. The devil’s 
in the details, though, with sly hooks 
embedded into the tuneage, over-
the-top performances, and obligatory 
slower sections that don’t come off 

but this is another winner. –Jimmy 

BRICK MOWER: My Hateable Face: LP

deprecating lyrics about cigarettes and 
loneliness. The songs are midtempo and 
pound, thanks to a strong rhythm section. 

you told me that I saw this band with 

to Party of Five, I’d totally believe you. 

BUCK BILOXI AND THE FUCKS: 
Self-titled: 7”

snotty vocals. The lyrics address hatred 

for those “Weirdos on the Street.” 

but who’s counting? Catchy, snotty, 
negative and addictive. A band to look 

CAIRO PYTHIAN: Toytowne: 12” EP 
Cairo Pythian is a one person recording 

Toytowne comes to listeners from 

for putting out releases by somewhat 
obscure, but deeply talented artists. 

company. A bit enigmatic, he describes 
his music as “adult contemporary,” and 

Only occasionally performing, Cairo 
Pythian seldom even practices or writes 
outside the immediacy of the recording 
studio. What he crafts in that setting 
is dark, brooding, and hypnotic synth 
pop, calling to mind progenitors of the 
sound while at the same time crafting 
something fresh and unique. Side A of 
the starts with a few simple notes and 
builds up from there into a steady, but 
subdued beat which he sings over. The 
simplicity and repetitiveness of the beat 
gets it caught in the listener’s head, 
making them hang on every word of the 
vocals. There’s only a hint of silence as 

subdued beats of the track “Matthew 
Churchill,” follow. Side A concludes 

with “Colouring Book,” which has 
an echo-y, droning opening before 
mellowing into a series of synth riffs 
that build off one another. If a robot’s 
dreams were turned to music, I think 
they’d resemble the sound captured on 
this track. The opening track of Side B, 
“White Wicker,” is less synth-driven 

a spoken word intro, it is a guitar and 
drums track with a lot of reverb on the 
part of the guitars, and a pretty badass 

“White Wicker,” is a kicker of a song. 
The whole record seems to ebb and 

gives way to the mellow “Puce Cross,” 
followed by the very danceable “Naked 
under Suede.” If there’s a track on this 
that I could imagine getting spun at 
the club, this is the track. Toytowne
ends with “Laced,” another mellow 
track that winds the record down to 
its conclusion. The more I listened to 
this record, the more I kept wanting 
to listen to it, and it has occupied my 
turntable for a number of hours. While 
not something I’d normally be into, 
I found every track on this record 
infectious, and couldn’t get enough. 

CAR 87: Trapped: 7”
Brutal hardcore punk coming out of 
Vancouver. This kind of hatred and 
nihilism brings Poison Idea to mind and 
that is never a bad thing. These guys 

heaviest, but I get the same feeling 



when I listen to the record. If you 

where these songs are coming from. It’s 

CATALYST, THE: Voyager: LP
Long-running Virginia band The 
Catalyst infuse the full-throttle grooves 
of stoner metal with metalcore’s 
element of surprise. They avoid each 
genre’s pitfalls—monotony, technically 
impressive but unfocused songs—and 
come out with an album that blasts 
forward like a comet. Suggested for 

will now name the dances that I did 
while playing this record, to give you 
an idea of the bearded space voyage 
that I went on in front of my stereo: 

Revver, The Bass Machine Gun, The 
Wiping Condensation off the Window 
of a Space Vessel. Might I also add that 
“Voyager” is a treat to look at. There is a 

planet inside the gatefold, and the record 
itself is an orange and yellow vinyl 
supernova. Oh yeah, and they named a 
song after the high school I graduated 

CHAD FREY: Audiorape: CD
This is some really weird outsider 
stuff with bad lyrics sung-spoken off-
key over generic guitar riffs. He sings 
about being depressed and how TV 
and junk food are bad for you and how 

you shouldn’t download illegally. It’s 
really, really bad, maybe some of the 
most hardcore of outsider music fans 
could get some pleasure from it, but 
even that’s a reach. Stay away. –Craven 

CHANNEL 3: Land of the Free: 7”

kicking out a couple o’ new singalongs 
for yet another generation of kids who 
appreciate a band with more on their 

time ‘round, they address the narrow-
mindedness of some in the “Land of 

surviving domestic violence. Both 
handily make their point without being 
preachy and do it with a sound that has 

their signature style. Also comes with a 

tracks to the deal, including another duet 
with Maria Montoya, who the older 
fans will remember from her last stint 

Cheap.” As with most Hostage releases, 
there are a limited number of these 
bad boys out there, so start scramblin’. 

CHERRY BOMBS DK:
Punks on Parole: CD

for the last twelve years or so. My 
question is: why aren’t they better 
known? There is some great punk 

by the best in American and British 
punk and hardcore, but still managing 

to keep it sounding fresh is no easy 
task, but these guys are on it. Raw 
and catchy is special here and they’re 
serving it up. Now I’m on a mission to 
track down their other releases. Great 

CLEAN, THE: Oddities: 2 x LP
One of those times where I came upon 

the Razorcake bunker. I’m thumbing 
through, picking out stuff to review, 
and I see this gem. Thought for a couple 

tell me I was on Candid Camera or 
something. Grabbed this, and soon as 
I came home, put it on the stereo and 
was blown away. Originally released 

sides and other odds and ends recorded 

quality is not that rough when you think 
about where it came from and what it is. 
Stuff like “Thumbs Off” and “Getting 
Older” is classic. “Mudchucker Blues” 
pre-dates bands Pussy Galore and Jon 

of the material towards the end is more 
fragmented and sounds like they were 
working out some ideas. However, it’s 
all worth spending many afternoons 
with. Packaged in a gatefold cover, with 

timmy@chaosintejas.com, chaosintejas.

COMBOMATIX: Self-titled: LP
This album is comprised of an enjoyable 

riffs. Heavily distorted bass and vocals, 
tambourines, and naturally distorted 
guitars are in play for danceable, Back 
from the Grave phrasing with a hint 

“about to fall apart” feel with solid 
playing moving in and out of full-on, 
driving beats and jumpier fare. Well 
done. You should get this album and slip 
it in with your party records and then 
wait for someone to say: “Who is this?” 
Then you can say: “Oh, you never heard 

will be like: “Oh, yeah. I think I’ve heard 
of them.” And so on. What I’m getting at 
here is that it’s pretty rockin’ for fans of 

attitude about using now. –Billups Allen 

CONFINES: Some Sick Joke: 7” EP
Some heavy duty Boston hardcore here 
that’s out to pummel the listener into 
compliance. Of the three tunes here, 
only one goes the thrashy route, with the 
other two opting for intensity and sheer 
brute force instead of dazzling tempo 
trickery or metallic masturbation. Stuff 
like this can go either way, and these 

”
side of the road this time out. –Jimmy 

CONVERGE: All We Love We 
Leave Behind: CD/LP
When your band’s discography 



albums like Petitioning the Empty Sky,
When Forever Comes Crashing, and 
Jane Doe, I’d imagine that approaching 
the writing of a new album is a gut-

to recapture the lightning in the bottle 
of their earlier glory, churning out 
record after record of derivative clones 

recapturing the magic of the original. 
Converge though, are not a lesser band, 
and the trails they musically blaze on 
every album seem to take the band 
to even more towering heights of 
greatness. While countless others have 
tried to imitate them over the years, 
Converge have a chameleon-like way 
of reinventing themselves on each new 
album, each time bringing something 
that is both fresh, but distinctly their 
own. All We Love We Leave Behind is 

hardcore fury that we’ve all come 

bassist Nate Newton each demonstrate 
their virtuosity, with some of the most 
technical playing of anything in the 
Converge catalog. Having one of 
the best drummers in hardcore, Ben 

the end result is spastic, aggressive, 
and also really damn catchy. There 
are some great riffs on this record, 
sure to please hardcore and more 

Bannon has always been one of my 
favorite lyricists, and on tracks like 
“Aimless Arrow,” “Sadness Comes 
Home,” the title track, and the closer 

“Predatory Glow,” he’s written some of 
my favorite Converge lyrics. Bannon 
is known for having one of the most 
distinct, guttural, and abrasive voices in 
hardcore, with a howl more terrifying 
than the scariest banshee screams. On 
All We Love We Leave Behind he also 
demonstrates a very dynamic range, 
with spoken word and sung-spoken 
parts as in the opening track “Aimless 
Arrow.” This dynamism only serves 
to make his voice that much more 
impactful. After dozens upon dozens 
of spins, I can’t even begin to choose a 

been one of the best years of music in 
recent memory, and All We Love We 
Leave Behind is quickly clawing its 
way to the top of my list of albums of 

record since Jane Doe, but is arguably 
the pinnacle of their career to date—a 
musical triumph not to be missed. –

CONVERGE: All We Love We 
Leave Behind: CD/LP
At this point in their career, Converge’s 
songs, as well as their albums, are all 
starting to run together for me. The 

Petitioning the Empty 
Sky, When Forever Comes Crashing
will always be distinct, primarily 
because of the rough nature of the 
sound. Something happened, though, 

Jane 
Doe that catapulted them to a whole 
new level. Since then, thanks in part 

sharp production work, the band has 

maintained a professional but aggressive 
sound. While the albums since Jane 
Doe have all been masterful, there has 
been little to register any difference in 
sound between You Fail Me No 
Heroes Axe to Fall
They’re all brutal, intense, and have 
Jacob Bannon’s shrieking, wounded 
bird vocals. They’re all competently 
played and continually showcase 
Converge’s power and dominance as 
kings of the metalcore scene. While 
each album since Jane Doe has had its 
one or two slower songs, I wish there 

some of the songs on All We Love We 
Leave Behind—something to really 
make them stand out. All We Love 
We Leave Behind has fourteen songs 
clocking in at thirty-nine minutes. They 
are still intense and the “slower” song 
on the album, “Coral Blue,” might be 
the best “mellower” tune Converge has 
ever done, with a bluesy riff thrown in 
on the chorus. The rest of the material is 
blistering, pissed off, and runs together. 

banging my head and freaking out to 
this when I’m alone in my bedroom, but 
I’d just love for there to be some more 
distinction in the sound with this album. 

COOL MUTANTS: Self-titled: Cassette 
I don’t know about you, but when I’m 
forced to listen to a band’s cassette, I’m 
already pretty fed up with the band. 

remember why cassettes are obsolete 
as I’m struggling to get the plastic 

packaging off. Then I have ten minutes 
to diagnose what’s wrong with the 

minutes to try to make the cassette play 
before remembering that it broke four 

it because why would I? Then there’s 
another ten minutes of digging out my 
other cassette player from one of the 

minutes are completely gone because 

if she remembers seeing The Bouncing 
Souls with me in senior year of high 
school. Then I subtly try to feel her out 
for a bit to gauge whether or not she’s 

and get depressed and make myself 
pizza bagels. Anyway, what were we 
talking about? Oh yeah, this band isn’t 

CORMANS, THEE / PACIFICS, THE: 
Split: 7”
Thee Cormans play a fuzzed-out surf 
tune that would make a good soundtrack 
for a minute-long movie about a killer 
shark growing feet and chasing bikini 

drop a revved-up rave up about the sad 
life of a lonely caveman. B movies for 

CRACKBOX: Couldn’t Get Worse: LP
In the blackness of my despair during 
my time in Oakland, I felt unappreciated, 
worthless, and alienated. I am not fond 
of how I felt during those days or proud 



of my inability to bring myself out of 
that darkness. My friend John didn’t 
live with us long, but I liked having 
him around. John had a sensibility and 
a presence of mind about him that was 
refreshing amongst all of my bro-punk 
roommates. He brought me breakfast 
in bed on my birthday. Steph bought 
me beer, beef jerky, and gave me a 
stupid-looking bear she won in the claw 

She cut a lock of her dreads and stuck it 
in a hole she cut in the bear’s ass to give 
it a bit of style. Corrina managed to scam 
food stamps even though she didn’t live 
in Oakland. She spent most of them on 
my house for letting her stay for a while. 
She got a kick out of buying us a set 
of Pez dispensers featuring all of the 

displayed in a cardboard case, because 
it could be purchased on stamps as a 
food item. John left Oakland after about 
three months to be closer to his family 
and friends in New Orleans. There he 
walked in on his own burglary and got 
shot in the head. Steph lived with him 
in New Orleans and came home that 

never wanted to be in New Orleans, but 
wore a bracelet around her ankle that 
would send her to jail if she left. She 
did leave, though. She turned on the gas 
in her home and checked out. Corrina 
would move to New Orleans and start 

I would rave about after getting their 

by the vigor, soul, and integrity of the 

songs. This time, maybe not so much 
by coincidence, Razorcake sent me their 
second record, Couldn’t Get Worse, to 
review. I pulled out the lyric sheet to 
see Corrina’s photo-realistic drawing 
of Steph and John together and smiling. 
Playing the record I heard songs written 
about friends dying and being sad about 
it. I heard songs about the struggle to 

about resistance in a broken world. 
Songs about loss and damage and gritty 
hope. It was the best damned punk 
record ever made and if there’s anything 
else about it you want to know, you can 

CRACKS & SCARS: 
Stick To Your Guns: CD

speedy hardcore. These guys have been 
around for a long time in other bands 

this band. They combine all their older 

created a pretty damn good release 
with lots of power and passion. This is 

CRAVATS: In Toytown: 2 x CD

Captain Sensible, and Rudimentary 

parts Crass, Captain Beefheart, and what 
occasionally sounds like some coked-
out funk band on a Black Randy bender, 
they delivered abrasive, dissonant, and 
oddly groovy tunes with humor, tautness, 
and a level of musical sophistication that 
stood well outside the comfort zones 
of the average punker. Here their four 
singles on the Small Wonder label are 
collected with the titular album on one 
disc, which itself is paired with a new 

than Penny Rimbaud, who produced 
some of those early releases. Crucial 
stuff here for those who like their punk 
a bit more esoteric and challenging 
than the requisite polka beats. –Jimmy 

