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Punk wins. Why else would so many outside of punk want to 
continually convince themselves of its death?

Things that are truly dead get buried and forgotten. They’re 
resurrected on anniversaries of their death for some sales and then get 
forgotten again. Travis Fristoe’s recent excellent essay on Radon got 

Punk is a virus. It causes infections. There are outbreaks that 
have caused a worldwide pandemic almost forty years strong. There 
have been countless attempts at “cures.” None have been completely 
successful. Cops almost beat it completely out of us. Churches cut the 
sacrilegious thorns off it and attempted to make it conform with their 

Saturday morning cartoon colors to it. Many former punks believe 
these compromises are punk. They aren’t. 

broadcast far and wide, shilling cars, soda, shampoo, and expensive 
pants—you name it. There’s a long history of corporate punk. The Sex 
Pistols were a boy band on EMI with funny haircuts who sold anarchy. 

Punk mutates. At its best, punk is beautiful mutant rock.
Punk will punch you in the fucking face over and over again, and 

eye, the cigarette burns, the bruises on your shins from the low stage, 

and reminders that we are not at peace. We are at war against being 
exploited at every conceivable turn in our lives. Idealism truly counts 
only after you’ve had to pick your teeth off the ground and make the 
decision to get them put back in or leave them out.

Calling punk “youthful indiscretion” is a copout as shitty as saying 

who swore undying allegiance to punk became insurance sellers, 
choking on new car payments and killing the punk in themselves one 

blood to the status quo. The ironic thing is that many of these people 
waved the punk banner higher and more furious than those around 
them. They were the “King or Queen of Punk Mountain.” It’s easier for 
them to blame everyone else or to attempt to order those around them 
than to look inside. So it makes sense that they have more to gain when 
they claim punk’s dead. It died in them. The world revolves around 
them. Thus, punk’s dead. They don’t have to examine themselves. 

different than Montreal punk. That’s a big umbrella. Punk may be 
staring you right in the face, running through the sewers underneath 
your feet, and you may not even know it. There are fewer mohawks 
in punk nowadays. Those things take a lot of effort and I live in a city 
where it’s better that law enforcement doesn’t take special interest in 
your attire.

Some days, punk’s a pain in the ass. It only goes as far as you’re 
willing to push it. Not an inch further. 

But remember this: we gain so much when punk’s alive. They
have something to gain when they claim it’s dead.

Who are you giving the power to? Yourself or them?
What side are you on? –Todd Taylor
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T
I Have Another Book Coming Out! Horray!

LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

SEAN CARSWELL

“You, too, will get 
sucked into the 
mad, eerie world of 
my imagination.”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

The psych hospital cafeteria had a 
baked chicken special on Tuesdays. I wasn’t 
teaching on Tuesdays that semester, so I went 
up the hill to the hospital for lunch a lot. I met 
my wife there. Neither of us were patients. 

there for the chicken.

hospitals in those visits is that they make 
for lousy spectacles. In movies and on TV, 
psych hospitals are over the top. People 

“Testicles!” at the top of their lungs. 

gowns that sometimes expose bare asses 
or embarrassing undergarments. And the 
hospitals themselves are dark, ominous, and 
spooky. In real life, the hospital was sunny 
and clean. The staff was friendly. They had 
good stories at lunch—not the ridiculous 
or voyeuristic stories you’d expect. They 
told tender stories. My favorite was about 
two kids in different foster homes who had 
fallen in love. They would conspire to be 
placed in involuntary, seventy-two hour 
holds at the psych hospital so they could 
spend weekends together.

At the same time, I taught a research 
writing class. What we researched in the 

how to 
do research. We needed something to write 
about. Just about any topic would do. I picked 
advertising, more or less at random. 

As I did my research for the class, I discovered 

the documentary The Greatest Movie Ever Sold,
you may have heard of this practice. Otherwise, 
it’s pretty much under the radar.

Neuromarketing entails hooking up test 

them to advertisements. Researchers monitor 
brain activity during the ads. The goal is to 
create advertising that triggers activity in 
the limbic system. The limbic system is the 
least-evolved portion of the brain. When the 
limbic system takes over, we operate without 
reason or too much control. 

system. I’ll tell you how to do it. Drop words 
that are considered taboo into ordinary 
conversation. Next time someone asks you 
something like, “What’s the weather like 
outside?” say to them, “Dildo.” They’ll laugh. 
They will have no rational reason to laugh. 

part of their brain that hasn’t evolved with 
the rest of the organ.

Plus, it’s fun to say. Dildo.
What’s not fun is the implication 

of neuromarketing. If researchers can 
successfully recognize mental patterns that 
lead to people engaging in uncontrolled, 
irrational spending, our entire economy 
will tank.

Or, shit, maybe that’s already happened.

Neuromarketing and psych hospitals 

clicked in my mind that spring. The third 
thing that combined with them was the 
Japanese author Haruki Murakami.

In addition to the research writing class, 
I taught a class on Haruki Murakami. It was 

Murakami. I got to know his writing, biography, 
and the scholarship done on him. When 
Murakami writes novels, he has no outlines and 

the novel take him where it will.
When I learned this, all I could think 

was: damn, that sounds like fun.
So I tried it.
I taught a Monday-Wednesday-Friday 

schedule that semester. Tuesdays and 
Thursdays, I wrote. A psych hospital became 
the setting, perhaps because I would go to the 
psych hospital on so many Tuesdays. Perhaps 
it was also because I was learning that behind 
the scenes of a psych hospital is much more 
interesting than the patients. I focused on 
hospital employees. And perhaps because I 
taught that writing-about-advertising class, 
neuromarketing crept in.

At some point, I thought to myself: 
what if a research psychologist was 
exploring something even more sinister than 
neuromarketing and an ambitious advertising 
guy caught wind of it? What if the researcher 
didn’t want to let the ad guy know about it 
and the ad guy would stop at nothing? What 
if an ordinary guy, someone like Murakami’s 
protagonists or someone like me, got caught 
in the middle?

My answer to all those questions was, 
“Well, then my novel would have a plot.”

I didn’t outline the novel. I stuck with 

often with no idea what would happen when 
I sat down to write that morning. At times, 
the narrative surprised me. At times, I’d 

somewhere foggy. It was the most fun I’ve 
had writing a novel.

As soon as I finished the first draft, 
I flew off to Pennsylvania to start a 
doctoral program.

I like pop cultural representations of 
novelists. They’re so dramatic. Writers 
are swept up in moments of inspiration. 
They have to write. When I watch the 
writers writing, I can almost hear a director 
screaming to the actor playing the writer, “Be 
more feverish! More passionate!” Writing 

typewriters and disheveled authors pacing 
with pen in hand.

Maybe I should try writing one of those 
novels one day. It looks like the actors are 
having a good time.

For me, it’s a lot more laid back than that. 

be passionate or feverish. That’s not to say 
I’m not passionate about what I’m writing. 
I am. I’ve built my whole life around being 
a writer. I shape my days so that most of 
them afford me an hour or two or three in the 
morning to type up what’s in my head. But 
I don’t look all that dramatic when I do it. 
I mostly look like a guy in glasses sitting in 
front of a computer typing. I’m not frenzied. 
I can’t remember ever pacing.

Sometimes I do talk to myself when I’m 
writing. Actually, most of the time I do. I like 
to try words out in my mouth before putting 
them on the page. Sometimes, I have to stop 
typing to make hand gestures while I talk to 

The best thing about writers in pop culture 

write feverishly and passionately and pacing-
ly for a full montage. They type “The End.” 
And they’re done. Just like that. Amazing.

That seems like the most fun. For me, 

with the realization that I’m going to have 
to spend at least a year or two revising that 
motherfucker before anyone will want to 
read it.

Between teaching full time in California 
in the fall and spring and taking summer 
doctoral classes in Pennsylvania, time 
slipped away from me. For two school years 
and three summers, I barely revisited my 

completely different space. But that’s okay. 



Next time someone asks you something like,
“What’s the weather like outside?”

   say to them, “Dildo.”
When I write a novel, I want it to be enduring. 
I don’t want it to align with any current trend 

date on it. By letting a novel sit for, in this 
case, two years, I could ensure that nothing 
too dated existed in it. I could also read it 
somewhat fresh, as a reader would, and make 
the revisions.

To my surprise, it was easy to return to 
that main character swept up in the madness, 
to his world and his voice. I guess he squatted 
in some property in my mind. He built a place 
there and brought all his friends and enemies 
and acquaintances to hang out.