DADDY LONG LEGS: Evil Eye on You: CD
Since i seem to be chronically unable 
to describe bands such as this guitar/
drums/harmonica trio without using 
the phrase “bluesy squall” at least once, 
i might as well drop all pretense of 
insight and just call it “bluesy squall” 

is. Let me know to whom i address the 

kind of like what i imagine the Rolling 
Stones might have imagined they 
were sounding like when they were 
in actuality subjecting us to pale dreck 
like “Little Red Rooster,” however, 
more often than not, the disc kinda 
sounds like two Bob Log IIIs, a third 
guy bound and determined to do for the 
blues harp what Johnny Ramone did for 

motorcycle helmets nor Boob Scotch. 

sounds like Howlin’ Wolf doing that 
moaning thing in Hasil Adkins’s left 
ear, to noteworthy effect. Abidih abidih 

 –Rev. Nørb 

DEAD SKULL: Bangers: CDEP
Right up front, I’m not much of a fan 
of the average two-member band thing, 

drums/bass-drums thing. The reason 

enough to compensate for the sonic 
hole left by the missing instrument. 
This ain’t a big deal when we’re 
talking about something like rockabilly 
or some other roots-based music, but 
when it’s more rambunctious-oriented 

hand the instances where a band bucks 

personal preference thing, and I’m well 
aware that there are those who would 
disagree, but unfortunately, this is the 
case here. The songs are potent bits of 
primal rock/punk but the low end punch 

guitar wielded by someone with the 

DEAFHEAVEN: Roads to Judah: CD
The darlings of the blogosphere in 
the two years since their formation, 



including elements of black metal, 
shoegaze, and post-punk/post-rock 
into something uniquely their own. 
The duo of vocalist George Clarke 

acting as the primary songwriter and 
Clarke the primary lyricist. A revolving 
cast of supporting musicians has 

the release of their demo. Roads to 
Judah

single on the label. With four tracks 
clocking in at just under forty minutes, 
Roads to Judah is an atmospheric, 

track “Violet,” begins with a bit of an 
ambient soundscape, with clips in the 
background before guitars come in, 
followed by the rest of the band. The 
intensity builds note by note, layer upon 
layer, and riff upon riff, before crashing 
over the listener in waves of sound. 
There’s a movie soundtrack feeling 
evoked by the progression. Breaks 
between each track are brief, as though 
allowing the listener time to catch 
their breath before submerging them 
once more in an ocean of sonic waves. 

track, “Language Games,” there’s a 
particularly noticeable break before 

opens with a slow melodic intro, before 
steadily ratcheting the intensity back 

“Tunnel of Trees,” were my favorite 
tracks on this record. “Tunnel of Trees” 
features some of the most interesting 

riffs and the most dynamic overall 
sound of the entire album. It’s the track 
I will likely point new listeners to when 

the future. While I was a bit late coming 

to avoid “hype” bands, I wish I had 

ounce of attention given to this band 
Roads to Judah has 

made me a believer. –Paul J. Comeau 

DESPERAT: 
Demokrati Eller Diktatur?: 7”
I liken d-beat to the relationship with 
your favorite beer: it’s still fucking 
refreshing no matter how many 

all lifers when it comes to the genre 

no signs of tiring, with a sound that 
so many punks hold dear. Typically, 
I’d be a little less than enthused with 
such high production values but I’d 
be a lying asshole if I said it doesn’t 
work perfectly here. The cymbal 
sound is like they’re playing right in 
front of you; and for that alone, they 

Personal taste disclosure: nobody 

you absolutely need this. –Juan 

beachimpediment@hotmail.com, 

DHARMA DOGS: Drown 
w/ Moon Rocks + Speed: Cassette 
Some crazy dissonant, distorted punk 
rock here from Madison, kind of like 
if Sonic Youth were a garage band, but 
way cooler than that might sound. It’s 
just some awesome, heavy, off-kilter, 
fuzzy rock’n’roll that won’t be content 

gunk rock. Climbing walls of distorted 
buzzsaw guitars, the lead singer gives it 
all: his sweaty, midsummer desperation 
vocals are tense and high, almost 
always bursting into a strangled shout. 
If you get one freaked-out, oddball 
punk cassette this year, this is the 

DOUBLE VISION: Cold Comfort: 7”
Long sleeves, gym shorts, singalongs, 
straight edge, being fucking posi, 
loving Youth Of Today, gang vocals, 
mosh lanes, crew cuts, New Balance. 

Polish youth? I hope so, because these 
guys make me feel like they should. 
This record reminds me of my youth 

want to throw up all over myself. 
The songs are tight, the production is 
sparse, the lyrics talk about forgetting 
shitty friends, hanging out with 
good friends, and being cooler than 
everybody. These guys probably 
have more fun than you. This kind of 
music is like the garage rock of my 
generation; it’s just four kids playing 
a few chords in the basement because 

it’s fun and just playing music to their 
friends. I smiled all the way through 
this thing and immediately called my 
friends to tell them about this band. 
Highest recommendations for fans of 
the style or just people who remember 
when this kind of music wasn’t nearly 
as fun as these kids are having. –Ian 

E.D. SEDGWICK: We Wear White: CD
Catchy, infectious, and often funky rock 

profess at never having heard anything 

with “Weatherman” earworming my 

ELEPHANT RIFLE: Party Child: LP

this whole loud and painful affair, 
the gross and stylish cover art is 
reminiscent of a cross between Gary 
Panter’s work for Raw magazine 

in the pokey back around then. The 
band, however, should change its 

great uckiness. If i remembered what 
Steel Pole Bathtub sounded like, I’d 
see if these guys sounded at all like 

reading things correctly, “You’re 



Welcome” is the only entity on 
the “Thank You” list. –Rev. Nørb 

ELEPHANT RIFLE: Party Child: LP
I must admit, I grabbed this because I 
saw it was on Satan’s Pimp, which was/is 

for interesting packaging and music that 
pushed against the borders. I like not 

from a record all the time. And, as a label, 
that’s what Satan’s Pimp does. You know 
it’s not going to be the norm, but how far 
out is always the question. Musically, 

that could have been on Touch & Go, 
early Sub Pop, or Am Rep. Their style 
is, I guess, what one would call post-
rock, or maybe post-hardcore. No easy 
categorization. Songs are sometimes 
wound up tight, then, other times, they 
are a sprawling and thundering landscape 
of percussion with guitars and bass 

back to the second side of this record 

and the overall feel is more cohesive, not 
to mention, much darker sounding. The 
transition from “Saddest Comedian” to 
the slower, broodier, ominous “Nurse 

the same feel, despite one being more 
hyper and the other more down. –M. 

EPIC PROBLEM: Self-titled: 7”

bands like Jawbreaker and Leatherface 

I’m not sure I’ve heard anything like it 

ville. Odder still is that the combination 
works and that it works well. The 
legendary Mackie brings immediate 
integrity to any band, but this is a truly 
outstanding record regardless of its 
members’ history. Plus there’s a song 

which is awesome on so, so many 

EX CULT: MPD: 7”
Title track is a nice bit o’ garage punk 
stompin’, raw enough to pass the 
stringent tests laid out by purists but 
not so much so that it sounds like a wall 

original of which I’ve not heard before 
so I’m not in an authoritative position 
to determine whether or not they fuck 
it up. Produced by Ty Segall. –Jimmy 

FIZZY POPS, THE / UP FOR NOTHING / 
CAFFIENDS: Split: 7”

style pop punk in the vein of Squirtgun 

Illinois. I haven’t heard a better new 
pop punk record in some time. I’m 
literally dancing at the computer like a 

of quality underground, catchy pop 

apeshit over these three brilliant bands. 

Superman or Grumpies vibe. The co-
opting of pop punk into the mainstream 
will never kill it in the underground as 
long as there are rad bands like these 
out there. The locals who get to see 
these groups regularly are living large, 
whether they know it or not. Have fun! 

FLASHLIGHTS: I’m Not Alone: LP
This just sounds like the southeast. 
Catchy and chaotic and screaming to 
get out but happy and narcoticized by 
lush green surroundings and barefoot 
summers and not being sure if you love 
how your neighbor always says “Hi” 
or if you wish they’d butt out for once. 
Set this in a college town: Indie pop 
punk bands Superchunk and Archers 
Of Loaf are playing a club on the main 
strip, in between the fratboy pizza place 
and the antique shop where professors 

other chaotic emo bands are making 
the walls sweat at a basement show a 
couple blocks into the neighborhood. 

streetlight halfway in-between, pulling 
quickly warming beers from a soggy 

have to choose—they can stand right 
there and enjoy both shows. –Chris 

FLIP SHIT: Outgoing Rockers: 7”

screened cover, custom inner sleeve 
printed with the label’s logo… I sure as 

that hit my ears. I think it might have 
just been the recording style, but I kept 
thinking about The Shitty Limits. That 

to be on the lookout for more. –Ty 

FRUSTRATION:
Paranoia and Regret: LP

which I’m all for, but suddenly the 
speed dial gets turned up to the likes 
of which BA never cared to reach. 

awesome concoction of Scandi-core 

list, they mention people who have 
helped them on tour, which elates me to 
no end; the possibility, no matter how 
remote, of being able to see a great, 
newly discovered band is what makes 
punk rock worthwhile to me. This 
record is fucking awesome, through 

F.U.2: Punk Rock: LP
I didn’t know this record was such a 
commodity! I knew it had to be good 
because both The Raunch Hands and 



match their typical R&B/beat style. 
Not quite pub rock and not quite raw 

through competent musicians? Worth 

FUTURO: Sair de Mim: 7” EP
These Brazilian noisemongers fall 
somewhere in that spacious void 
between hardcore and garage punk, 
with loud, clanging guitars and tons 
of reverb. There’s maybe a smidge 
of artiness in there, giving things a 
different spin as well. Good stuff. 

GENTLEMEN OF HORROR: 
Live in Kelowna: 7”
This record shouldn’t even be possible. 

logic. A small Canadian town in the 
early days of punk rock’s transformation 
to hardcore, a concert held in a public 
park booked by a fourteen-year-old 
punk rocker, the same fourteen-year-
olds resolve to hold the city to the 
contract when they tried to cancel it 
upon discovering that it was a “punk 
rock concert” and then the fact that 

someone bothered to think “We should 
record this” amongst the hail of threats 
and beer bottles from the audience. 
Well, all those things happened and 

were recorded at the above mentioned 

abuse from the crowd between tracks. 
The last song is a live track from a 

that the sound quality is “more horror 
than music,” but I was left in awe of 

It sounds every bit as vital as a punk 

there is a GOH “complete recordings” 
type of release coming soon. I can’t 

GIRLS!, THE: Rodney: 7”
Bland female-fronted power pop with 

GOODTIME BOYS: 
What’s Left to Let Go: CD
I don’t understand the current 
proliferation of bands with a melodic 
post-hardcore-y sound and screamed 
vocals calling themselves “hardcore” 

one of the better-sounding of this crop of 
bands. What’s Left to Let Go is a double 

and at others mellow and subdued, 
retaining a melodic element even at 
its most spastic. I wanted more of the 

spastic aggressive parts, as they felt 
like they were too few and far between 

screams and speaks his introspective 
lyrics. The lyrics are generally well 
written, but Pennie’s vocal delivery, 
combined with the frequently subdued 
vibe on this didn’t do much for me. 

to a frantic crescendo before ripping 

do mellow a bit, but they pick up once 
more and build to the end, like a wave 
crashing in upon shore. I think if there 
had been more tracks like this, and the 
follow-up, “Harrow,” I might have 
enjoyed this better. It’s an album done 

but it’s done well enough for me to 
appreciate it. I can’t call it a goodtime, 
but I can call it an okaytime. –Paul J. 

GRABASS CHARLESTONS: 
Dale & the Careeners: LP
Where to start? I’ve been a fan of 
Grabass since the Billy Reese Peters 

entire catalog; I’ve reviewed their 
entire oeuvre. They were on the cover 
of Razorcake

fourth of July memorized and I tell it to 
kids during library readings. Razorcake 

theirs. I took the photo of the painting 

You fucking bet. They’re my friends 

because their music struck a deep chord 
in me. My bias is this: I think they’re 

good as mine as to why. Maybe it’s the 
name. Maybe it’s because we live in 

saturated, lead-by-the-nose culture 

instead of complaining, I’m a facilitator 
when the opportunities arise. I was not 

Dale & the Careeners, didn’t 
see it coming, and that makes me happy. 
Because, at this stage in the game—
living adult lives as human beings 
who happen to not be able to divorce 
themselves from punk rock and dealing 
with music—I want contemporaries who 

much smarter than me showing that 
uniforms can dissolve, that others’ 

for inscription, that suburban cul-de-
sacs of the mind can become bike lanes, 
that aging and collapse aren’t one in the 
same. Dale & the Careeners does all of 

that looks at addiction, safety, impulse 

think of folks like Todd Congelliere, 
Isaac Reyes, Isaac Thotz, and Mark 
Ryan—all people who were/are in 
dynamite bands that have broken music 
wide open in the past couple of years in 
an almost absolute vacuum beyond their 
immediate families, friends, and close 



peers. On a cultural level, it’s so fucking 
bittersweet to be a front row listener 
to their world-class bands. I feel like 
simultaneously laughing and crying; 
getting fucked up and remaining cold 
sober; shaking my head and shaking 

you, I highly recommend Dale & the 
Careeners. Soak in it like the sea. Let it 
crash around you. Let it hypnotize you 

GRABASS CHARLESTONS: 
Dale & The Careeners: CD
Is it a surprise that I don’t think about 
the Grabass Charlestons all that much 
anymore? Seven years since the 

us the third Grabass Charlestons full 
length and, boy, is it different. The 
growl and harshness of the previous 
records has been turned down and 

way, way up. All of this might have 
been abled by the addition of a fourth 
Charleston, who seems to have taken 
over drumming duties from Will. If you 
are a fan of previous Grabass albums, I 
would suggest you check this out, but 
be warned about the potential shock 
value of what’s to come. If you’ve 
never dug the Charlestons before, I’d 
recommend giving this one a listen. As 
songwriters, I don’t think the band has 
ever come close to some of the songs 

GUNS, THE: Self-titled: 2 x LP
The Guns were an early hardcore band 
not only noteworthy for offering up 

two smoking tracks on The New Hope
compilation, Cleveland’s answer to 
Flex Your Head and This Is Boston, 
Not L.A., but also because at the time of 
those recordings it was a two-member 
band and neither of them were yet 
old enough for high school. With the 
addition of bassist Sean Saley, the band 
recorded a full-length showcasing a 
band that was tight and able to work 
well at making a creative niche for 
themselves within hardcore’s often rigid 
template. It was originally offered to 

shelved, though it did end up being 
unceremoniously bootlegged as part 

Lineup changes that included a guitarist 
capable of playing leads, slight stylistic 
changes in direction, breakups, and the 
later deaths of both original members 
within the span of a decade seemed sure 
to leave the band in the “could’ve been” 
pages of punk history with little more 
than an unreleased album, a smattering 
of comp tracks, and a later full-length 
“reunion” album. Released by Tom 

seeks to rectify the dearth of material 
available from the band by unleashing 
a double-LP set that includes forty-three 
tracks comprised of the unreleased 
album, comp tracks, outtakes, demo 
tracks, rehearsal recordings, a radio 
session, and assorted live recordings 
covering the band’s career, plus some 

to give some historical perspective. The 

quality, the latter of which might be a 
bit raw for those accustomed to modern 

must for both historians and fans of 

band quite deserving. –Jimmy Alvarado 

HEAVY TIMES: 
“Lost Dogs” + “P.O. Box”: Flexi
Part of the Rotten Tooth Summer 

screening both on the cover and the thin 

Heavy Times appetizer has them at 

fuck-with-us-burl of Sabbath with 
the fuzzy-static melody of The Jesus 
And Mary Chain. It’s badassery that 
you roll down the window and shout 
along to while intimidating minivans 
and laughing at poseurs in yet another 
line to purchase their mass-marketed 
individuality. The rusty plow digs in 
the dirt. A golden scythe is held aloft. 
Blood and honey drip muddy from the 

rottedtoothrecordings.com)

HOLDING ONTO SOUND: Self-titled: 7”
This Las Vegas four-piece band has 
put out three songs that didn’t get onto 
their album The Sea, but could have 
with no problem. These three songs 
are in the vein of progressive hardcore, 

in. They kind of remind me of a time 

bit back in the old days, when people 

styles. These guys are pretty good, not 
something that I would throw on all the 
time, but they will be in my rotation to 
listen to. I am interested in where they 

interesting. My copy came on cool split 

HOMEWRECKERS, THE / 
CITY MOUSE: Manic Recession: 7”
I’ve had this record for a day and it’s 
almost worn out already. City Mouse 
renewed my love for pop punk. The 
band just hits the bull’s-eye with lyrics 
that offer so much beyond what’s at 
surface level, together with a willingness 
to drive the music forward and not 
linger, forcing you instead to go back 
and listen again. It never gets bouncy or 
jangly or annoying even when “whoa-
oh”-ing. Also, does Cristy Road from 
the Homewreckers sound like a grown 
up version of Angelica from Rugrats? 

I WANT TO KILL EVERY HUMAN:
Bill Murray Tapes: 7”
This isn’t noise rock or noisy hardcore. 
This is just noise, a genre which rarely 
seems to fare well in this fanzine, but 
I found it rather intriguing. Both sides 
are quite similar, each has the long, 
ambient, droning feedback of two 
or three indiscernible instruments. 
It’s layered. On the top of the track 

unbearable or ear-piercing for the sake 



underlying layer, a sort of melodic 
drone plays out underneath. It’s oddly 
pleasant, the two work together to put 
you into a sort of comforting spell. At 
times it almost sounds intentional—
rather than improvised—noise, giving 
off the womblike, druggy, downy feel 
of a My Bloody Valentine or Medicine 
song. I’ve always respected noise 
more than I cared to listen to it, so I’m 
surprised how many times I’ve played 
this. My only complaint is the project’s 

out-of-touch, I’m-being-bad aesthetics 
of the noise scene and poorly represents 

IMPO & THE TENTS: Pop Secret: 7” EP
If, as has been postulated by others 

of power pop sensations The Quick, 
Impo & The Tents are apparently trying 
to make that regressive connection back 
on Leonard and Stan’s behalf. These 

down pat, applying it to some tight-as-
nails, frighteningly pogo-perfect pop 
ditties that should make Hufsteter and 
company beam with pride. ‘Scuse me 

bounce off the walls. –Jimmy Alvarado 

INOCENTES: Miséria E Fome: 7” EP

gotta admit I know jack diddly about 

this band. This is what I was able to 
scare up: Inocentes were one of Sao 
Paolo’s earliest punk/hardcore groups, 
and contemporaries of Olho Seco and 
Cólera. This is a reissue of their debut 

you get for your buck some prime 
Brazilian hardcore not unlike those 
more celebrated groups, with thrashing 

release for both the collector geek and 
the punker lookin’ for something worth 

IRON CROSS: Skinhead Glory: 7” EP

this release would be a bit of an 
understatement. What you have here 
is a vinyl reissue of what is arguably 

involving the skinhead subculture, 
this release was not without some 
controversy, particularly with the song 
“Psycho Skin,” which was allegedly 
inspired by some of the members’ 

Probably not eager to rehash said 
controversy, the offending track has 
been replaced here with an outtake from 
the same session, “Criminal Minds.” 
On the one hand, it’s great to see this 
reissued in its original medium, and the 

song yet again, and avoid the often 

savagely puritanical ire of the punk 
community is totally understandable, 
and lord knows I’m no fan or defender 
of anyone who thinks it’s fun to beat 
up on anybody—gay, straight, mauve, 
oddly tall, or whatever. On the other 

the track order of a record that, warts 

lot of bands seems a bit disingenuous. 

interesting will dig it nonetheless, and 
fuck nitpicky bastards like me. –Jimmy 

JD AND THE F.D.C.’S: Recognize: CD

that has a paint-by-numbers feel. The 
band looks like they’ve copped a look 
and a sound for the sake of cashing in on 
said look and sound. After all, the record 
was simultaneously released on iTunes, 
which makes me very cautious. In the 
end, the record is okay, but it feels like 
I’ve heard all these songs before. In one 
case, it’s literal: “The Secret” starts of 
with a line about sharp knees and holes 
in jeans that has been blatantly pilfered 

and rhythm of the delivery is exactly

ends there, I presume because this band 
believes the notion of Schrödinger’s 
cat not to be rock’n’roll enough and 

Green Bay ne’er-do-wells for what 

they’ve “borrowed”! Just how am I to 

plagiaristic—it’s like when I read the 
same goddamn freshman comp paper 
over and over from different students… 
Of course, if Nørb somehow had a hand 
in the provenance of “The Secret” and 
I’m just ignorant, I detract the entire 

formulaic. That stands. –The Lord 

JEFFREY LEWIS: The Last Time I Did Acid 
I Went Insane & Other Favorites: LP

Acid 
Lewis has illustrated album covers for 
Moldy Peaches, published articles, 
and lectured at universities. His anti-

Neil Young with Beck’s ironic lyrics. 
Both laugh-out-loud irresistible and 
vulnerable, Lewis can fall into that 
love him or leave him category. His 
laundry list of unfortunate endings 
wrought in acoustic guitar includes 
the classic, “The Chelsea Hotel Oral 

painfully sweet ode to a girl he ran 

you ought to. Some say his woe-is-me 
shtick becomes grating, but for me, 
his disheveled blues are like a salve. 

K-JELL: People Like Us in a 
Pretty Pink World: CD
If you like fairly crappy punk rock, 



then you shouldn’t. Nothing really 
stands out among the ten songs here. It 

Norway. So I’m assuming these guys 

is merely coincidental. –Nighthawk 

KNOTS: Heartbreaker: 7”
Yet another obscure band gets the 
reissue treatment, but in this case it’s 
more than warranted and welcomed. 
Title track is a driving, fan-fucking-
tastic bit of punk/rock with a bit of 
synth dropped in at strategic points. 

guitars and is maybe a hair slower than 
the other tune, but the delivery is just as 

LEGENDARY WINGS: 
Making Paper Roses: LP

since either Violent Apathy or the 

Legendary Wings took their name from 
a video game, are fond of substantially 

record covers, and sound like a cross 
between the lanky stoned garage pop 
songwriterly genius of the Bare Wires 
and the indisputably insistent rhythm 
section of the White Wires, which 
begs the question of why they didn’t 
just call a spade a spade and name the 
band “The Crossed Wires,” or, at bare 

get past the faceless roses/chocolates/

reasonably socko garage pop rockers, 
with harmony and sincerity trading 
lines with bashing and stupidity with 

and forty-seven minutes, this opus is 
probably a bit too sprawling to serve 
as a concise statement of Pop Genius 
or anything, but the songs are good 
and i can alternate bites of dainty white 
chocolates with mouthfuls of Little 
Caesar’s® pizza to it. None can ask 

hereon contain the word “dumb,” 

references to nachos, cartoons, or the 

LEGS, THE: Self-titled: 7” 
This record contains a solid load of 
beer-throwing, overdriven guitar 

righteous offering featuring members 
of The Oblivians and The Neckbones. 
Great for fans of either. Among the 
covers on the album is a drunken “Wild 
About You” by The Saints. Sloppy rock 

LEWD, THE: Kill Yourself…Again: CD
It’s a curious thing why certain 
bands—even those with genuine talent 
and the best of intentions—wind up 
doing pratfalls through the cracks in 
history and landing in punk’s dustbin of 

forgotten souls. The curious case of the 

a band. Surprisingly, even having one 
of their songs covered by Turbonegro 
couldn’t seem to save them from the 
brink of oblivion. Maybe memories 
of the Lewd still sit sacrosanct like 
manger scenes in the minds of older 

area, but here in the midriff of the 
country, the Lewd is mostly just a name 
passingly referenced in those-were-
the-days Punk Histories. And that’s 
just plain not right. The early Lewd 

rottish larval punk sound somewhat 

a seamy aural odor not unlike a can of 

phase Lewd, featuring the late Olga de 
Volga on bass, vocals, and leather porn 
suits, took on a more hardcore sound, 
shifting their malodorous garbage 

realm of reckless abandon, comparable 
Hardcore ‘81 days. In 

both modes the Lewd proved up to the 
task of bringing the classic sounding 
punk that you immediately sense 

basements with stale cigarette smoke, 

the point where the punk-by-numbers 
wordsmithery strains between near-
rhymes and “shock value” so much that 

some thirty years ago. This was back 
when the neonate anti-art art form was 

pulling itself out of the primordial slop 

with spindly little arms that hadn’t so 

current of mediocrity. So I can cut the 
Lewd all sorts of slack for a cheesy 
lyric here and there. There weren’t 

the punk scene back in those days 
and—let’s be honest—there aren’t 
many around now either. I guess now 
we have bigshot Broadway musical 
Andrew Lloyd Weber types—like that 

take J. Sats Beret’s lyrical output any 
day over Billy Joe Cyrus or whatever 
his name is. Kill Yourself…Again is just 
plain solid old school trash punk and, 
to quote Baron Von Raschke, that’s all 
the people need to know. I’m not sure 
just why this lost gem is suddenly back 
in circulation again, but I’m not going 
to pick the nits out of a gift horse’s 
mouth or however the saying goes. The 
Bottom Line Good News: shoveling out 
large piles of cash for a rare collector’s 
copy is no longer your only option. But 
get one while you can. You never know 
when it will disappear again. – Aphid 

LIKE RATS: Self-titled: LP
Nice to hear that there’s still some 

through hardcore’s rotten underworld. I 

decent, but this is a hell of a step up—

with visions of ancient Scandinavian 



evils. I’m going to assume that these 
fellas are no strangers to the Gehenna 
catalog, and they’re probably pretty 
psyched on the Triptykon stuff too. 

LITERATURE: “Cincinnati” 
b/w “It’s Cruel”: 7” 

current power pop trend, for instance, 
some stuff on Burger Records, I was 
stoked. It just seemed like just good 
ol’ rock’n’roll to me. Now it’s an 
oversaturated market where every 
band has the same shimmering, slightly 
psych guitars and high vocals. This 
band is indistinguishable from the rest 
of ‘em and the songs disappear from 
memory as soon as the record’s over. 