To my further surprise, revising this 
novel was as fun as writing it. It was maybe 
too fun. I spent a couple of years reworking 
it. I wrote extra chapters and wove them into 
the narrative. I cut some of those chapters 
back out. I wrote short stories featuring the 

him better. I tinkered until I risked tinkering 
too much.

Finally, in January of last year, I 
relinquished a little control. I emailed Jen at 
Manic D Press. She published my last novel. I 
told her I had a new one. The manuscript was 

attached. Five days later, she called to offer me 
a contract. The call came so quickly I wasn’t 

sure I wanted to give this book to the world. I 
wanted to keep fucking around with it.

Luckily, Jen, in her most endearing, tough-
love voice, told me, “You gotta do some more 
work on this shit.” The ad guy, she told me, 
was all wrong. I had to rewrite him. I spent 
a month cursing her under my breath before 

thought. At least I can keep writing.
Jen’s editorial input continued. “Pull 

the book.”
I screamed at her email: “Never. There’s 

wheelchair drag races and limbless people 
swimming in that chapter. It must stay!” But 
she was right. The novel is better without it.

“Like how?” I asked.
“Like completely. The writing is bullshit.”
So I sat down to do it. I had to. You can’t 

everything that I needed to say in the opening 
of the book, and I started writing it from 
scratch. I’m glad I did. It’s much better now.

Jen wanted to change the title to The
Business Between You and Me. That, I 
couldn’t do. The title was Madhouse Fog in 

And she took the manuscript from me. 
The time came when the writing had to stop 
and the manuscript had to become a book.

At this point, my column enters a time 
warp. Two months will elapse between my 
writing this and your reading it. During 
those two months, Manic D will send 

ink. Those books will ship to distribution 
warehouses and bookstores. One or two of 
those boxes of books will come my way. I’ll 
start doing readings.

way to you. You, too, will get sucked into 
the mad, eerie world of my imagination. 
Hopefully, you’ll have some of the fun that 
I had there.

–Sean Carswell
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Next time someone asks you something like,
“What’s the weather like outside?”

   say to them, “Dildo.”

BRAD BESHAW



I
LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

I went to Dutch Harbor. This is what 
I learned.

A long-ass time ago, there was a land 
bridge between Asia and North America. 
Land bridge is an idiotic concept. That’s like 
calling a mountain a rock-escalator. Either 
there’s land or there isn’t. Spit. Isthmus. 
Peninsula. These are words for strips of land 
that connect two larger landmasses. What 
does a bridge have to do with it? 

inhabitants crossed over from Asia to Alaska 
via the land bridge. Then it went away and 
those travelers were stuck and became the so-
called indigenous people of North America.

chain of volcanoes that stretches from Alaska 
to the Kamchatka Peninsula. Most of these 
volcanoes are active. The Alaska Volcano 
Observatory monitors as eruptions of ash 
make air travel in the region inconvenient. 
From space, these volcanoes look like giant 
white sphincters.

The landscape is mostly tundra. There 
are almost no trees in the Aleutian Islands. 

inhabiting these islands. These inhabitants 

death. The people who inhabited these islands 
referred to themselves as Unangan, which 
means “the people.” Aleuts is the name given 
to them by Russians who really fucked things 
up for the Unangan.

a Danish seafarer named Vitus Bering. The 

but the second was a disaster. He wrecked 
his ship and died after being stranded on one 
of the islands. The Bering Sea is named after 
his dumb ass.

Some of the sailors made it back to Mother 
Russia with stories about the creatures they 
slaughtered. They brought evidence of their 
escapades, including the luxuriously soft 
pelts of sea otters. This was bad news for the 
otters and the Unangan. 

 The Russians came back to the Aleutians 
to hunt sea otters and harvest their pelts. 
They discovered they were nowhere near 
as good at hunting as the Aleutians. So 
they enslaved them. The Russians sent their 
Aleutian captives all over the Bering Sea and 
beyond, leaving entire villages of women 

and children to fend for themselves. There 
are reports of Aleutians arriving as far south 
as the islands off the coast of what is today 
Southern California. 

In exchange for taking their hunters, the 
Russians gave the Aleutians diseases. They 
also engaged in sport with their captives. One 
popular game was “How many Aleutians 
does it take to stop a bullet?” 

It was a bad time for the Unangan. 
The Russians brought their religion 

to the Aleutian Islands. Missionaries did 
what missionaries do: they built churches 
and improved the lives of the villagers by 
eradicating native culture and forbidding 
children from speaking their own language. 
Russian Orthodox churches have distinctive 
onion-shaped steeples and crosses that look like 
a fucked-up Black Flag logo tilted on its side.  

The United States purchased Alaska in 

Aleutian word alaxsxaq, which means, “Go 
back to Russia you fucking assholes.” 

Everyone knows that Alaska is the largest 
state in the union. The next three largest states 
are California, Texas, and Montana. Alaska is 
larger than all three of those states combined.

The Aleutian Islands extend so far west 
that they cross the International Date Line. That 
makes Alaska the most northern, western, and 
eastern state in the union. Wrap your chowder 
bucket around that one for a few minutes. 

The Aleutian Islands were an irresistible 
target for the Japanese during War World II. 
They occupied the two westernmost islands, 
Attu and Kiska, and Japanese naval force 
was dispatched to the American navel base 

the following day, killing approximately 

bombed Alaska a year and a half after they 
bombed Pearl Harbor and this is probably the 

Dutch Harbor is located on the island 
of Unalaska, which comes from the 
word that means, “Go back to Japan you 
fucking assholes.” 

Actually, it’s a bastardization of “oun,” 
which means “near.” So Unalaska isn’t anti-
Alaska. It’s near Alaska, if you call eight 
hundred miles “near.”

For reasons that still aren’t clear, after the 
Japanese attacked, the U.S. government forcibly 

relocated all native Aleutians from their villages 
and installed them in camps on the Alaskan 
mainland. They weren’t fenced in relocation 
centers but old, run-down Army barracks that 
there were largely uninhabitable. Some were 
located in heavily forested areas, which freaked 
out the Aleutians, who were accustomed to the 
wide-open spaces of the tundra.

It was a bad time for the Unangan.
A year after the Japanese attacked Dutch 

Harbor, the Americans launched an offensive 
to reclaim the island of Attu. The Japanese 
held on for nineteen days, but the Americans 
prevailed. They moved on to Kiska expecting 
heavy resistance and discovered that the 
Japanese had abandoned the island. 

After the war, the Unangan returned 
to their villages to discover that American 
soldiers had destroyed their shops and 
schools, ransacked their homes, and looted 
their churches. 

crab, and pollock. Dutch Harbor was a place 
where men who were willing to work hard 
could make a lot of money. There was no 
police force to speak of in Dutch Harbor and 
no extradition laws in Alaska, so a lot of hard 
men with shady pasts made their way to the 
Aleutians for a second chance. 

Alaska’s state motto is “the last frontier.” 
Forget the corny Jack London shit, Dutch 

day gold rush town. 
A lot of drugs from Asian cartels made 

their way into the United States through Dutch 
Harbor. Fishermen did a shit-ton of cocaine 
back then. There are stories of captains who 
kept a bowl of cocaine on the galley table for 
the crew to use to help stay awake. 

Eventually, Alaska Fish and Game began 

meant more money for the corporations, and 

Bering Sea called Deadliest Catch. The 
show become a hit and, aside from playoff 
basketball, is one of the most popular shows 
on cable television. Deadliest Catch put 
Dutch Harbor on the map again. 

Today, Dutch Harbor is a company town. 

Harbor, owns the Grand Aleutian Hotel, the 
UniSea Inn, and the UniSea Sports Bar & 
Grill. They provide their employees with free 

JIM RULAND

“Cold
pizza and 
dreamless
sleep.”

LAZY MICK

Facts about Alaska



housing and free meals in the UniSea galley. 
People come from all over the world to work 
in the freezing cold for ten dollars an hour.

Dutch Harbor is lousy with bald eagles. 
During my time in Dutch Harbor I saw 
more eagles than any other kind of bird. 
They perched on cranes. They hung out on 
streetlamps. They congregated on top of 

edge of a dumpster. I whipped out my camera 
and started snapping pictures of the dumpster 
eagle. Then I saw another one, and another 
one. I must have seen hundreds of eagles in 
the short time I was in Dutch Harbor. 

Everything is really expensive in Alaska, 
especially in places that are remote or hard to 
get to, which is pretty much everywhere in 
the Aleutian Islands. Everything costs twenty 
dollars. Twenty dollar French Dip sandwich. 
Twenty dollar Pad Thai. Twenty dollar 
Omelet. Don’t get me wrong. It was a good 
omelet. But it wasn’t a twenty dollar omelet.  

There isn’t much to do in Dutch Harbor so 
Monday night karaoke at the UniSea Sports 
Bar & Grill is kind of a big deal. Imagine a 

knit caps, and rubber boots. They come 
directly from the boats and are indifferent 
to personal hygiene. It’s not what you’d call 
glamorous. There’s no such thing as glamour 
in Dutch Harbor. Why make something nice 

There are three types of people who sing 
karaoke at Dutch Harbor: processors, observers, 

who sing love songs that no one recognizes. The 
observers are graduate students interested in the 
environment. They’re hired by Fish & Game to 
go on the boats and into the processors to make 

Their song selections tend to be ironic. Queen’s 
“Bohemian Rhapsody” or Styx’s prog-rock 
masterpiece “Come Sail Away,” which never 
gets old in a place like Dutch Harbor. Then there 

Cash and Hank Williams Jr. The younger guys 
sing AC/DC and Kid Rock and the occasional 
classic rock classic. 

Karaoke is group nostalgia and there is no 
better song for resurrecting ruined romances, 
missed opportunities, bitter grudges, and failed 
endeavors than Bob Seger’s “Night Moves.” 
It’s a song about remembering a good/bad 

when they’re out on the Bering Sea.
At the end of the night, there’s a 

disturbance outside. A drunken Vietnamese 
cannery worker and a reasonable cop. An 
off-duty bartender hustles the crew of the 
boat I’m staying on up to her rented room 
that she shares with another bartender. After 
two days on the boat, the bartender’s room 
is like a boudoir. She invites us to sit down 
on her bed, make ourselves comfortable. The 

and sober. There are no buyers for what 

smelling salon and return to the boat for cold 
pizza and dreamless sleep. 

I crawl into my bunk and I’m transported 

a young sailor. We’re all travelers moving 
through time and space in different directions 

where we’re meant to be. The sound of the 
generator vibrating through the bulkhead 
is my karaoke machine and I remember, I 
remember, I remember. 

–Jim Ruland 
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Karaoke is group nostalgia and there is no better 
song for resurrecting ruined romances, missed 
opportunities, bitter grudges, and failed 
endeavors than Bob Seger’s “Night Moves.” 
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I’M AGAINST IT

When it comes to what I put into my 
body as far as dietary intake, it’s probably 
safe to say that I’m not exactly on a 
meticulously-scheduled Olympic athlete’s 
regimen. Although, I’m sure there are 
Olympiads I’m not aware of that live on 
large amounts of Mexican fare. Growing up 
in Southern California, traditional Mexican 
food and its Americanized (the PC way of 

been part of the Southland as far back as 
California’s earliest developmental stages. 
Restaurants and stands of both these styles 
have set the standard for the closest thing 
short of travelling south of the border, as well 
as introducing some of the best inauthentic, 
so-bad-for-you-but-taste-so-spectacular 
stand-bys that people on all of all rungs of 
the cultural ladder continue to get down with. 
Getting your mind blown with traditional 
dishes from a different country is one thing, 
but it’s still amazing to discover the results 
when someone bastardizes that same dish 
with some good ol’ American ingesting 
ingenuity (or what I like to call ingestinuity).

That said, here is my A to Z (as close 
as I can get) of some of the greatest 
Mexican offerings, traditional, honkified, 
and otherwise).

Asadero—While not a dish in itself, 
asadero is the popular choice of cheese 
common in Mexico that’s used to make queso
fundido, a melted-down metal cauldron of 
deliciousness that’s often blended together 
with chorizo. When pulled out like taffy onto 
a fresh tortilla, you’ll be spouting gibberish 
with the cheese gods in no time.

Burrito—Instead of getting into a 

hands-to-hold bundle of mouth-watering love 

share space at the top of the food chain (or as 
my wife Yvonne tells me, “Your food chain”). 
Breakfast, various meat-infused, wet, deep 
fried, or veggie, I simply cannot be down 
with anyone who is not down with the burrito. 
I’m even willing to bet that the person who 
brought the burrito to existence is somehow 
tied in with the Ramones’ family tree in some 
far-fetched six degrees or another.

Carne asada—Translated to English, 
“carne asada” literally means “grilled beef,” 
and anyone who’s handy with a grill or 
barbecue knows that this kind of steak is 
tops—whether it’s prepared for complete 

dinner plates, or chopped into strips/cubed 
bits for tacos, burritos, or quesadillas. One of 
my favorite things to order here in SoCal is 
the carne asada nachos, or go one step further 
with the carne asada fries. That’s a bed of 
fried tortilla chips or French fries slathered 
with refried beans, a layer of chopped carne 
asada, and the whole deal topped with creme 
fresca, guacamole, pico de gallo, and wads of 

shine rays of light down upon said platter).
Tacos dorados—Okay, so the second 

word starts with a “D” here. The English 
translation of this one is “fried tacos.” Some 
places even call taquitos tacos dorados, but 

fried tortilla variety that can be used for any 
taco application they’re doling out. Two of 
my dorados faves are the shrimp and melted 
cheese, and the potato tacos (tacos de papa). 
Grease City, but ridiculously awesome.

Enchiladas—This dish has a handful 
of varieties that are all wonderful in their 
own right. There’s the usual beef/ground 
beef, chicken, or straight-up cheese recipes, 

you want rolled up in your tortillas, there’s 
the matter of what type of sauce you want to 

that kills it: Enchiladas Suizas, chicken 
enchiladas in a tomatillo-cream sauce. If you 
can’t get to a Sanborn’s (a chain department 
store with accompanying restaurants in 
Mexico, where it’s said they were invented), 
I highly suggest tracking down a good recipe, 
as these are quite the gnarly dish.

Frijoles refritos—Refried beans, as 

as much a side dish as they are a base 
for some of the main dishes. Why is this 
so important or even worth mentioning? 
Because the worse your beans are, the 
crappier your dish is gonna be. Think of the 
last band you saw that had a so-so/pretty 
awful drummer. Ruined the whole thing, 
didn’t it? That’s what someone’s half-
assed, shitty beans can do—they can ruin 
my carne asada nachos/fries experience, 
and that isn’t cool. Making refried beans 
from scratch isn’t all that difficult and 

taste pretty rad). Yvonne’s made some 
batches with vegetable oil that are pretty 
damn stellar. Email me for her recipe.

Guacamole—Nothing beats a bowl of 
lime-laced green goodness made fresh from 
a bunch of Haas avocados. My personal 
favorite mix? Get down with some Haas, 
green onion, cilantro, crushed garlic or garlic 

sour cream, kosher salt, and cracked black 
pepper. I’ll occasionally chop up a bit of vine-
ripened tomato, if they’re handy. Avocados 
are one of the earth’s best offerings, and I’m 
more than happy to accept.

Horchata—The most common version 
of this iced-down drink is made from rice and 
cinnamon. Some recipes are more watery, 
while others are creamier from being mixed 
with milk. Some can be made with toasted 
rice, others are made with soaked rice, and 
some are even combined with other nuts, 
grains, or fresh fruits. These varieties differ 
from region to region, and everyone has their 
favorite. Whichever way you go, horchata is
great on a hot day, and is perfect for cooling 
off spicy Mexican eats.

Jamaica—Another ice cold beverage 

and adding sugar. Often said it helps with 
digestion, many people say it also reminds 

of my faves, along with horchata.
Masa—the translation of “masa” is 

here is that of a freshly ground corn base, 
used primarily for tortillas and tamales 
in Mexican kitchens. Like refried beans, 
if someone dummies up the masa, your 
recipes are already that much closer to the 
toilet. Slow and steady wins the race with 
this one, especially if you’re going crazy 
punk rock and attempting to make your own 
from scratch.

Pastor (al pastor, meaning “shepherd’s 
style”)—This is another one that’s argued 

natives in Mexico will tell you that this 
style of preparing pork was a transition 
of the Lebanese immigrants’ shawarma 
varieties that ended up in Mexico as a lot 
of Europeans were getting the hell out of 
Europe before WWII boiled over, settling 
in Mexico. The basis of al pastor is pork 
marinated in achiote seasonings and roasted 
on a revolving spit. The pork is sliced off 
the spit and usually served in a tortilla with 
chopped onions, cilantro, and (occasionally) 
pineapple. My homie Jeff Fox goes apeshit 

I’M AGAINST IT
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bananas for this particular pork, even writing 
a lyric “I’m a whore for al pastor” into one 
of his songs (“Burrito Me ASAP”). Yes, it’s 
that dang good.