LOACH: Demo: Cassette 
Close your eyes and imagine being 
crammed into a sweaty basement with a 
bunch of other punks. All around you is 
the faint smell of cigarettes and booze. A 
band takes the stage, and begins ripping 
through songs with maniacal fury. The 

pushed across the room—and can’t help 
but join in the frenzy of moshing. Sound 
like a vivid image? Now open your eyes. 
You’re still in your living room, sitting 

listening to the new demo from Loach. 

churning, raging hardcore punk, the 
demo has a very live-sound, making 

It’s not so far removed from the band’s 
actual live show, but it’s a great stand-
in for when you can’t rage with them 

members of Ripshit and Circle, Circle, 

MARCHING ORDERS: 
Songs of Yesterday: 7”
Australia’s Marching Orders blew a 
lot of us away when they played at the 

ago. Their records aren’t too shabby 
either. This two-song single features 
the ultra catchy “Songs of Yesterday” 
from their new LP as well as a cover 
of the classic “Mods Skins Punks” by 

in oi, Marching Orders also have a lot 

Orders are as catchy as punk gets, 
so these anthems are hard to resist. 

of how to retain musical credibility 
despite slick production. They might 
call themselves Marching Orders, but 
no one’s going to be giving them their 
marching orders anytime soon. –Art 

MASCARA NITES / 
THE POOR CHOICES: Split: 7”
Mascara Nites seem to fall somewhere 

their pair of songs aren’t overproduced 
and dorky, nor are they entirely cutesy 
and delicately crafted. Lacking really 

convincing. There are apparently eight 
people in the band. Including, yes, a 
tambourine and triangle player. The 
Poor Choices do what’s essentially 
more of the same, and they sound 

wasn’t overproduced and dorky. The 
record’s fun enough, but I couldn’t 
help wishing either band had brought 
a bit more ferocity and/or songwriting 

MASERATI: Maserati VII: CD/2 x LP
Two years after the death of their 

with another solid piece of instrumental 
indie prog rock. Pardon the pun, but in 
many ways, it’s as though they haven’t 
missed a beat. The band continues 
their progressive rock evolution, this 

create an album that picks up where they 
left off with Passages

four minutes show that the group hasn’t 
changed much but still has a few ideas 
up their collective sleeve. That includes 

some utilization of keyboards. I’ve 

37:29:24
While the band has changed members 

and their sound has progressed from 

has remained competent in all they do. 
It’s really hard for me to understate how 

background noise, too. I can read to 
their songs without getting distracted, 
but also realize that there is competent, 
catchy, quality music being played in the 
background. This is music one can get 
lost in or sit back and listen to closely in 

such a tight group of musicians work so 
well. Maserati VII certainly continues 
in that vein of success. 

MASKED INTRUDER: Self-titled: CD

around the city post-set, depressed as 

from our guitar player telling me that 
I should get back to the club pronto. 
The band playing now is “fucking 
awesome.” I cannot actually remember 
the last time this particular guitar 

time to catch the last half of Masked 

colored ski masks doing a hood/stalker 
schtick playing pop punk. I try to be 

but can’t. They really are “fucking 
awesome.” They brightened my whole 
day with their Ramonesy, classic 

some trepidation upon receiving this 
in the mail though; being a “gimmick” 



band is a tricky tightrope to walk. 
Lean on the gimmick too hard, nobody 
cares about your songs. Abandon the 

be honest, they started to suck years

could have easily sucked and ruined 
my good memory. However, Masked 
Intruder does a pretty good job with 
that particular balancing act. You could 
enjoy these tunes on their own merits 
without even realizing that all of the 
love songs were really songs about 
weird, creepy stalkers in different 
colored ski masks. Provided, of course, 
that you really dug super catchy pop 
punk. And fuck you if you don’t. –Ryan 

MISSING MONUMENTS: Self-titled: 7”
Three spot-on bits of punk/rock 
embedded with pop hooks so sweet 
they’ll likely get your teeth rotting after 

MIXTAPES: 
Even on the Worst Nights: LP
The best shit comes your way when 
you aren’t looking for it. I don’t 
believe in fate or that the universe 
has a plan or any of that sitcom-type 
spirituality, but life has a way of 
handing you one record a year that 

Houseboat’s Thorns of Life
undisputed heavyweight contender 
for the record I really had to have in 
my life is Even on the Worst Nights.

out with a real knack for super-catchy 
melodies and big-ass hooks. They’re 
not reinventing the wheel or squaring 
the circle or whatever the fuck it 
is reviewers say when a band’s not 
“groundbreaking,” but damn are these 

generally sucks, but I get just a tiny 
little glimmer of hope when I listen to 

MODRA:
The Line for the Men’s Room: LP
This record has trance-inducing 
qualities. It’s all I’ve listened to tonight. 
Over and over and over. The music is 
minimal, guitar-driven, and light on 

almost like something you kick around 

My immediate thought, right before I 
fell under this album’s spell, is these 

well as the Sonic Death tape from a 

plucked, sometimes sharp, sometimes 
cold, and, strangely, the sound goes 

But these guitars, though sparsely 

while there are some noises in the 
background vying for your attention. I 

and create nervous tension with a bass 
thumping like a motor in the song “The 

into “She’s Too Big,” my mind has 
melted into a puddle. By the middle of 
the second side, I’m vaguely aware of 
my surroundings. I don’t want to get up 
from my chair. I just want to sit hear 
and listen and look at how the lamp 
cast shadows on my cottage cheese 

MONKS OF SCIENCE / DEFAULT: 
Inspirations and Escalations: 
Complete Recordings 1987-1992: CD
This disc is a pretty crucial release 
that gathers all the recorded output 
that both bands had. I had frankly 
never heard of either band, so this 
compilation was a real treat for me. 
To recount, both bands were active in 

both bands were essentially the same 
band sans a lead singer and an added 
bassist. The only real problem I had 
with the disc was the chronology of 

earlier in time, but their tracks are 

liner notes detailing everything are 
kind of jumbled in the same manner. 
Luckily, this doesn’t really matter, as 
the disc kills! Both bands cranked out 
an awesome blend of American-styled 
pop punk that sounds familiar yet fresh 

vocalist Loyd Sims who took his vocal 

which isn’t a critique as much as an 
observation. Conversely, the bassist 
who joined The Monks was Stuart 
West—who you might know as Stu 

West—currently a member of a little 

MORONS, THE: Discography: Cassette 

The Morons?, 
through my head when I saw this tape. 
Then I put it on and got a swift smack 
in the face for making assumptions 
based on a shitty band name alone. 

Me,” is pure punk rock perfection, 

punk rock camaraderie it fails to be a 
classic simply because of its obscurity. 
It’s in the voice of a guy drinking alone 
and missing his friends: “If you will 
come get drunk with me / too sloppy 
drunks is all we’ve got to be / I’m not 
asking for much just some fun / will 
smoke some crack and go for a beer 
run / To the store for more beer / I wish 
you guys were here.” The Morons are 
one of those rare bands that redeem 
the banal melodic hardcore genre by 

video style of punk, ramping up the 
speed, and just playing the living shit 
out of it; much in the spirit of British 
bands like Snuff and Guns ‘n’ Wankers 

lead singer or all of the band jumping in 
together on vocals, you can hear every 

this is the retrospective discography 

in the early nineties in Chattanooga, a 



town famous for wonderfully obscure 
bands. It kind of makes me feel left 
out that they had all this fun and I 
just found out about their music. But 
it’s better late than never, so jump on 

NEEDFUL THINGS / ROSKOPP: 
Split: 7”
Okay, here’s my beef: I’m immediately 
turned off by any record that A. doesn’t 
include lyrics but B. still uses imagery 
in their packaging that includes scenes 
of shocking violence, images that 
frequently take place in underdeveloped 
or war-ravaged nations—in this case a 
video still of a group of smiling men 
holding a man’s severed head aloft. 

attempt at being “brutal.” I understand 
that it’s supposedly an aesthetic of the 

personally think it’s totally fucking 

aside, both bands here sound like some 

behind Yog-Sothoth’s answering 
machine message. Meaning the 
record’s essentially a wall of noise with 
a monster yelling over the top of it. I’ll 

NO BAILS: Self-titled: 7”
This is what the punk rock of today 

less awesome than label mates Buck 

Bails get for covering Head when I 

saw ‘em live. Simple, straightforward 
music by some dopes who got together 
to say “fuck you.” Near perfect! –Sal 

NO MORE ART: Tough to Breathe: 7”
Grade-A pop thuggery here. The 
lyrics are a little clunky in spots, but, 
on the whole, you get two wallop-
packing, mid-tempo bruisers that 
would handily crack the charts if the 
world wasn’t so ass backward. Hope 
a full-length ain’t too far behind. 

NO PROBLEM: Living in the Void: EP
This is a band that just gets better with 

way through. The title track is a crusher. 
The tempos vary and there’s a bridge 
to underscore the energy and increase 
the tension. The vocal delivery is great! 
The words are spit out with venom, and 
opening the record with the bellow of 

your attention. Made better when the 
music matches it. The song is fast and 
heavy at the same time. “What Have I 
Become?” has a really cool pace, and the 
pacing of the vocals is great. They can be 
fast, crushing, and tuneful all in one song. 

NOFX: Self/Entitled: CD

punk, you might as well turn this off 

represented by everyone’s favorite 
politicians-“Ronnie & Mags.” Since 

he sings about what really matters to 
him most—his record collection. “I’ve 
Got One Jealous Again, Again” is a 
great song. There’s even a Christmas 
song on here, so what else do you 
need? The only fuck-up is the picture 
insert, which, for some reason, omits 

NORMALS, THE: So Bad, So Sad: LP
The Normals were one of New Orleans’s 
early punk bands that really didn’t 
get much out vinyl-wise during their 
initial run, but what they did manage to 
release, namely the 

 single, has become quite 
the bee’s knees among the collector 
circuit—and with good reason. Since 
then, a number of releases featuring 
various recordings have been released, 
and this is the latest. Comprised of 

made it to vinyl. The sound quality 
is release quality, which leaves one 

the moolah to release it proper-like 
back then or something, and the songs 
themselves are solid bits of punchy 
punk rock along the same lines as their 
much ballyhooed single of yore. Nice 
addition to their legacy here. –Jimmy 

NORTH OF GRAND:
A Farewell to Rockets: CD
These songs all have hooks galore… 
And I’m a total sucker for a hook. But, 
the hooks just can’t seem to hold my 
interest here. This record is like if you 
had a group of kids who were weaned 
on a steady diet of Superchunk, 

they were younger. Age the members 

band come together to create the most 
polished, radio friendly rock record, 
and this would be the result. You can 
tell there are great ideas here and the 
hooks are undeniable, but it comes off 
too much like a band trying to “make 

OCCULT DETECTIVE CLUB:
Alright Gentleman: 7”

Club record makes me feel like I’m 

is just absolutely perfect when paired 
with the vocals of what sounds to me 

recent as the release of this record is 

who receive many comparisons to 
the Clash for both sound and modern 
relevance. If that’s the case, then I’d 

Club is our generation’s Stiff Little 

faith in how bold of a statement that 
may be. Pick up this record and tell 



me it doesn’t fucking rock. I’ll slap 

PETTYBONE: From Desperate Times 
Comes Radical Minds: LP

style hardcore, a more melodic sound, 
and, at times, they slightly veer off into 
math rock type stuff. Outspoken and 
direct in their lyrics, they don’t mince 
words with their intentions. The guitar 
playing on here is really good. She’s 
doing things that aren’t typical in things 

added to accentuate the mood, instead 
of the usual strumming that a lot of 
bands tend to do. The bass has just the 
right amount of distortion, giving the 
sound that heaviness and dark edge. 
“Justice Tonight” sounds a lot like 
the Born Against song “Wellfedfuck,” 
from the bass, drums, and the vocal 
delivery. There’s a dark tone that 
hangs over this record that I really like. 
They can be fast and angry one song, 
then shift down to something a bit 

throughout from a band that more than 
deserves your attention. Not something 
you can listen to passively. –M. Avrg 

PHANTOM OF THE BLACK HILLS: 
Enemy!: CD
Bandana-masked, whisky-slathered, 

music. Banjos and mandolins played 
with punk speed and hardcore 
aggression. Psychobilly? Nah. The 

Phantom stomps on that pretty boy 
pompadoured bullshit. This disc has 
true grit, no question about it, and if 
you thought to question it, you’d likely 
get a blade in your gut as an answer. 

PIG DESTROYER: Book Burner: CD/LP

release, Phantom Limb, came out in 

favorite albums. It would be tough for 
this Maryland/Virginia four-piece to 

grindcore. The nineteen songs on 
Book Burner arrive in thirty-two 
minutes, being reminiscent of older 

Terrifyer in so far as the bursts and 
brevity of the tracks. Guest vocals 
are prevalent on the album, which 
is unusual for the band. Vocalists 

these guest vocalists seem to upend 
the sound of J. R. Hayes’s rough 
screaming, but after more listens, it’s 
good to hear some different vocalists 
trying to hold their own with Pig 

just doing so but complementing it. 
One of the things that made Phantom 
Limb so great was the grooves of 
the songs. They were long enough 

groove, work it through, and then end 
the tune, all while still pummeling 
the listeners’ ears. That’s not the 
case on Book Burner. Like Terrifyer,
these songs are primarily blistering, 
fast, and to the point. The ones that 

past the three-minute point. The 
rest of the songs are still good, but 

material that has depth. The lyrics 

I’m not kidding—see “Gravedancer” 

like the music, and seem to be drawing 

of lyricism than the Henry Rollins 
school, which is a disappointment, as 
I had always considered vocalist and 
lyricist J. R. Hayes to be amongst 
the better lyricists in the hard music 
genre. Let’s face it—it’s hard to top 
an all-time favorite album, so despite 
these reservations, Book Burner is still 
far above almost anything else you’ll 
hear in the grindcore scene this year 
and a good place for the unitiatied 

PINBACK: Information Retrieved: CD/LP
At this point in their career, Pinback 
has made one thing clear: every album 
they release sounds pretty similar, but 
dammit if they aren’t all good. What 

allows Pinback to get away with this 
redundancy is that there aren’t any other 
bands that sound quite like them. The 

Smith complement one another so well, 
it’s as though they were always meant to 
go together. The multi-instrumentalism 

else to listen to in each song—strings, 
keyboards, piano, electronic drums, 

the pop sensibilities cause the band 
to stand out in the indie rock scene. 
The lyrics continue to remain obscure, 
albeit catchy. “It shouldn’t be so hard 
to have a nice day,” the band sings on 

along, too, but I have no idea what 
I’m even singing about. And in the 
course of the ten songs in thirty-eight 
minutes, this happens frequently. The 
opening track, “Proceed to Memory,” 
might be one of the best rock songs 
I’ve heard this year and while none of 
the other tracks can top it, “True North” 
and the closer, “Sediment,” are both 
strong numbers. The one stinker on 
Information Retrieved
Idiot!,” mainly because the keyboard 
sounds like it was taken from a rejected 
Wesley Willis song, especially at the 
beginning of the track. While the 
nuances of the tone of an album can be 
rather subjective, Information Retrieved
seems to be more melancholic than 
much of Pinback’s previous work, 
which sits well with this reviewer. The 
day this band records a happy pop 
album is the day I stop listening to them. 