Quesadilla—The best versions of these 

oil to crisp/toast the tortillas on both sides as 
you’re getting down. Oaxaca cheese is the 

heart desires (meats, vegetables, eggs, etc.), 
but any melty cheese will work out pretty 
well, too (EXCEPT American cheese slices 
or Velveeta-type stuffs! GOD, no. As great 
as these may work with other eats, they 
have no place in a quesadilla. If you attempt 
this, our own Jimmy Alvarado’s Spidey-
Sense will start tingling and he’ll come after 
you… BAD.)

Chile Relleno (“stuffed chile”)—Known 
traditionally for being stuffed with diced 
meats and cheeses, the most-known version 
of this dish here in the U.S. is a poblano chile 
stuffed with any one of the wide varieties 
of cheeses (all of which must fall under the 
melty category) and are then dipped in an 
egg batter and fried. J & Mexican Food in 

Montebello, CA—which I mentioned a few 
issues back—cranks out one of the most 
boner-inducing chile relleno burritos today. I 
also dole out some pretty choice chile relleno 
won tons outta the deep fry that are more 
addictive than any crack or smack you can 
get your hands on. Ask around.

Salsa—Mild enough to add the perfect 
kick, or hot enough to make you sweat, I 
don’t think there’s anyone reading this who 
hasn’t at least tried or found their favorite 
versions of salsa(s). Chopped coarsely and 
served up fresh in a bowl, or pulverized down 
to a liquid concoction of creative bliss, salsa 

heat. One of the funniest lines he’d repeat if a 
salsa or sauce was barely palatable: “FUCK!
Gonna have to put the paper (toilet paper) in 
the icebox tonight!” I use it occasionally to 
this day.

Taco—I think it’s safe to say that 
everyone’s on board with these guys. 

or folded in half/rolled up and fried, tacos 
are probably the quickest way to get your 
stomach smiling. Tacos are also across-

the-board satisfying, too—traditional or 

unless some doofus tries to “fusion” it to 

Since I didn’t utilize all the letters of 
the alphabet, an honorable mention must be 
made for one of my favorite breakfast dishes, 
chilaquiles. Made with cut-up, semi-crisped 
fried corn tortillas, a tomatillo-based green 
chile sauce, eggs, refried beans, and melted 
white Jack cheese (or any handy Mexican 
white melty type), a plate of this gets you off 
on the right foot every time. Or your ass back 
on the couch/bed. They’re friggin’ beyond 

recipe or two online. 
Ben Snakepit, I remember emailing ya 

about your migas strip—don’t forget that 
my offer still stands for Yvonne to bust out 
some chilaquiles for y’all next time you’re 
out this way. 

Damn, I’m getting hungry.

Buen Provecho!
–Designated Dale
designateddale@yahoo.com

Tacos are probably the quickest 
way to get your stomach smiling.

BILL PINKEL



AAs some wise old fart once said, “nothing 
ages faster than our vision of the future” ((a 
fart likely more old than wise, as he used the 

I mean, Flash Gordon already had better tech 

but Flash certainly seemed to wear shorts 
with long-sleeved shirts with alarming 
frequency—a look which kinda went out 
with Barbara Bach as the original Daisy 

again, according to the world of The
Terminator, Skynet was supposed to achieve 
self-awareness and take over the military in 

sleeves and shorts look, if not Barbara Bach 
outright)), but the closest thing to Skynet we 

((which, now that i think about it, might be 
similar enough to count)). “All Tomorrow’s 

Tomorrow’s Hits by Today’s Stars on 
Yesterday’s Vinyl! Now, gentle reader, i make 
mention of this not to signal the onset of 
another bitch session about the clear and 

dealership, nor to prove that I still remember 
what the spine said on the Permanent Wave
album, but simply because 
broke and i don’t really know if i should 

I mean, sure—like everyone 
else in the world, i have plenty of CD-playing 
devices at my beck and call: A few computers, 
a car, a crappy little boombox that may or 

other random devices into which I have yet to 

decision that could permanently restrict my 
access to the entire format. What I am 

need a CD player as part of my primary, 
living room, two-big-speakers-sitting-on-
top-of-gaily-colored-five-gallon-plastic-
buckets stereo. In what I perceive to be a 

system consists of a four-foot-high rack 
pushed up against the living room windows, 
equipped with a properly stoner-suave dark 
wood grain veneer, crowned with a turntable 
which receives frequent attention. Lower 
shelves house my non-functional CD player 
((a Harmon Kardon® with a single-disc tray, 
bought it used for eighty bucks maybe 

deck that probably hasn’t been touched for 
the last ten years, and the whole magilla is 

anchored by a bottom shelf full of albums. If 
i want to listen to vinyl, i sit on the couch 
across from the stereo, face the speakers, and 
let it rip, generally whilst looking out the 
non-obscured portions of my front window at 
the neighbors’ house across the street, trying 
to see if i can see any nude girls in the upstairs 
window or what-not. If i want to listen to 
cassettes, i… hmmm. I’m not sure what I do 
if I want to listen to cassettes. That situation 
hasn’t come up in the last decade or so. And, 
if I want to listen to CDs, i… what?
listen to it in my car? Do I listen to it thru my 

sit down and, you know, actually ROCK to 
it? That is my question: Are CDs still worthy 

trivial non-serious half-assed soccer mom 

YouTube? ((in any quasi-rhetorical discussion 
regarding the validity of any given musical 
format [[other than vinyl]], approximately 
half the respondents can be reliably counted 
on to say “no, nothing counts but vinyl.” 

mix of things that make sense, and things that 
sound like they are trying to convince 

their arguments make sense. Unless the 
unexpected need for a Greek chorus comes 
up, we will not be concerning ourselves 
overmuch with this segment of the listening 
public.)) Historically speaking, there have 
been various periods of time where the 
musical formats of the day made sense to me, 
and other periods where they did not. When I 
was a kid, things made sense to me: We had 
records, and we listened to them. Then 

basically things that grownups played in their 
cars or around the house because, as a self-
contained tape loop, they would play until 

the listener from the onerous chore of, you 
know, putting on a new record every so often. 

when I was a kid were shit like Fiddler on the 
Roof and Helen Reddy, so it never really 
crossed my mind that dumbass hipsters 
would actually attempt to ROCK to them one 
day. Then cassette recorders came out—little 
portable things that allowed the user to record 
them and their friends performing skits from 
Sesame Street, or to hold it up to TV or radio 

audio whilst your brother and the neighbor 
kids made noise in the background, captured 
in your recording forever, or until you 

thing is, while cassette players were 

were not. Unless you were noteworthily 
wealthy, you couldn’t tape an album in the 
accepted fashion back then—you set your 
shitty little Panasonic® tape recorder next to 
one of the stereo speakers, pressed RECORD, 
tried to shush everybody else in the room, 
and hoped for the best. It wasn’t until the 

common options on home stereos, and you 
could tape a record and have it come out 
sounding like, you know, the record—no
neighbor kids, no dogs barking, no phones 
ringing. And both channels, too! This brought 
about one of Rock’s earliest existential 
ownership quandaries: 
recording of an album that sounds, for all 

the actual vinyl itself, do i “own” the album? 
Does it count? Is it mine? Some of Earth’s 
lesser lights thought so, dubbing cassettes of 
their album, then returning the vinyl back to 
the store where purchased ((before the stores 
got hip)), or selling the played-once-for-
purposes-of-home-taping vinyl to their local 
used record mart. The rest of us decided that, 
while we didn’t mind taping a friend’s record 
in which we had mild-to-moderate interest, 
anything we really liked we were gonna hafta 
have the plastic circle and the cardboard 
square for. The record companies—in their 

tax levied on blank cassettes ((with the 
money, of course, going to the record 
companies)). When that act of noble genius 
sputtered, they turned to an even more 

thwart the encroachment of cassettes onto 

RELEASE EVERYTHING ON CASSETTE 
TO BEGIN WITH!!! Dual-cassette dubbing 
decks were still a few years away from the 
mainstream, and the concept of hey-I’ll-take-
my-deck-and-you-take-your-deck-and-

advanced for the average Beavis; ergo, the 
one thing of which most people couldn’t dub 
a cassette copy was a cassette itself. It was 
perfect. The only thing that needed to be 
done was to convince the record buying 
public that it was a way better idea to spend 

on an album and another dollar on a blank 
tape. I mean, sure, the cassette will get dusty 
and drop out and get eaten by your tape deck 
and warble and LOSE FIDELITY EVERY 

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT
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SINGLE TIME YOU PLAY IT and ONCE 
IT BUSTS, YOU NO LONGER OWN THE 
ALBUM AND NEED TO BUY A NEW 
ONE—but,
Right away! It was so fucking idiotic a 

wanted cassettes, and the hell with vinyl. 
Next, some budding genius invented the 
compact disc, which i liked, because it fucked 

formats started making sense to me again: I 
listened to vinyl on the couch at home, CDs 
on a boombox at work ((though, occasionally, 
at home as well—despite the various hipster 
laments about this format, the running length 
is actually quite ideal for compilations and 
anthologies)), and cassette dubs of my vinyl 

when I bought a new car and found—to my 
horror—that GM™ no longer offered a 
cassette player in their vehicles—it was CDs 
or nothing. Thus, I started listening to CDs in 
the car, vinyl at home, and music off the 

internet at work—an equilibrium largely 
maintained to the present ((except for the 
“work” part)). Yet, I have found, over the last 
decade, that my car is not a wholly satisfactory 
venue for CD listening ((if for no other reason 
than, on long trips, there’s always some 

fella tries to listen to “The Devil Glitch” by 
Chris Butler more than once)), nor is my 
laptop, nor any other ancillary device. I am of 
a generation who came home from school 
and CRANKED THE STEREO for two 
hours ((usually whilst watching “Battle of 
the Planets” with the sound down)); “cranking 
the laptop” or rummaging thru YouTube 
videos is not apt to satisfy my primal urges to 
ROCK. I mean, sure, I could run some CD 
gizmo thru the stereo if I really had to, but 
that seems like an awful lot of farting around. 
I kinda wanna have a REAL CD PLAYER 
hooked up to my stereo, or else fuck it, I’ll 

can’t imagine the market for these being 

anything but miniscule right now, CD players 
are still over a hundred bucks. What the wha?

machines right now, and they’re gonna still 
try and shark me for a C-note and change 
every quarter-century for a CD player? IT’S 
AN OUTRAGE I TELL YOU!!! I can’t even 
really think of any CDs to which I feel like 

often, weird girls come over to my house at 2 
AM and demand to hear Rancid. I don’t think 
I have any Rancid vinyl, but i do have a 
Rancid promo CD, and it’s kind of un-suave 
to be playing such a thing thru one’s laptop at 
2 AM, ya know? ((pause for scholarly 

So. New CD player it is then.

Love
–Nørb
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ALEX BARRETT

CD players are still over a hundred bucks. 

What the wha? You can get MP3 players
in, like, gumball machines right now, 
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I’M AGAINST IT

Today’s story is about one single 
punk show. It’s not a really big deal in 
the general realm of punk rock, but it 
was monumental for one small town in 
northern Wisconsin. Let me tell you about 
Ephraim, Wisconsin. The sign at the town 

winter it is surely less. Ephraim is a very 
quiet, quaint, and picturesque settlement. 
The town board dictates all development 
and only allows construction or renovation 
within their very strict guidelines. They 
want to keep Ephraim looking like it did in 

Another aspect which keeps Ephraim so 
quiet: it is the last and only dry town in 
all Wisconsin. No bars, no alcohol sales, 
nothing. Not surprisingly, there has never 
EVER been a punk rock show in Ephraim, 
until recently.

Soon after opening my soup diner in 
this bizarre little tourist town, I started 
entertaining the idea of hosting live music. 
Seeing as how my entire shop is about the 
size of a normal living room, I knew it 
would have to be a small-scale event. At 
first I was thinking it would have to be 
acoustic, for my neighbors would surely 
not stand for blaring amps and screaming 
punk rock. During my first year in business, 
a few parties showed interest in someday 
playing my venue, but the frontrunner by 
far was Andy Junk from Holy Shit! The 
more I thought about it, the more it made 
sense. Why try to tone down a punk show? 
If I was going to have a punk rock show, 
it would have to be punk rock. Besides, 
what better way to introduce Ephraim 
to punk rock than hosting a band named 
Holy Shit!? Ephraim was not going to 
ease into punk rock history. Ephraim was 
going to take a flaming punk rock spitball 
to the forehead!

I knew the loud and partyin’ punk rock 
action should probably take place in the off-
season of winter, when half my neighbors 
are gone and the piles of snow outside make 
additional sound insulation. Andy and I 

on which Ephraim’s punk scene would be 
founded! I made sure Andy knew it would 
not be a very large show, embarrassingly 
small most likely, but he seemed more and 
more determined to let his band be the one 
to pop Ephraim’s punk rock cherry. We 

knew fun would be had and history would 

one up at my friend’s coffee shop nearby 
and gave the rest out to various locals who 
I thought might be interested (a rather small 
number of people in this neck of the woods). 
A few local eyes did widen when they saw 
the large letters H-O-L-Y S-H-I-T-! across 
the top, such blatant vulgarity in our pristine 
little town!

Kitchen event, since the band would actually 
be playing in my shop’s kitchen. The headliner 
was labeled as a Milwaukee hardcore punk 
rock quartet! In smaller print it said, “… with 
opening disgrace, the Rhythm Chicken.” 
Knowing there would be plenty of beer, and 
with the legal implication of it occurring in 
a dry town, I labeled it as a private event, 
charged no admission, and paid the band out 
of my own pocket. I picked up two thirty-
packs of Hamms and took inventory of my 
ever-crumbling drumset. In my tiny soup 
shop, the Rhythm Chicken would play in 
the bathroom to the folks in the doorway by 
the dishwasher. Holy Shit! would play in the 
kitchen to the folks in the dining room. The 
spatial constraints would not hinder the birth 
of the Ephraim punk scene!

serving soup all day with a shaky ladle of 
anticipation! Andy texted me while their van 
entered the county, asking where to stock up 
on forbidden liquids to smuggle into town. 
They showed up an hour before I closed for 
the day and sat down family-style for some 
hot soup! After closing, I put away the soups, 
the band helped put the tables and chairs out 
on the back deck, and bassist Anthony was 
gracious enough to do the dishes. Amps, 
guitars, and sound equipment were hauled in. 
Beers were cracked open and we all waited 
for the show to start. Ephraim was still in its 
last moments of punk rock virginity.

in to witness punk rock history. There 
was J.P. the mailman, Todd the kitchen 
manager, Simon the contractor, Corey 
the dishwasher, Joelle the waitress, Ryan 
the barista, Adam the concrete guy, John 
the sailor, Tom the architect, Patch the 
bartender, Cari the local theater booking 
agent, Teresa the yoga instructor, and 
Holly from Holly And The Nice Lions who 
drove up from Green Bay. Holy Shit! also 
brought Timothy Triplet along as a helping 

hand. Aside from the performers, there 
were fourteen people in attendance! The 
soup shop was busting at the seams!

Dinghole Report # 131: 
Rhythm Chicken Rocks His 
Own Bathroom!
(Rhythm Chicken 
sighting #603)

In the fourteen years of the Rhythm 
Chicken playing awkward gigs in various 

time he ever played HIS OWN! My friends 
Todd and J.P. helped me haul the chickenkit 
down from upstairs and set up right between 
the shower and the toilet. A few lucky ones 
managed to squeeze themselves into the 
bathroom with me while the rest were curious 
faces in the doorway. Wasting no time, I 
pulled on the chickenhead and hit Ephraim 
with an all-out assault of poultry-infused 
potty ruckus! I pounded the chickenskins 
with reckless abandon! My chicken ears 

TURNED ON THE FAUCET! The potty 
rock was thundering along! The bathroom 
concert-goers cheered and roared! Many 
photos and videos were taken till at last the 
ruckus ceased. Having nowhere to go, I 
hopped off my drum throne and slid into the 
shower, pulling the curtain closed behind me. 
The bathroom concert was a success!

As chaotic as the Chicken’s gig was, it 

come. The locals mildly mingled with the 
band over a few drinks in a town where the 
drinks are forbidden. Before long, it was show 
time. The members of Holy Shit! grabbed a 
few more drinks and mounted the stage (the 
kitchen). Of the fourteen people watching 

rock before. It was perfect. Andy reached 
over and turned down the Devo playing on 
the shop’s stereo. He reached over and turned 
on his amp. It began screaming a feedback 
sound very foreign to the quiet town. 