But based on where they’re at with 
this latest album, it appears that’s not 
occurring any time soon. 

PINK REASON: “Ache for You” 
b/w “Darken Daze”: 7”
Ohio and environs—close enough to 

left alone to form a unique identity 
and not harvested by the microsecond 
by whatever style is in fancy, almost 
regardless if the shiny/fancy shit is on 
the backs of undocumented souls and 
decades of great work. I’m thinking 
Sun God, This Moment In Black 
History, The Chargers Street Gang, 
wherever the Homostupids are from. 

ensnared, life-is-shit, better-play-
music vibe in Pink Reason that I really 
respond to. It’s outsider music for those 
without a backup plan. To give you a 
watershed, it’s garage rock without the 
comfort of a garage. Handgun in the 

PITY PARTY / 
VACATION BIBLE SCHOOL: Split: 7”

hardcore —sweet, spastic, and time 
changes galore. Trouble City, here we 
come. Nice. Vacation Bible School: 

Chicago-styled, modern pop punk 
for the “please play more, Pegboy” 
fan in all of us. Beefy hooks. Peppy 

Clean, clear, and punchy recording. If 
this was the future that didn’t suck, a 
can of beer would pop out of the top 
of the record and open itself up at the 

this shit for granted folks, because 
there are a thousand ways to fuck this 
up and two or three ways to do it right. 

PLAGUE DOGS: Self-titled: 12” EP
Pretty damn good metallic crust from 
these guys. They successfully blend 
in some rock elements via Motörhead 

helps them stand apart from the masses 
making a stab at this stuff. They 
keep things mainly at a somewhat 
mid-tempo simmer, allowing for the 
urgency to come through nice and 
strong. The raspy vocals work well and 
never grate or turn into one big growl. 
You can make out what is being said, 
which is sort of rare. The guitar work 

know how to play and the metal-style 
soloing is an asset. Not to mention the 
drummer can smash the hell out his 

solid and will do the job nicely. If 
you’re a fan of Hellshock, Tragedy, 
Inepsy, and the type, then you should 

Spin, sitandspinrecords@gmail.com / 

POINTED STICKS: Xmas: 7”
My love of Canadian punk rock and

merged. Living legends of the early 
Vancouver punk scene Pointed Sticks 
have brought forth an early gift to 

the know, the Sticks could very well 
be described as Canada’s answer to 

detailed description, check out Sam 
Sutherland’s amazing Canadian punk 
tome Perfect Youth
off with “Power Pop Santa” and it is the 
catchiest Christmas list I’ve heard in a 
while. They name check a lot of bands 
and people all while reminding us how 

Time Again,” which is easily the lesser 
of the two tracks. It’s still pretty good, 
but just can’t keep up to the former 
track. It’s a bit slower with piano 

or something. This slab of festive green 
vinyl is a very welcome addition to my 

POISON IDEA: 
The Fatal Erection Years: CD
The sideshow cavalcade of human 
oddities in punk rock has always 
featured an unsettling array of freaks 
of earnestness; some punks pickled in 
jars of their own self-righteous juices, 
others with rigid dogmas pounded into 
their heads like the nails hammered 
into the heads of sideshow blockheads 
and human pincushions. Take Ian 

not only very, very earnest, but he also 
seemed like a very somber chap. Like 
a very serious librarian or a Mennonite 
or Norman Mailer. But Poison Idea was 

The main difference being that they did 
let a certain very dark nihilistic sense of 
humor shine through—the “Violence Is 

Mating Walruses

their intensity or earnestness one iota. 
They were possessed of a rendering 
plant level of earnestness, which was 

put their carcasses through a giant 
meat grinder, would produce more 
pounds of ground beef than three 
normal bands. Not to mention that they 
would probably make a hamburger that 
you could get drunk off of. They were 
Rabelaisian giants and they were to 

to wrestling. Brutal, massive, stroke-
inspiring. Looking at them, you’d think 
they’d be ponderous and elephantine 
like Crowbar, but they weren’t. With a 
Bobbitted Ibanez Iceman in his hands, 
Pig Champion’s ham hock arms moved 
as fast as Bruce Lee’s. Poison Idea 
combined heavy and fast like no other 
band dared. The Fatal Erection Years

Pick Your King, Record Collectors 
Are Pretentious Assholes, compilation 
tracks from the Drinking Is Great
and the Cleanse the Bacteria LP—



good news for modern man, word on 
the streets is that Southern Lord is 
going to be re-releasing several more 

the long lost Ian MacKaye recordings. 
I just hope that these wonderful plans 
don’t go up in a cloud of bong smoke; I 
glanced over the Southern Lord website 
and they seem to be big purveyors of 
stoner metal and that does cause me 
some concern. Short-term memory 
lapse might be fairly commonplace 

plans sometimes just don’t happen, 
I’d wager. I also really, really hope 
that the brain trust at Southern Lord 
has the fog-free horse sense to re-
release the Ian Mackaye recording 
using the original uncensored cover 
photo—which is a sort of Poison Idea’s 
hairy proctological valentine to the 
Messiah of Straightedge, Mr. Mackaye 
himself. Poison Idea were behemoth 
motherfuckers— to borrow an apt 

a connoisseur of things large, loud, 
powerful, and dangerous. It’s doubtful 
we’ll ever see another band quite like 

PORCHARITAS: 
Get Wasted With…: 7” EP
The tiger-striped fruit of the 
perennially-fertile Bobbyteens tree 
blooms once again in the bendy-straw-
enhanced form of this three-girls-and-
a-guy-drummer Hunstville quartet. 

Song topics include—not particularly 

reason, the band is unable to sell me on 
attitudinal claims like “IT’S GONNA 

full sincerity; “Get Wasted,” however, 
beams forth with full authenticity. 

comes complete with Porcharita drink 
recipe and conveniently attached bendy 

PURPLE 7: Self-titled: One-sided 12”

heavy tracks, kinda dirty and muddy, 
but in a glorious way. Midwestern 
basement pop rooted in an analog 
way of life. The back cover mentions 
it was recorded to ½” tape, and really 
does sound like it. It’s got such a 
massive body to it, it’s vibrating the 
speakers. And while all the songs are 
good, the last track truly is the clincher. 
“W.T.P.T.M.” is as solid as a song gets. 
All the elements are there: questioning, 
anthemic, gang vocals, the pristine 
guitar lead, the breakdown. It kind 
of overshadows the other tracks, or 
maybe I’m just a total sucker for songs 
like this. Imagine the Compulsive 

gotta get your hands on this record as 
well. You will not be disappointed. 

RAD PAYOFF: Amazing Blaze: 7”

roommates and I traveled to the 
fantastical land Chicago to enjoy the 
sights and sounds of the second city. 

a local punk show happening in the 
week we’d be around. In a warehouse 
turned living space/concert hall, we 
watched Rad Payoff play to a crowd 
of thirty or so when they looked like 
they were in front of three thousand. 
The pedigree is high, with members’ 

forgetting right now. The music is 
familiar enough to anyone who’s 

mostly due to Jason’s unmistakable 

guys who know how to play their 
instruments playing catchy punk 
rock songs. Get this. You may not 
heed my advice now, but one day 
the LP will drop and I hope you all 
remember the name Rad Payoff. 

RADICAL DISCHARGE:
Party On Dudes: 7”
Metallic punk—or punky metal, take 
yer pick—of the variety that was all 

RATIONAL ANIMALS: Gabrielle: 7”
I feel like my opinion of Rational 
Animals records would be much higher 
had I not seen them before listening to 
them. There is an energy in their live 
set—that I’ve been lucky enough to 
see a few times—and I never felt it 
translated to their recorded material. 
That being said, I’ve never had to 
objectively review their records so 
it was easy to pass them off as one 
of those, “Well, you had to be there” 
bands that are forever stuck in one 

of people who were lucky enough 
to see them. So I’m listening to this 

have of seeing them. These two tracks 

slant on modern punk. The guitars are 
punchy and evil in a good way and the 
beats are somehow danceable. Maybe 
giving them a more attentive listen 
has yielded better results, or maybe 
this single is just better than the stuff 
I heard previously, but the songs, while 
not really “catchy,” do have a character 
to them that I feel their earlier material 
was lacking. However, they fall short 

these songs, as I just don’t want to listen 
to it again. I can’t think of a time when 

The song “Gabrielle” is fantastic 
lyrically and creates a haunting mental 
image, but I don’t hear the voice of the 
character in the music. It’s hard to be 



negative about something when it’s 
obvious that this record was created 
with pure artistic intentions and you 
can really feel that they aren’t holding 
anything back, but after a few listens, 
I feel no connection to these songs. 
Maybe in a little while I’ll be able to 
share these songs with someone in 

through records with a friend, the way 
these records seem to come up because 
they just haunt us like “Gabrielle.” 
“It’s been a long time since I’ve heard 
this record. The A side is this really 
sad song, I think it’s maybe about his 

, but right now I just don’t feel 

RAZORCUT: Self-titled: 7”
Longshot Music continues to discover 
and release top notch oi bands from 
around the world. RazorCut are from 

is that two of its members are women, 
so there are dual female voices 
backing up the frontman. All four of 
these songs hooked me instantly. I’d 
hate to be a skinhead in post-Romper
Stomper Australia, but it’d be awfully 
hard to keep one’s hair growing with 
rad bands like RazorCut around. –Art 

REVILERS: Self-titled: CD
All I can say is holy hell! I went into 
this review not knowing anything about 
this band, but I am so glad that I have 
heard this album. You have a four piece 

band from Boston who has been around 

titled album after releasing a bunch of 
singles before this and it’s really good. 
The album starts off with the song “No 
Bullshit” and keeps on building until 
the last one “BCR” with a cool Jerry 

street punk that most bands cannot pull 
off. All the styles blend together really 
well and make for a great bunch of 
songs. They rail away against politics, 
shitty jobs, about being a punk when 
you were young and being one when 
you’re older, and just being sick of all 
the bullshit in the world. You get two 
different vocalists on here, both doing 
some heartfelt hollering. The guitar, 
drums, and bass all accent each other 
perfectly and create a racket to piss off 
your uptight neighbors. The album has 
thirteen tracks and not a duff one on 
it. The production is really good, with 

dirty enough to make it sound like it’s 
an older release, not all prettied up like 
a lot of newer releases. Now I must try 
to beg for their older releases because I 

RINGWORM: 
Stigmatas in the Flesh: LP

live set from one of my all-time 
favorite bands. Caught a few years 

The Show That Ends The 

World
form. Vicious, tight as hell, and killing 
a setlist that runs the gamut from The 
Promise The 
Venomous Grand Design. One of 
hardcore’s greats at the top of their 

RITES OF SPRING: Demo 1984: 10”/CD
What an artifact! I’m not sure if 
this record is necessary listening, 
unless you’ve listened to the ROS LP 
constantly for years. But if you have, 
then it’s absolutely necessary. These 
takes aren’t half of what they would 
eventually be, but hearing demo 
versions of what became classic songs 
can be very humanizing. Guy’s voice 
is raggedy and a little snotty, the guitar 
sound is pretty terrible at parts, but it’s 
still these timeless songs I’ve obsessed 
over for years. My only complaint 
is that now when I listen to the LP 
version of “All There Is” I can’t help 
but hear the ear-piercing squeal from 
the demo version. But it’s worth it. 

ROOFTOP VIGILANTES / 
MANNEQUIN MEN: Split: 7” EP
Rooftop Vigilantes: Solid popsmithing 
here—sick hooks, singalong choruses, 
wholly memorable results. Mannequin 
Men: Maybe a bit darker hues in their 
palette, and their side sounds like hints 
of paisley jangle in there somewhere 
as well, but the results are no less 
impressive than their vinyl mates. 
Good, good work on both sides of the 

ROSELIT BONE: Self-titled: Cassette
This duo has taken the time to listen 
to Hank Williams and the like, 
rather than concocting some sort 
of imagined version of what Hank 
sounded like, which is what I think 
a lot of bands of this ilk do. On top 
of their mournful, dusty country, 
they layer lyrics that are often sick 
and upsetting, delivered without 
tongue in cheek or wink of the eye, 
but with a wail and snarl that makes 
you wonder how long it’s going to be 
before they do something really bad. 