Within two seconds the quartet instantly 

was a chaotic hardcore outburst which shook 

discordant punk rock! I was in heaven. A few 
folks were rockin’ out. Two people left during 

while Holy Shit! tore through an amazing 
batch of blazing hardcore punk tunes. They 

Ephraim, Wisconsin: 
        Welcome to Punk Rock

RHYTHM CHICKEN

“Spatial constraints 
would not hinder 
the birth of 
the Ephraim 
punk scene!”
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were not subdued in the slightest and they 
toned down NOTHING. Tabman, their 
singer, was crawling over the kitchen 
counter and rolling around screaming on 

bass and screamed along like a madman. 
Andy fell to the ground a few times and 
thrashed about on his guitar right on my 

his back up against my stove, keeping the 
audio attack at a frantic pace. Ephraim, 
Wisconsin, welcome to punk rock.

Half way through their set, they 
played a song new to my ears. It was 
simply called “We’re Poor, Fuck You.” 
In a small, quiet, rich town with a lot of 
money and a few resident millionaires, 
this was the most punk rock thing I’d 
witnessed in a long while. IT WAS 
PERFECT. Periodically through their set 
I would peek out the front window, fully 
expecting the cops to arrive at any minute 
to pull the plug. Before I knew it, their 

them to play “We’re Poor, Fuck You” one 
last time, to which they obliged. It was so 
great to see such an amazing punk rock 
display, and to see it in such an unlikely 
place made it even more awesome. 

To my utmost amazement, the cops 
never came! The screaming punk rock 
onslaught had to be heard from at least a 
mile away, and yet the authorities never 
arrived! The show, though ill-attended, 
was a total success! The rest of the night 
turned into an old-fashioned beer party 
in Wisconsin’s only dry town. I started 

out fancy beers from Milwaukee. The 
shop stereo played more punk rock till 
the wee morning hours and eventually 

start baking off the breads and warming 
up the soups in a few hours.

Someone shook me up at sunrise 
and the morning was a real blur. They 
loaded out and departed while I was 
mumbling over my stove, half-awake, 
half-hungover. They had to get back to 
Milwaukee by ten AM so that Timothy 
could work as a Santa for kids’ pictures 
in a nearby Walgreens. 

In early January I received a late 
Christmas card. It’s a picture of a very 
hungover-looking Santa surrounded 
by a very hungover-looking Holy Shit! 
Inside, the card begins with “HO-HO-
HOLY SHIT!” I now have the card on 
display right next to my cash register, a 
constant reminder that Czarnuszka Soup 

rock show, one hell of a great night, and 
punk rock history in the making. 

As I type this, Holy Shit! are about 
to tour Japan with Tenement (Wisconsin 
attacks Japan!). From my kitchen in 
Wisconsin’s only dry town to Budokan. 
Holy Shit! gets around.

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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They had to get 
back to Milwaukee 
by ten AM so that 

Timothy could work 
as a Santa for kids’ 
pictures in a nearby 
        Walgreens. 
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G
I’M AGAINST IT

Gary’s Move, Part I

As dusk turns into darkness, I descend 
from the Grapevine into the Central Valley. 

other side scared the crap out of me. I was 

lane change and slowed me down. Now, I’m 

my rear view all I can see is the hellish red 

of my red tail lights make the large oval head 
lamps on a Model T look as if the car is in 
my back seat. 

I glance at the radio and think if I pop the 
CD out, maybe the radio will pick up one of 
those mystery programs that I used to hear 

I decide against it since the load I’m carrying 
needs my full attention. I pull off somewhere 

on the tires have come off. Thank god for the 
chains on the axles. While I’m struggling 

the quick, I hear a voice. 
“Is that thing real?” I turn to see a girl 

bundled in the cold, staring at the beast I’m 
trying to strap down. 

“Yes,” I reply. “Haven’t seen too many 
fake ones.” 

I don’t make much more eye contact 
because, at this point, I’m really battling with 

for the next few hours. Back on the road and 

headed to Sacramento and my new home.

move north.
Who knew moving would be such a 

bitch? First off, I collected way too much 
stuff in the twelve years at the last house. 
We had one hundred boxes from the garage 
alone. Dealing with realtors, movers, and 
utilities has been non-stop. Even up here, I’m 
struggling to get internet service because my 
old modem is Verizon and the new company 
is AT&T. One would think if you signed up 
with a company, they would give you the 
right tools. All AT&T gave us was a box with 
a disk in it. Oh, and Verizon wants the old 
modem back. 

Lots of trees, rivers, and squirrels. I can even 
see the stars every night, as long as there are 
no clouds. In my neck of the woods there 
really is very little shopping beyond a grocery 
store, but the ability to travel out of bounds in 
little time is incredible.

My third day in, I tackled lawn care. It 
took me all day and a couple dozen restrings 
of trimmer line. I still haven’t found where 
the pavement edge is on certain parts of the 

care into the house, not really the lawn and 
shrubs. There have been two trash pick ups 

I should have all this tied up by spring. 
I went to the world’s largest Lowe’s to 

get a few things and discovered I can buy 
things that will grow here that would not 
be available down south. Four hundred 
miles and I can have a weeping cherry or a 
dogwood tree! 

For a town that is the seat of government 
for the state, they really should have more 
in the way of sports teams. I had a handy 
man come out to look at a few things, and 
while we were going room to room he saw 
my Dodger bobble heads. He asked if I was 
going to switch allegiances. I told him he 
lived in Sacramento not San Francisco and 
that all they had was the Kings and that they 
may not remain in Sacramento much longer. 
I also told him I would wear my Celtics 
stuff with pride. It seems that since all the 
San Fran teams are winning, the populace in 
Sacramento is going with the winners. The 
cable guy is coming over after the Super 

There is, however, a triple A team called 
the River Cats that play in a cool ballpark 
across the river from old Sac about ten 
minutes up the freeway, and a minor league 
hockey team the other direction back in 
Stockton. Thank goodness I don’t have to 
become a Giants fan.

I’ve been told that in any direction, I’m 
about two or three hours away from grand 
places: San Francisco/Oakland to the east, 
Tahoe and Reno to the west, Yosemite to the 
south, and the coastal redwoods to the north. 
I don’t think this will make me John Muir, 
but it should get me out of the house more 

Devils Postpile, which I think is somewhere 
over by Yosemite. There are some redwood 
forests over that way to run around in also. 

truck through is a holiday treat. Last year we 
drove the car through a couple trees north of 
here and took a few pictures, so why not go 
on a hunt for a couple more? This will be my 
tribute to old Mr. Huell Howser (RIP). 

I was told before I moved up here that 
it would be too cold or too hot. Sure, it is a 
little, but the thing I seem to be having the 

hardest time with is the slower pace of life, 
especially when it comes to driving. Twice 

was from L.A. and that this driving will not 

could go a little faster to get from point A to 
point B. This is not the case and I can only 
chalk it up to the fact that these people have 

can become one with the nature of driving in 
suburban Sacramento, but I think it’s going 

rate that I’d be the lagger down home. My 
truck starts rattling when I get up around 
seventy, so I know I’m not really exceeding 
the limit. Maybe everyone up here is using 
cruise control.

Yes, I will miss all my friends down 
south, but I’m only six hours by car and 
about an hour by plane from seeing you all 
and, likewise, you are the same from me. 
No, I can’t zip across town but I can still get 

than before. In closing and before I forget, 
I’m close to two golf courses and I have four 
sets of clubs, so feel free at anytime to drop 
in, stay a couple days, and we can go play or 
I’ll play and you can sit and drink. Love y’all 
and see you all soon.

Gary’s Move, Part II, 
Two Months Later

Sacramento:
The Antique Mall of California

Ah, spring is in the air and being four 
hundred miles from Los Angeles, the seasons 
seem more intense. It’s hard to believe that 
trees and shrubs that fare poorly down there 

feeling to take hold and make me long for 
southern parts of the state, but that has not 
taken place. Fifteen minutes in almost any 
direction and I’m out of town. My Riverside 
is Stockton or Chico, but there is a whole 
lot of nothing in between. For a city that 
touts itself as a tree city, most are not of the 
evergreen variety. Supposedly, the shade is 
coveted in the summer and the bareness in 
the fall/winter. 

Downtown—with the state capitol and a 
mini gold bridge—is laid out on a grid that 

food goes, this is the land o’ plenty. It seems 
the only thing lacking is a good Mexican 

SQUEEZE MY HORN holes in my 
Oingo Boingo 
collection.”