SASS DRAGONS: 
New Kids on the Bong: LP
When you pick up an album called 
New Kids on the Bong, you pretty 

just accept that you’re in for a stoner 
rock album as stale as the pun that 

have you right where they want you. 

hitting you with a barrage of musical 
styles you did not see coming until 
you’re willing to accept whatever 
it is you’re hearing on this album. 
Thrash punk? Sure. Pop punk love 
songs? Why not. An acoustic sing-

A slow jam about a cat? Sounds 

it was recorded by a different band. 
Totally eclectic. Slightly weird. All 



SCRAP KIDS: All That I Can’t Be: CD

installment of the bevy of acoustic 

I’m becoming a bit weary that this 

I do like this record. In both music and 
lyrics, it reminds me a lot of Wingnut 

Sprocket releases, but it’s less diverse 
in the tuneage. The insert has written 
on it, boldly, “Militant rudeboy. Vegan 
fury,” which made me laugh derisively 
until the proverbial milk came out my 

way, I liked it, and I’ll keep it around 
and enjoy it. On occasion. –The Lord 

SEA OF SHIT / 
WATER TORTURE: Split: 7”
I have previously raved in these 
pages about the disgusting ugly 
mess that is Sea Of Shit, and this 

and concise. They build tension with 

and breakneck powerviolence before 
imploding back into sludge torture. 
They are one of the few powerviolence 
bands in recent memory that I really 
feel could hold their own on an LP 
because they write songs that adhere 
to the style without falling into generic 
gimmicks to put longer grooves on the 

out that I somehow missed, so this is 

Of Shit with a similar style, but the 
advent of more bass and awkward 
forays into feedback and noise that 
cut out in a second’s notice create a 
different landscape. I am so happy 
that the powerviolence trend has died 
so those left over are making music 
that is sincere but still pushing the 
music into new boundaries. While 

these bands to Man Is The Bastard 
or Infest is like comparing Crass to 
the Ramones. The intent is different, 
the worldview is skewed, and the 
result is light years away, despite the 

SHANKS, THE: I’d Fuck Me: Cassette
This is a rarities and B-sides collection 
by Omaha-based garage rockers The 
Shanks. Their specialty is the seedier 
edge of the subgenre, very reminiscent 

distorted garage sounds with gritty, 

art to the nifty cassette shell, it is releases 
like this one that are making me a big 
fan of the tape resurgence. It’s also cool 

sick, and mesmerizing, The Shanks are 
like Christian TV minus the Christians. 
How’s that for an endorsement? –Art 

SICK FIX: Vexed: LP
Pretty cool, heavy hardcore that’s 
usually a bit too fast for my tastes, 

Magrudergrind/Coke Bust/etc. I’m sure 

I usually like my hardcore to have 

Baltimore this January. I’d say there’s 
a damn good chance I’ll be converted. 

SIDEKICKS, THE: Grace: 7” 
The Sidekicks play wimp pop with 

and girls who sleep with the guy with 
the guitar at the party. –Craven Rock 

SOFT DOV: Deathblast: Cassette
Pure chaos. Shattered chords choked 

birth to solos that scrape and cut. 

Bass crawling into your gut. Vocals 
like a desperate warning. Must play 

SONSKULL: Wiped Clean: 12”EP 
Sonskull make noisy, jangly-
sounding punk rock with female 
vocals. There’s plenty of feedback 
and grit in the sound of this, which I 
enjoyed. Vocalist Mary has a roaring 

style well. The long buildup of the 
title track makes the payoff of the 

each track, rips, rages, and wails from 

intensity is “Weeping Hole” on the 
B-Side of the record. This is a sparse 

other members of the band singing 
in a quiet, monotone voice. It didn’t 
do much for me, but the rawness 
of the rest of this record more than 
makes up for this one hiccup. –Paul 

SPIDERFACE: Nobody’s Safe: CD
I have very discriminating taste 
when it comes to shock rock. You 
can’t just spit blood in my face and 

That may be shocking, but it’s not 
rocking. Spiderface brings forth the 
grimy, angry rock with straightjacket 

about declaring war on the asses of 
homophobes. I’m blasting it now. 
I hope my neighbor can hear it over 
all the shitty Christmas music she’s 

SPITTING IMAGE: Valley Floor: 7”
What a weird record. The music is 

that is very informed by early Joy 

of British post-punk. The closest point 
of reference would be early Iceage/

punk bands, but it lacks the intensity 
or memorability of either of the 
aforementioned bands. It comes with 
a thirty-some page zine of artists from 
Nevada that is really cool and sort of 
overshadows the record. –Ian Wise 



STAR AND DAGGER: In My Blood: 12”
Occasionally, you hear a band that 
is really ugly and domineering but 
somehow sounds like they could be 
poised for commercial success. I’m 
talking about the Baronesses and 

wrote songs that stuck in your head 
and had big production because they 
had an idea and knew how to pull it 
off, not because they were actively 
trying to sell more records. I imagine 
this will be the case with Star And 

members” credentials, but because 
they just write really good songs. This 

female vocals that have a heavy focus 
on both the low end and the melody. 
The music is more reminiscent of early 
Sabbath/Jerusalem than more recent 
doom/stoner rock and everything is 
so methodic and in place it’s hard to 
nitpick. The guitar tone is perfect, the 
song structures are engaging, and the 

record and I was pleasantly surprised. 

STEAMY WOLVES: 
Moist Lord: Cassette

immersed in paranoia and sacrilege. 
This isn’t music to listen to anywhere 
but in your room alone or with like-
minded individuals, though, at times, 
I can picture it being blared at some 

shitty club full of soulless clones 
when suddenly the security sprinklers 
start to shower everyone with piss. 
Recommended for anyone who’s 
looking for anything but a good 

STRANGLEHOLD: Self-titled: 7”
Ahhhhhhh, I see what’s going on here. 

band despite having the same name. It 
wouldn’t be a bad thing though because 
I like what’s going on here. Solid mid-
tempo punk rock whose singer had 

gargle with razor blades and whiskey? 
The thing is she sounds great, as does 
the rest of the band. Three straight-
up, catchy originals and a Stiff Little 

STREET DOGS: GOP: 7”

Tons of TNT festival in Hartford, CT. 
Watching them play their classic punk 
anthem “G.L.C.” was a childhood 
dream come true. Queer Pills Records 
released an awesome repress of that 

represses promised for the near future. 

altered to be about the Republican 
party, worth checking out? Of course 

vocalist Mike McColgan’s Street 

a live version of their popular “Not 
without a Purpose.” Twenty thousand 

Republicans outside of election year 
Republican events as an educational 
act of protest. Now the true vinyl is 
available. Hopefully some young 

a result, an outcome even nobler than 
changing the face of lame mainstream 

SUGAR STEMS: Like I Do: 7” 
Perhaps it’s somewhat unfair to 
review this single when the rest of my 
review materials consisted of raging 

that I can remain objective. That said, 

get me wrong, I’m not hating on the 

The Steve Adamyk Band, for Pete’s 

too, I dunno… twee for my liking, I 
s’pose. I’m sure there are a shit-ton of 
pop punk nerds who’ll be drooling all 
over this, but I guess I just don’t see 
how this even begins to fall under the 

SWEATER GIRLS: 
Sweater Girls Were Here…: LP
Cardigans drawn on a chalk board, 
sack lunches, algebra books, and 
paper airplanes populate the album 

album for the class. That perfect shade 
of shy awkwardness that reeks of teen 
spirit is heard throughout the twelve 
tracks. In the same department as Tiger 

employ female harmonies to ride a 
pink cloud of infatuation and nostalgia, 
cooing “and my parents don’t know” 

Impressively produced, especially for 
a debut, with guitar hooks worthy of 
any gym room dance, Sweater Girls 
are head of the class. Recommended. 

SWEET PUPS: Self-titled: Cassette
As simple as it may sound, you don’t 
come across too many bands who play 
some fun punk much like the Go-Go’s 

do sound like they’ve been doing it 
forever. There’s some doo-wop and 

about, and it comes through big time 
with the soulful vocals provided 
by ladies who appear to be very 
comfortable with their singing abilities. 
The Soviettes go garage? Bow Wow 
Wow as a real punk band? Three songs 
is such a tiny morsel to savor. Give us 

SWINGIN’ UTTERS: “The Librarians 
Are Hiding Something” b/w “Rude 
Little Rooms”: 7”
Cockney Rejects meet John Cougar 
Mellencamp. Who knew there’d be 



in their Americanness and very San 

cornpone oi or liver-damage anglophile 
sad sacks lamenting drained pints, 

are reliable, always worth a listen, 

dignity. One question. How the hell 
can a table legs ever be illegal? I’ll take 

TEENAGE SOFTIES: Brunch: 7”
Thoughtful, spirited pop punk with 
male/female vocals and the unfortunate 

tracks, all of them well played, though 
the recording seemed a bit thin and the 

Still, there’s serious potential here—
Brunch makes me think of either Astrid 

O, both of whom had some pretty cool 

TEMPLARS, THE: Dans Les Catacombs 
Du Studio de L’Acre 1993-1999 20th
Anniversary Edition: LP
The Templars are hands down the 
greatest American oi band of all time. 
This reissue of their collection Dans 
Les Catacombs, released in conjunction 
with the band’s twentieth anniversary, 
adds the two-song Milites Templi

a total of nineteen tracks of Templars 

Templars are an absolutely incredible 
band. Their live shows are amazing, as 
are their records. I’ve always contended 
that Dans Les Catacombs 
release, since it includes so many 
classics like “Police Informer,” “The 

vinyl add to the awesomeness. The 
Templars will turn even the snobbiest 
anti-skin punk into an oi fan. It’s true. 
Social science research conducted by 
yours truly indicates that ninety three 
out of one hundred punks love The 

THROWAWAYS, THE: Self-titled: 7” 
This three-piece from Calgary play 
fun longing-for-summer, girl-fronted 
Ramones-style pop punk with lots of 
woah-ohs. Think of a faster Tacocat 

energetic stuff from a very young-

ULTRAMAN / DOT DASH!: Split: 10”

very much complement one another. 

is still remembered regionally, but is 
often overlooked by those not in the 

Midwest. They’ve always felt like St. 
Louis’s Naked Raygun in that they’re 

VACATION: Candy Waves: 7”

tracks written by Chicago, IL’s Al 
Scorch. Applying a hefty amount of 
reverb on the vocals, playing some 
straight up rock’n’roll riffs, and the 
occasional garage-guitar-thudding, 

earlier recordings. But collaborations 
like this can be just what some bands 

more of a garage record than a pop 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Dead Broke 
Rekerds Tape Comp Vol.4: Cassette

one likes a comp. My favorite comps 
were put out by Sacramento’s Secret 

on cassette. I don’t know to what 
degree the fact that this is on tape is 
what is reminding me so much of those 
classic Secret Center releases, but this 

with joy. Besides Stoned At Heart, 

Genocide, most of the bands included 
were new to me. If you’re looking to 
check out a slew of fun, fresh bands, it 

doesn’t get much better than this. I’m 
digging out Yahtzee Punks Fuck Off 
now to relive my cassette compilation 

VARIOUS ARTISTS:
Dekalb, Brawl City: CD
In an era when “compilation” is 
synonymous with “here’s assorted dreck 
from my label’s shitpile of crap releases,” 
it’s always faboo when something comes 
along that recalls the medium’s glory 
days. Seventeen bands, presumably from 
the titular city, grace this bad boy, dishing 
up assorted hues of punk, hardcore, and 
points between, the results varying from 
downright catchy to blissfully grating. As 
with other similar releases, my only gripe 
here is the lack of band info provided 

each band is included, I’m a right lazy 
bastard and want it all handed to me on 

one can overlook such slights in this 
case, considering all this glorious racket-
mongering is available for the princely 

of the release. All smartassery aside, this 
is one solid bit of work here. –Jimmy 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Tor Johnson 
Records Ten Year Anniversary 
Omnibus 2012: 7” 
Tor Johnson Records has been a 
consistently great label, not only 
because of the great bands and releases 
they’ve put out over the years, but 



and community. It is rare that labels and 
those who run them get the credit they 

download is a celebration of dedication 
to keeping the Providence, RI scene 
vibrant, and supporting the great bands 
that have been on the label over the years. 

unreleased track by Saint Jude, “The 

longest-running band on Tor Johnson, 
and the track was taken from a live 
radio recording. I reviewed their most 
recent Tor Johnson Release Fuck Now 
Denial in a previous issue. Saint Jude 
was not only one of my favorite bands 
on the label, but also one of my favorite 

A group of good friends playing great 
heavy hardcore punk, their Tor Johnson 
release Always Hard is absolutely worth 
picking up for anyone who likes heavy 
hardcore punk. Side B includes a track 
from an early Tor Johnson band, Pretty 

enough, a download card with each 
record features additional great jams 
including unreleased tracks from Weak 

band’s unreleased Tor Johnson albums, 
and it’s great to see tracks from those 

ears. This record is worth picking up not 
only because it marks a milestone in the 

because it’s also crammed full of great 

this record, and discover some great new 

VENENO LENTO: Self-titled: 7” EP

and a raspy singer belting out tunes 

life in general. None of the bullshit 
trappings that plague this subgenre in 
evidence, which is a relief. Worth a 

VIRGIN WHORES, THE: Whiskey Girl: 7”
It’s not dopey to like dopey punk. Why 
do fans of fashion punk always come 
back for more? My answer is because 
dopey bands are hilarious and are 
generally in on the joke. Minnesota’s 

of young energy are a refreshing 
anecdote to the wannabe artsy bullshit 
that so many bands of today strive for. 
The record’s sides are labeled with one 
cherry and two cherries as opposed to 
“A” and “B.” If you roll your eyes at 
that brilliance, skip this band and have 
fun outgrowing fun. The rest of us will 

WEIRD TV: Self-titled: 12” EP 
Sprouting out of a vibrant Olympia, 
Washington music scene, Weird TV 

is one of my favorite new bands. 
Their fuzzed-out garage punk sound 
includes tons of guitar wankery and 
had me hooked on this record from 

out salvo after salvo of catchy riffs 
that get your head bobbing, and 
the frantic raging of Ben Trogdon 
on drums keeps the rhythm going 
as Root’s shredding threatens to 
bring everything down in a crash of 
wailing guitars. Through the roar 
of guitar, bass, and drums, vocalist 
Lizet Ortuño holds court, sounding 
to my ears like a more raw and gritty 

howl which she lets loose on tracks 

that has only left me wanting more. 