GARY HORNBERGER
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restaurant, though I was assured the other day 
that they are here. I found a deli that serves 
barbecue to die for if one can withstand the 
smoky smell that permeates the place. As 

We went to lunch on a Sunday and when 
we received the bill, the waiter told us that 
we both got an eighteen ounce beer to take 
home. It was cold, too! Wonder how many 
DUIs happen in the vicinity on Sundays?

Record stores dot the land as they once 
did down south. The best is The Beat, 
located almost in the middle of downtown. 
This place is bigger than any Tower record 

store I’ve ever been in, and it’s stacked to 
the gills with vinyl. The prices are fair and 
they have a ton of collectables. I found a 

probably because it was the only record 

passed over. It was my reward for being a 
thorough rat, needing a few hours to kill. It 
must be strange to be in a music store killing 
three hours from the looks on the clerks’ 
faces when I cashed out. 

Punk rock seems to be the premium up 
here. When I have seen it, it carries a large 
price tag and it is still snatched up at the 

higher prices. If you really want vinyl at 
ridiculous prices, one needs to sneak into 
Dimple. Dimple is the company that moved 
into the old Tower locations up here. There 
are Dimple Records, which have some vinyl, 
and Dimple Books, the bookstore which 
only has records in the back half. The stuff 
is very well organized and it has a bookstore 
atmosphere—that isn’t to say there’s no 

which helps you think about looking for 
something by tune. I’ve been getting Chuck 
Berry albums for about three bucks each 

Boingo collection.

which, apparently, is why there’s so much 
used music up here. I’ve scoped out record 
stores in Davis, Chico, Stockton, and here 
in Sac. I need to make a trip to the Bay 
Area and have someone show me the spots 
there. Though if one goes to Davis, it would 
be prudent to take a bike, park in a lot next 
to the freeway, and pedal around because 

of roadways.
Some may remember “Big” Frank from 

Nemesis Records. He works 
there maybe once a month. I 
went over to visit him and the 
way the people ride, it was like 
being escorted by bike to and 
from Main Street. Cyclists ride 

be going no place in a hurry. 
Davis does, however, have a 

couple of music stores that recycle 
the music of students who can’t take 
it with when they leave. Likewise, 
Chico has a couple of stores that 
we looked up as we were leaving 
because the thought popped into 
my head after sitting around for 
a couple of hours. That brain fart 
will be remedied when I return. 
Chico is the equivalent of going to 
Riverside from Los Angeles, only 
one passes through almond groves 
and not Diamond Bar and Ontario. 

Upon moving up here, we 
were told how the town wasn’t 
very metropolitan and rolled 
up its doors at eight. This is not 
completely the case, but unless 
you know the spots, don’t go 
looking for food after nine. One 
night we had pie and hot dogs for 

dinner and that was after going to a number of 
places. Downtown is splattered with taverns 
teeming with people, most within walking 
distance of the next. 

I haven’t taken in the music scene yet, 
but we have been told that it is happening 
and there was a large crowd waiting in 
front of the most advertised night club last 
weekend when we passed by. I’ve only seen 
a couple of band names that are familiar, so 

Judging by the local weekly, it seems that the 
musical taste is like a congested highway of 
ever-expanding genres.

 Comics and zines are a big area of 
interest. If I couldn’t get my hands on stuff, 
really, what good am I to this magazine? A 

for local shows. A couple weeks back, one 
was left for “Sac-Con” out at the Scottish 
Rite Center. This show was so big that I 

to park some three blocks away. I had to 
thin the herd of dressed-up fanboys/girls. It 
seems a good amount of indies make their 
way over from the Bay, along with some 

of the Groovy Ghoulies was a writer and 
was going to be there. Comics and punk 
rock should make for a good time, right? 
When we got to Kepi Ghoulie’s stand, 
pretty much all he had was music. The guy 
wasn’t a good salesman. We stood there, 
looking over, interested, and this guy was 
too busy telling some fanboy how he was 
eager to play alongside Devo at Punk Rock 
Bowling. That was not what I was there 
for, so we hit the other vendors. 

The Scottish Rite Center—and not 
the downtown convention center—is the 
place to hold events in this city. Just last 
Saturday we went to a rare book show there, 

in my wheel house. Most of the happenings 
seemed to be dealers working deals with 

old comics. It looks like Sacramento is the 
antique mall of California. 

So yeah, I’m waiting for that 
homesickness thing that a friend told me 
would hit, but after a couple of months here 
I feel pretty good. I play poker with a group 

about, checking things out, so I think all is 
well in Sacramento.

–Gary Hornberger
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The Human 

C

I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar: Who are you?
Death: We are the band called Death from 
Detroit, Michigan.
Nardwuar: And right off the bat, Death, 
is it true that Gladys Knight was afraid of 
you guys?
Death: [laughs] Well, when we were 
recording the album, Gladys Knight was 
in the studio and we knew it was her. My 
brother David wanted to get up in the studio 
to meet her. Don Davis was producing 
the album and asked her, “Would you 
like to meet this rock and roll band that 
I’m working with?” And she said, “Yeah, 

what’s the name of them?” And he said, 
“Death,” and then she told him to lock the 
door. [laughs]
Nardwuar: I’d like to ask you, Death, a bit 
about Detroit DJ Robin Seymour, because he 
did stuff on CKLW, which relates to Windsor, 
you know, Detroit Windsor. What’s the 

Death: Well, to listen to CKLW, because it 
was right across the water in Windsor from 
Detroit. My mom actually loves CKLW. It 
was in her little radio on the kitchen table, 
on the kitchen counter, and that’s the little 

Stones’ “(I Can’t Get No) Satisfaction,” 

of music. CKLW’s one of the best stations 
around the Detroit area, even though they 
were broadcasting right across the water 
from Windsor, Ontario in Canada.

Nardwuar: Did you ever hear any Canadian 
bands, like the Ugly Ducklings from Toronto, 
at all? 
Death: I don’t know if we heard the Ugly 
Ducklings on CKLW. We did hear a lot of 
the Guess Who, Suzi Quatro, and some other 
people. That’s right. We heard Bachman-
Turner Overdrive, too. 
Nardwuar: What was Ted Nugent like back 

Death: He was a cool, young rock and 
roller with a great band called Ted Nugent 
And The Amboy Dukes. They put out an 
awesome song called “Journey to the 

Center of the Mind,” and that was a big 

Nardwuar: Did you guys ever see 
Rodriguez play? Because he’s got a movie 
out now. You guys have a movie coming out 
about you, Death. 
Death: We never met Rodriguez, but I 
wouldn’t be too surprised if my brother 

Nardwuar: How about all the other great 
Detroit artists, like ? & The Mysterians? Or 
bands that played at The Hideout, like The 
Underdogs, The Fugitives, The Four Of Us, 
The Unrelated Segments? Do you remember 
any of those bands at all, Death?
Death: We loved ? & the Mysterians. As a 
matter of fact, we did a show with ? & the 
Mysterians at the Lincoln Center last year in 
New York. 
Nardwuar: How is Question Mark doing? I 
heard that he lost a lot of his possessions in a 

plans on getting 
a Cadillac.”

Nardwuar
Serviettevs.

Classifying proto-punk or the 

beast. I like to leave that up to 

upon the earth. Brothers Bobby 

A Band 
Called Death: The Documentary. 

A lot of people have said that our sound 
is comparable to the Bad Brains. We’re just 
proud of that because the fact that we made 
this music in ’74 and ’75 and people say we 
preceded all those guys. It’s an honor.

Death
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Death: Yeah, he seems to be doing okay. The band 
was great.
Nardwuar: How about the actual scene of teenage 
bands that I kind of alluded to there, from the Hideout 

Death: [laughs] Yeah, we were pretty young. We 
weren’t old enough to get into the Hideout, but a lot 
of the bands that played there, we knew about. 
Nardwuar: How about some other venues, like 
Graystone Hall? 
Death: Nah, we never played. See, Graystone 
Hall was the hall that our mom and dad went to. 
They used to go there to see Etta James, Chucky 
Berry, Jackie Wilson… you know, all those great 

Nardwuar:Now, you guys were partly rediscovered 
at a party that Julian—is Julian your son?
Death: [laughs] Yes he is.
Nardwuar: Your son Julian went to a party and 
then he heard your music, from Death, being 
played—the Tryangle Records single—at a party. 
What party was he at? 
Death: This was a party in San Francisco and it 
was kind of a rave-like party where they played 

had called us up and said, “Hey Dad, did you know 
they were playing your music at these parties, and 
people were going crazy over it?” 
Nardwuar: And your sons are also in a band called 
Rough Francis who opened up for Mos Def. Mos 

about Death?
Death:
about it through the whole story and through Drag 

As a matter of fact, he came right to our house in 
Jericho, Vermont and hung out with us. 
Nardwuar: And he wants to play you guys in a 
movie? Like, he wants to be you?
Death: That’s what we hear. So, I guess, [laughs] 
that’s yet to come, we suppose.
Nardwuar: Death, when your single came out, 
what was the response? I heard it got some light 

Death: Yeah, that’s exactly what it was. People 
really liked the music but they didn’t understand 
the name at the time. We had a lot of trouble with 

would only play it late at night—maybe a couple of 
times at drive time. We were really trying to push it 
to get them to do a regular rotation on it. 
Nardwuar: When did you record “Politicians 

Death: We recorded it at United Sound at the 

Nardwuar: The masters for all the recordings, you 
guys found in a basement?
Death: My brother had them up in the attic. That’s 
where he kept all the old masters. My brother 
David used to bring in more stuff and more stuff 
and more stuff, and he’d put it all in the attic. That’s 
where we kept it.