WHITE COFFIN: Before the Cut: CD
This is really bad. Beginning with the 
back cover, with its Hellcat Records-
style—photoshopped to look cut’n’paste 
aesthetic—and the band member’s eye 
shadow darkly standing out in fake 
photocopy. The music is really shitty 
goth rock. I know deathrock has always 
been kind of clean-sounding, even as far 

you ever wondered what Poison would 
sound like if they covered “Bullet,” 
check out track eight. What color of 

WOLF-FACE: Self-titled: CDEP

The lyrics are about Teen Wolf. This is 
not very entertaining. It sounds like 

but they’re so shitty you don’t even 
wanna go to their shows. –Nighthawk 

ZYGOTEENS: 
Sleeping with the Stereo On: 7” EP

given that Milwaukee really didn’t have 
any pop punk bands of its own in the 

minimum, a bit more tuneful than 
current standard-bearers/dead-horse-
beaters like Teenage Bottlerocket or 
the Manges, yet not really transcendent 

of cross-platform striped shirt stalwarts 
like the Yum Yums or whomever. 
Nice cover art and meritoriously loud 
production; despite the absence of any 
top-drawer smasheroo to serve as the 
straw that stirs the drink, you could 

band is the last band on my iTunes 

whose names start with numerals. –Rev. 

Read 18,607 more record reviews at 
razorcake.org/record-reviews
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Shang-A-Lang / GEG, split 7”. Mail $50 to PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042 and get ‘em all!
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DISTORTION FAITH #1, 
$5 ppd., 5¾” x 8¼”, 20 pgs. 
Cool start to a new zine out of 
Sweden. They do pack the twenty 
pages with information and graphics. 
Coverage is focused mainly on 
the noisier stuff that’s getting a lot 
of hype lately. Interviews serve 
more like introductions, and tend 
to discuss the music output of the 

deeper questions asked in future 

most was with the radio show 
Sjuka Signaler, because these types 
of projects rarely get discussed. 
The bands interviewed are Nerv, 

Acute, Lögnhalsmottagningen, and 
record labels Hardcore Survives, 

& Loud” column, where the writer 
tells us about some demos, sharing 
music, and gives a playlist. The 
overall layout is the standard punk 
style, with a slightly chaotic look, 
but never too busy or confusing. 
The printing is great, and the 
photos come through nice and 
clear. I’m interested in seeing how 

FASTCORE PHOTOS #3, 
$5 ppd., 5½” x 8”, 56 pgs.
This issue breaks away from the 

a ton of bands like Coke Bust, Punch, 
Street Pizza, Curmudgeon, Sectarian 
Violence, BearTrap, and more. The 
interviews are short and serve more 

Will is pretty connected to what’s 
going on in the scene, I wonder how 
he would do with conducting longer, 
more in-depth interviews? Those 
could be pretty interesting. You also 
get pages of just photos with bands 
like Negative Approach, Tenement, 

well as some blasts from the past 

All Authority, Swank, and more. I 
always enjoy this zine. This issue 
was a nice change of pace. Looking 

FEEDBACK #12, $2, 7” x 5” 
Photocopied, 44 pgs.
Really fun comics describing John 
Isaacson’s various nights out on 
the town around Portland. Isaacson 
illustrates his show reviews and 
writes about a wide spectrum of 
bands. His personal take on shows 
gives a nice overview of clubs and 
bands playing the area. I enjoyed 
it and I don’t live there. Feedback
also has a record and zine review 
section. Good stuff. –Billups Allen 

FUCK AND FIGHT FANZINE
#?, $?, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 12 pgs.
Fuck and Fight is a mess. The layout 
had me constantly twisting it to 
read it. Typewritten sections. Hand-
written sections. Cookie fortunes. It’s 
jumbled together. The back cover is 
a direct scan of Bruce Springsteen & 
The E Street Band/Live 1975-1985.
These are all outward indications that 
this zine will probably blow. Nothing 
could be further from the truth. Rene 

to listen to Rene talk all day long. 
I want Rene to be my life coach on 
drinking days. He’s an engaging story 
teller, there’s often a surprise, and he 

piece on his grandmother’s death 

sweat rubbed into Rene’s scalp, Fuck 
and Fight is a glorious, honest, sloppy 
mess, one that I highly recommend. 

GUIDE TO BEING ALONE #1, 
$4, photocopied, 11” x 7”, 18 pgs.

bases. Not just for the recently single, 
this should get any seasoned loner’s 
approval. With segments on realizing 
your friends suck and subsequently 
realizing everyone sucks, Julia 
ViceVersa holds your hand through 
what could be a daunting social 

the company of me, myself, and I, 
the material doesn’t really bring any 
new ideas to the table. However, 
for someone struggling with their 
newfound alone time, this ought to 
outline your options and boost your 

Put together in the classic cut and 
paste zine fashion, the graphics and 
old timey photos are brought to you 
by the creator of Guide to Dating 
Gangsters Vol.1. Julia has even put 
together a soundtrack to go along 
with your unaccompanied journey. 

INFINITY MACHINE, 5 ½” x 6 ¾”, 
photocopied mini-zine, 8 pgs.
Short and sweet, 
is quick collection of black and 

man, I love security envelope 
designs—with hand-drawn 
elements and clipped-in depictions 
of power, security, and status quo 

holds a baby, caringly looking down 
at it. Behind the baby are endless 
receipts. “You’re already fucked” is 

KISS OFF #14, $2, 4” x 5”,
photocopied, 32 pgs.
This is a personal zine that takes place 
entirely in the author’s head. Very 
little physical action. Half pages are 

doesn’t shed much light on why these 
non-events are being written about. 

There are a few subtle instances of 
tension or growth or a sort of poetry of 
scene, but there’s not really anything 

LES CARNETS RASTAPOULOS 
# 8, free, photocopied, 7” x 8”, 14 pgs.
This issue is about the Canadian 
author’s childhood and his 
impassioned pen pal hobby. It’s a 
short, interesting look at the joy of 
corresponding with kids from all over 
the world through letter-writing in 

from Czechoslovakia, Yugoslavia, 

whole bunch of other places. He 
says, “We all wrote each other about 
our fears, our hope, of the mundane 

in our own parts of the world...
Without knowing it all of us were 
contradicting the massive propaganda 
machines our governments put in 
place to demonize the other during 

it all seems so archaic, to think kids 
could even be that cosmopolitan. I 
doubt they are now with the small and 

and Google craft for them. This issue 

all his old pen pals to see if he can 

kind of lives they’ve had. Both issues 
are free if you get in contact with the 

LOSERS WEEPERS #3, $5, 
Offset, 6 ¾” x 7 ¼”
The premise: J.T. Yost makes a 
comic with a story inspired by found 
materials, which he collages into 
the comic. In this issue, we have a 

cryptic note found on an art store’s 
pen testing pad. The result is a 
shaggy dog story about the downfall 

Send all zines for review to: 
Razorcake,
PO Box 42129, LA, CA 90042
Please include a postal 
address (that’s how we trade), 
the number of pages, the price, 
and whether or not you accept trades.

ZINE
R E V I E W S

“‘Ramen to the 
grave / we inherit 
all the bills’; ‘love 
can starve in the 
corner / while 
hate eats itself.’”

–Dave Brainwreck 
SPARE CHANGE #25



of a struggling language instructor 
whose home life is sent into a tailspin 

art drives the whole thing home and 

between zine and indie comic. –Chris 

st

PORK #7, Free, 
15” x 10”, Newsprint, 20 pgs.
Pork

Gaither, whose monster-themed art 

has graced Accüsed and Municipal 
Waste album covers. Arturo Vega is 
interviewed regarding his work as 
art director for the Ramones. Basil 
Wolverton’s son Monte carries on 
with his father’s seminal work and 
talks to Pork about his dad’s legacy. 

character, is also interviewed. The 
interviews are well informed. How 
much good stuff can you cram into 
twenty pages of solid rock’n’roll art 
talk? Apparently, the answer is Pork.

MAXIMUM ROCKNROLL #353, 
$4, newsprint, 8½” x 11”, 144 pgs.

th

anniversary issue, what else can be 
said about MRR
the three decades of chronicling punk, 
the zine has not only managed to 
keep things fresh with surveys, world 
news, and columns punched out by a 
rainbow of folks but has established 
itself as being synonymous with 

singer for Brain Tumors, screams into 
the mic, eyes closed, an arm’s length 
away from the all-ages crowd. On 
the inside of the cover, past the Top 

asking questions rather than posing 
answers, while George Tabb’s retell 

journey to the vet adds some levity, 

journalistic snapshot of the scene in 
Peru is revealed plus an interview 
with Brain Tumors by Paddy Costello 

book and movie reviews, including 
a couple vegan cookbook reviews, 
MRR rolls on as part megaphone, 
part distro—a one stop shop for all 

MAXIMUM ROCK’N’ROLL #355, 
$4, newsprint, 8½” x 11”, 144 pgs.
You’ve got to hand it to MRR. After 
thirty years, they’ve got this punk 
zine thing down to a science. My 

do the math: I’m old. Anyway, some 
things in life you come to count 
on to always be there and MRR is 
certainly one of them. This issue 
features interviews with The Red 

Avi Spivak who also provided the 
awesome cover art. Also included 
are the ever-present gaggle of 

reviews and columns that you’ve 

this particular issue is the apparent 
pissing match between longtime 
columnist Mykel Board and the 
coordinators that spilled over into 
the letters section over a column of 
his that didn’t run due to its subject 
matter. It is good to see that the 
coordinators chose to take the issue 

NECK DATA #15, $?, 
8½” x 11”, copied, 12 pgs.
Weird, weird zine. Subtitled 

know it by looking at the thing. 
There’s virtually nothing here that’s 
even particularly cohesive, much 
less captivating. Held together 
by three staples in the margin, 
and using a standard washed-out 
collage aesthetic, the majority of 
the material is made up of some 
jarring and mostly nonsensical 

Contains the only Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith
my life.

SELF AWARE #9, $1, ½” x 5½” 
A very well put together zine 
published by the record label of 
the same name. This issue features 

Gun, No Power, and Nailbiter. In 
addition to interviews, the issue 
features a guest column by Joe 
Lachut of Seven Inches to Freedom
zine, show reports from Chaos in 

from Wilmington, NC, and nearly 
two dozen record reviews. The 
layout has a retro cut and paste feel 
at times, and a modern computer 

designed vibe at others. It’s a good 
balance, and is both easy to read 
and features some of the most crisp 
black and white photos and images 
I’ve seen in any zine. A few of the 
interviews were on the short side, 
and I would have appreciated a bit 
more depth, but, overall, they were 
pretty well done. My favorite part 
of this issue is Joe Lachut’s guest 
column. Lachut’s discussion of 
bands breaking up and others who 
drag out their careers long after 
they’ve ceased doing anything 
relevant is particularly relevant 

amount of reunions taking place 
and the number of washed up 
bands attempting to recapture past 
glories. “Pull the plug when life 
ceases to matter,” Lachut writes. 

checking out Lachut’s own zine 
as soon as possible, and after 

Self 
Aware. It’s a great zine in a small 
package, and well worth checking 

SPARE CHANGE #25, $3,
5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 40 pgs.
A solid coffee table zine; each 
page of this offers a haiku as well 
as a photocopied reply to business 
junk mail. Both represent healthy 
drives to achieve something—the 
haikus come from the author’s 
drive to create, and the business 
reply mail is part of a single-
handed campaign to help save the 

making businesses foot the postage 
bill for the junk mail replies. The 
haikus are mostly decent, peppered 
occasionally with great lines 

all the bills”; “love can starve in 

The business reply mail appeals 
more to the punk sensibility: witty, 
often snotty or political, it runs the 
gamut without losing its sharpness, 
going from lashing out at fetishized 
“Native American”-inspired goods 
to simple little nonsenses like, 
“I’m that voice in your head, I 
just learned to write!” I can only 
hope that the people opening the 
mail at Globe Life Insurance and 
Renown Health Products enjoyed 

ZISK #21, $3, 6 ¾” x 8 ½”, 
photocopied, 23 pgs.
I’m not one for fetishisms or 
fawning when talking about zines. 
I own thousands, have written 

years straight as my “day job.” I’m 
a utilitarian, a pragmatist, not a 
tourist, vulture, or holding on for 
“something better.” So when the 
“Look what I made with my own 
two hands!” feeling settles down 

the novelty of self-made cultural 
production sags like dirty socks 

at the end of your feet, when it’s 
just you in your underpants in the 
middle of room full of half-formed 
ideas, that’s when zines show to me 
what they’re really made of. That’s 
when it becomes really interesting 
to me. Zisk is awesome. It’s all 
about baseball, but it’s put together 

jocks, cheerleaders, and precocious 

media and will forget about 
zines when a new app comes out. 
Baseball is the diamond-shaped 
prism that Zisk looks through the 
world. In this issue: Sick Teen’s 

and becomes the in-park announcer 
for a minor league baseball team 
for a summer. He then rates the 
music that accompanies batters 
to the plate. Regarding Justin 
Bieber’s “Boyfriend,” “WHAT. 

what the fuck.” Roctober’s Jake 
Austen applies art theory and basic 
sculptural proportion to the recent 
proliferation of baseball statues 
crowding Chicago. On Harold 
Baines’s statue: “This very wrong 
right leg is so weird that the poor 
likeness and oddity of the sculpted 
beard hairs are moot.” He also 

Batcolumn with my own two eyes: 
“This is pretty great public art. 
Because it’s awesome and giant 

sense…” Re-read Jake’s quote. 
With a couple little tweaks, he 
could easily be talking about Zisk
and I couldn’t agree more. –Todd 
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“In this issue, we have a misspelled language lessons flyer, a 
sorta-sexy letter from jail, and a cryptic note found on an art 
store’s pen testing pad.” –Chris Terry | LOSERS WEEPERS #31

Read 1,870more zine reviews at
razorcake.org/punk-zine-reviews
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Digestate: A Food & Eating Themed Anthology
Edited by J.T. Yost, 288 pgs.

Brace yourself, because comics and food have come together in a big 
anthology. What could be in a comic about food? How about a sprig of broccoli 
watching chunks of meat battle it out in a Roman-style coliseum? How about tales 
of picky eaters, family recipes, and shoddily run restaurants? How about multiple, 
graphic pleas for animal rights? It’s all in Digestate, drawn by indie luminaries 

Georges, and there’s even something from syndicated comic artist Berkeley 
Breathed. This comes in at almost three hundred pages—so not everything is 
mind-blowing, but the art is varied and always high quality—and the quantity and 
variety guarantee that there will be at least a few things of interest to anyone who 

Hardcore Zen Strikes Again! 
By Brad Warner, 169 pgs.

As the title implies, this smallish book is something of a resurrection of Brad 

to think he was beginning to act like a grown up.

carnality has been doffed and his dukes are up, just like in his truculent younger 

readers perceived to be his unbridled arrogance and sophomoric penchant for 
shock tactics, then you are about to be slaked by the contents of his latest book. 

Hardcore Zen Strikes Again HZSA
so much essays as nettling rants—composed for his website during the years 

Hardcore Zen: Punk Rock, Monster 
Movies, and the Truth about Reality, the book that worked like itching powder 
on meditation cushions far and wide, resulting in many chapped asses amongst 

HZSA is more than just a mere collection of old 
rants that anyone could cull off the internet for free; it offers up the older rants 

wherein Warner opines on what he sees as the strengths and weaknesses of each 
piece. So the chapters are each served up kind of like “reality sandwiches”—

which would’ve been a better title for this book if not for the fact that I think Allen 

teacher Nishijima don’t seem to have any qualms about appropriating for their 
own use already used titles from other authors’ books. But that’s a squabble best 

tsk-tsking and general feeling of censure from the mainstream 
Buddhist community—or maybe because of it—the original Hardcore Zen book 
remains Warner’s best-selling book to date, which is interesting since it is surely 
the only Buddhist publication anywhere to feature both Johnny Rotten and the 

outlandish notion was put forth that beneath the outward accoutrements—the 
spiked leather jackets and the monkish robes—there was a surprisingly deep 

Hardcore Zen era, this book 

speak, it’s something I’ve been interested in long before I ever heard of Brad 
Warner or Noah Levine. So it was good to revisit the subject again after Warner 
had more or less moved on from it in his last couple books before HZSA. Reading 

into spiritually-conjoined twins is the P.T. Barnum-esque masterstroke on which 
Warner’s whole writing career has been built and is almost certainly the main 

But is it accurate to say that it’s Zen that has a resonance with punk? It’s 
accurate enough; if we are to trust the validity of the so-called “actual words” 

admirable job of highlighting many of these “quotes” in his books and various 

wisdom antics that look much more “punkish” than “monkish.” But I will stick my 

scholars agree, was the result of a cross pollination between Indian Mahayana 

he was a true character and a sublime nonconformist, humorously lampooning 
decorum and constantly thumbing his nose at authority. He was very much 
engaged with the world, being occasionally argumentative and always playfully 
mischievous. In his earthy philosophy he lauded the virtues of the natural, the 
rough, the unforced, the spontaneous, and the unpretentious—elements that later 
became incorporated into the Japanese aesthetic of wabi-sabi where imperfection 
is not only accepted but actually valorized. If I’m not mistaken, those are the very 
elements that go into the potent brew we know as punk.

But as oftentimes happens, I’m not sure Brad would agree with me on this 
point. When I interviewed him for Razorcake many years ago and asked about the 

as he frostily dismissed the question with a single terse sentence. I therefore have 
great doubt that there will ever be a Brad Warner book entitled Hardcore Dao.

And so I come, after reading Hardcore Zen Strikes Again, to the same 
conclusion I arrived at after having read any of Warner’s books: though I don’t 
always see eye to eye with him and I occasionally cringe when I step into one 
of the piles of dogma he leaves to mark his philosophical territory, I still enjoy 
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“In a way, you could say that Zhuangzi was the GG Allin of 
ancient China, just one with brains. Not that Zhuangzi had a 
habit of eating his own stools, but he was a true character and 
a sublime nonconformist...” –Aphid Peewit, Hardcore Zen Strikes Again!





grittiness and has refrained from designating himself a super guru fronting a vast 

be a breath of fresh air—despite the occasional dogma droppings—in a domain 

As Warner himself writes in the book: “It’s really sad that people have come 
to believe that Buddhist writing should function like elevator music.” And in that 
regard, venerate him or revile him, it can be said that Brad Warner is sure as hell no 

Perfect Youth
By Sam Sutherland, 368 pgs.

I came to discover punk rock in the same way a lot of young people who 
weren’t there right at the beginning do: a clandestine listen to a friend’s older 

and I was well on my way. The point where I veered off slightly came in the form 
of my aunt’s new boyfriend. Although he didn’t look the part, he was into punk 

or America, but right here in Canada. Suddenly, I had a new batch of weapons in 

was a Canadian punk listening to Canadian punk. 

Sam Sutherland has taken on the daunting task of going coast to coast and 
meticulously documenting small punk rock scenes that began springing up in the 

book was made for a punk like me! 
Sutherland criss-crosses around the country in no discernible order, which 

There are also chapters on “queercore” and women in Canadian punk. 
While incredibly comprehensive, the book is also entertaining; I had a hard 

time putting it down. While I already knew the stories of many of the bands 
involved, I didn’t feel like it was repeating anything. And the bands I didn’t 
know? Well, I gobbled that information up. I feel that much more whole now that 
I am aware of the early punk scene in Saskatchewan and Newfoundland. 

The key to this book working as well as it does is with Sutherland himself. 
He is an outsider—a fan and journalist—looking in. You can tell he loves his 
subject deeply but is not above being objective about it. This is where other 
early Canadian band biographies and autobiographies often fail. Rather than 
recounting events from his own fuzzy memory, or the desire to insert himself into 
the story, Sutherland cobbles the history together from fragments of several fuzzy 
memories from many people involved. The results are fantastic. 

long way in showing us how key our role has been in a very important genre and 

facet to the early punk movement that they may not have seen or heard before. 

subject of Canadian punk, I am now on the hunt for a lot of music I’ve never 

Punk Rock: An Oral History 
By John Robb, 562 pgs.

These days it’s almost as if you can close your eyes, throw a rock in any 

who’s writing one. Most of them follow the same template: focus your attention 

the whole nonsense on Western Civilization as a whole before declaring the 

fallaciousness of that frame of mind is screamingly obvious to anyone who’s 
spent more than a week paying attention to punk, but nonetheless that attitude has 
become a bit of a cottage industry unto itself in the punk book world. 

That said, this is another book wherein the lion’s share of pages roughly 
cover the same span of time as all the others. It is, however, a bit different both 

and for the most part allows its subjects to do the talking. Second, while there 
is no shortage of talk about that scene’s iconic bands, it also includes a wealth 
of information about names the casual punk fan might not be quite as familiar 

Boys—and it isn’t afraid to also include lengthy discussions about second and 
even third wave bands. 

The Membranes and, more recently, Goldblade, is no stranger to the subject 
matter—keeps the tone conversational, allowing his subjects to go on related 

to call bullshit or interject when he disagrees with someone’s assessment of 

Snow 
White as it was by the more frequently cited Weimar Republic-via-Cabaret
keep one’s interest piqued throughout. 

Best of all, Robb is well versed enough with punk’s history to know better than 
to pander that same tired “punk died in ___” jazz, stopping roughly in the early 

on the dominant culture. I went into this book with no shortage of trepidation, 
but as it stands, I’d say it’s as close to a go-to tome as you’re gonna get if you’re 

Vegas Knockout: A Novel in Stories
By P Moss, 177 pgs.

Vegas Knockout

cinches up the narrative, story by story. The main character of the book isn’t a 
person, but a city. It’s not the Las Vegas of instantly repeatable catchphrases. 
It’s not the Las Vegas that attempted to be family friendly. It’s the Las Vegas 
circumscribed by a local, downtown, non-Strip regular, an author who’s built 
a reliable bar empire on the surface of what seems like bad ideas: free beers to 
patrons with multiple missing teeth, bacon-infused spirits. 

Moss uses the veined and broken-neon topographical darkness of Vegas 
as the carbon-silted foil to shape his novel. Shady cunning is balanced with 

a steady hand. The novel is enveloped in that almost group hallucination, that 
aerosol mist of desperate living that fogs everything from Las Vegas’s largest 
gambling empires to its small-time hustlers and hangers-on. Moss summarizes: 
“Took the sure thing instead of taking a chance on the real thing… it was like 
taking insurance on a hand of blackjack. All you got was even money, yet you 
counted it as a win. Who wants to live their life taking even money?”

Structurally, Vegas Knockout follows the narrative timeline up to 
and through the conclusion of a heavyweight title fight. Caught in the 
net of intrigue, bad luck, and soiled-and-laugh-tracked redemption is a 
reporter for a music magazine, people devoted to a world of yesteryear 
Vegas nostalgia, a petty thief with self-esteem issues, a vetted greasy 
spoon bookie, and, well, an animal fucking father and son duo. The result 
is a curious duality. It’s a book that sounds like gimmicks and hyperboles 
when it’s summarized, but is a genuine article when read page by page. 
In many ways, Vegas Knockout is an honest reaction to a town that I’m 
familiar with in essence; a living, breathing Vegas I lived with and in 

“Who fuggin’ knew Siouxsie Sioux’s whole shtick was 
influenced by the evil queen in Disney’s Snow White?” 

–Jimmy Alvarado, Punk Rock: An Oral History
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When the Drumming Stops
By Steven Wishnia, 223 pgs.

One of the things I like about writing book reviews for Razorcake is that 
even when the books are bad, there is still something to say about them. And 
much more often than the music I get to review, the books are often pleasant 
surprises—things I would never have picked up on my own, but that I am happy 
to read and review. When the Drumming Stops
such a pleasant surprise. It’s not the best book I’ve ever read, but it was enjoyable 
and something I was interested in coming back to every time I had the chance. 
The primary reason this book appealed to me is that it deals with a few topics 
that I am interested in: New York City, New York City punk, and what happens 
to punk rockers as they get older. 

The Gutter Astronomers, was touring with a somewhat sizeable fan base. Although 

jobs and cheap rent, and just generally trying to understand how a city they loved so 
dearly could have changed so much. The band members with children constantly 
feel as though they have no time to do anything. The ones without family seem to 
have all the time in the world to contemplate how much they miss playing music 
and what to do with the time they have left in the world.

themselves in this new age of internet promotion and commercial punk rock. 
It’s not hard to see that the disillusionment they face at the changing landscape is 

jealousy, however. Rather, it’s a book about a great city, people who love music, 
and their interconnected lives.

Thankfully, Wishnia has a master’s degree in journalism and knows how to 
write. That’s not to say this is told in a journalistic fashion, rather Wishnia has the 

reader, and gets them to follow along. The story doesn’t drag and reads well.

could have been, and what is. And then they write books about it and ask us to 
think about the same things. There are no easy answers and things don’t always 
work out the way we’d like them to, but it’s good to know that there are others 

–

Circle Jerks: My Career as a Jerk:
You can’t call yourself a fan of hardcore punk without having at least heard of 
the Circle Jerks. They’re mandatory listening for anyone getting into the genre. 
Historically speaking, the band tends to get overshadowed in punk history 

and most criminally underrated bands to come out of the L.A. punk scene of the 

VID
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are featured in multiple interviews, along with founding drummer “Lucky” 

bass duties at points in the Jerks’ history. Interviews from outside sources Henry 

Though sometimes grainy, I enjoyed the archival live footage of the band, 
most shot by Markey himself, and how the live footage is interspersed with 
interviews to tell the story of the band. The interviews themselves were great, 
detailing the behind the scenes history of the band, and the revolving-door nature 
of their lineup over the years. There’s a bit of a jumping back and forth in the 

properly understand the chronology of events. 

tracing the band’s history all the way up to their aborted attempt at recording a 

It is clear in watching this documentary that director Markey is a great fan of 
the band. His attention to detail and drive to document everything shines through 
in every interview and in the live footage. Reaching out and interviewing virtually 
everyone involved in the band over the years took a lot of time and commitment, 

members’ battles with drug use to tensions between members over participation 
in other bands over the years, and the unresolved situation that was their attempt 

frustrations, angers, and fears, felt over nearly thirty years of making music 
together. What emerges is one of the most honest accounts of a legendary band 

John Hillerman: Dat Woret:

Magnum P.I.

drinking beer, and chatting in a room smaller than the bathroom at Razorcake HQ. 
The interview is all in German so I really couldn’t follow along at all, which was 

and seemed to have had a fun time, which is really all you can ask for from a band 

Punk Machine, The:

of an aspiring punk band—if only they could actually play!” Being a sucker for 

to be inspired. What I got instead was a load of live videos by many of today’s 

take and come off pretty goofy. Citizen Matt is pretty much cracking up in each 

On that level, it succeeds and is a fun watch initially. Any replay quotient would 

After getting over my obvious disappointment in not getting an inspirational 

Read 213 more independent video reviews at 
razorcake.org/punk-video-reviews