Nardwuar: So was that the attic of your house, 
or was it the attic of Groovesville studios? It’s 
amazing the stuff was preserved all these years. 
Death: Well, I had some tapes and then my brother 
David, before he died, he brought me some more 
Death tapes. The amazing thing about it is the original 
2” master that was recorded at United Sound, we 

a couple of years ago, with the permission of Don 
Davis who owned Groovesville Productions. 
Nardwuar: It’s incredible that he didn’t throw 
it out. How close do you think he was throwing 
it out? 
Death: Well, fortunately for Don Davis, he wasn’t 

being preserved. We went in and saw a huge room 
of amazing master tapes. I mean, everyone from 

George Clinton. He has a wealth of master tapes 
that are totally unbelievable. 
Nardwuar: Why didn’t your LP come out when it 

a demo? Was anyone else interested?
Death: We had a small bit of interest, but what 
happened was we originally tried to pin down 
twelve songs, but when we got to song number 
seven, everything kind of broke loose because Don 

move the record as we were for doing the record.
Nardwuar: For the actual record, did you have an 
idea what the art would be? Years later, of course, it’s 
been released on Drag City. The cover art that came 
out now, is that the cover art that you envisioned? 
Death: That was my late brother David’s vision. 
He wanted the skyline of Detroit and he wanted the 
album to be called For the Whole World to See, and 
we made sure that we honored him when the record 

Nardwuar: When you guys signed to Groovesville, 
did you guys get a Cadillac? 
Death: [laughs] Well, believe it or not, our mother 
had a Cadillac and we used that to go back and 

plans on getting a Cadillac.
Nardwuar: Groovesville gave you some stuff, 
they gave you support, and that’s partly why the 
band kind of disbanded, wasn’t it? Because once 
you lost the support it was impossible, pretty much, 
for you to put out the LP yourself? 
Death: Well, you got to understand, Nardwuar, 
is that Groovesville owned the stellar recording 
studio in Detroit, which was United Sound. I 
mean, this was the recording studio where Jackie 
Wilson recorded “Reet Petite.” This was the 
recording studio where the Who and the Rolling 
Stones came in and did some takes. So this was the
stellar recording studio and you’re right—when we 
stopped being under contract with Groovesville, 
there were no more recording sessions scheduled at 
United Sound for Death. 
Nardwuar: And the deal with Groovesville, that 
sort of happened because Clive Davis didn’t like 
the name of your band. Have you sent a copy of the 
record to Clive since then? Any contact with him?

David used to play darts all the time. That’s how we found 
Groovesville Productions. He pinned a Yellow Pages to the wall 
and threw a dart at the producing section.



Death: You know, that’s a good idea, Nardwuar. Maybe 
we’ll do that. 
Nardwuar: That’s what I was thinking, like “Hey, it 

Death: Yeah. Baby, you can talk to Clive on behalf of us 
and give him our record?
Nardwuar: Oh yeah, I’m sure Nardwuar the Human 

Death: [laughs]
Nardwuar: I would love to do that. With punk rock, 

what you were doing was complete proto-punk, 
complete punk. 
Death: 
punk. We looked at people like Johnny Rotten and the 
Sex Pistols—that was punk. But they were calling us 
punk because our music was fast, kind of loud. The 

punk—was when I went to an Alice Cooper concert. And 
when I saw Alice Cooper, I went back to the practice 
place where we practiced and I said, “Dudes, we gotta 
play music like this. This is the real rock and roll.” And 
I wasn’t very convincing or something, because the rest 
of the guys in the band didn’t buy it until David went to 
see the Who. When the Who played at Cobo Arena, as it 
was called back then (it’s now Joe Louis Arena), David 
went and saw the Who and then he was convinced that 
we had to play rock and roll. But only our rock and roll 
was a little bit faster than what we were hearing from 
Alice Cooper and the other guys. So it eventually ended 
up being called punk. 
Nardwuar: I guess what I’m curious about is what 

to your band. What did you think of the newer bands that 
were playing faster music? Were you thinking, “Hey, 
maybe we can re-release our record, or get back together 
in the Death format”?
Death: We listened to bands like the Clash, the Sex 
Pistols, Patti Smith, and we would say, “Wow! This stuff 
kind of reminds us of the stuff that we were doing back 
in Detroit.” By that time, my brother and I were involved 
with reggae music and we never thought in a million years 
that the Death music would be found the way it was. It 
was bittersweet to us because we always thought that it 
would be our best-kept rock and roll secret that the world 
would never hear. 
Nardwuar: A lot of people have said that Bad Brains—or 

Did you hear of Pure Hell at all, from Philadelphia? 
Death: Yes, we heard of them. As a matter of fact, we met 
the lead singer in New York. 
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people about Pure Hell? 
Because they were pre-Bad Brains, right?
Death: That’s what we believe. They were pre-Bad 
Brains, yeah. A lot of people have said that our sound is 

and people say we preceded all those guys. It’s an honor. 
Nardwuar: Have you heard Mick Collins from the 
Dirtbombs? He covers “Politicians in My Eyes” with his 
band the Dirtbombs. 
Death: He’s a good friend of ours and you know what—
we are honored. The Dirtbombs are a great Detroit band.
Nardwuar: Did he come out to your reunion show when 
you did one in Detroit? 
Death: He did come out to Detroit, to the Magic Stick, 
and yeah, he introduced himself that night. We ended up 
playing with the Dirtbombs on the same show that we 
played at the Lincoln Center.

Nardwuar: Who else was at the gig? Were there any 
people from the Death days who came back that you 
hadn’t seen in a long time? 
Death: 
remembered some of the loud stuff we were playing. 
At the time we were playing that stuff, they were 
holding their ears telling us to turn it down. Now they 
appreciate it. 
Nardwuar: Speaking of venues and whatnot—do you 
remember Russ Gibb at the Grande Ballroom?
Death: Yeah, we remember Russ Gibb at the Grande 
Ballroom, man. That’s where the Rolling Stones played. 
They had a lot of great Motown acts. The Who used to 
play there. The Grande Ballroom was the place, man. The 

Nardwuar:
stuff, especially in later years with punk bands. Are there 

Death:

the studio, man. 
Nardwuar: At the Fun Fun Fest, I noticed you guys 

on stage?
Death:

the uniforms. It depends on the venue. 
Nardwuar: And Death, how hard was it to re-learn the 
songs when you started getting back together? Especially 
with your brother passing away and stuff, it must’ve been 
kind of hard to learn the songs. 
Death: It was very, very emotional. When Bobbie 

Bobbie on to the music, we were wondering if he could 
really play it and kind of… you know, pick up the mantle 

actually stop because tears were streaming out our eyes so 
bad and we became so emotional. You have to understand 

Nardwuar: Have you guys, Death, played darts recently 
at all?
Death: [laughs] Yeah, the phonebook. David used to 
play darts all the time. That’s how we found Groovesville 
Productions. He pinned a Yellow Pages to the wall 
and threw a dart at the producing section. It landed on 
Groovesville Productions. 
Nardwuar: What can you tell the people about “Keep on 
Knocking”?
Death: 
we used to always practice during the time that school 
was let out, and there were these girls who were friends 
of our sisters and they were like, knocking on the door, 
trying to get into our practice. We didn’t hear them until 

around with it, saying, “keep on knocking.” And then, 
David happened to have the tape recorder going, the 
small cassette tape, and he kept listening to that over and 
over. He said, “Man, we’re on to something here. This 

that song was born, man. 
Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much, Death. Keep on rockin’ 
in the free world, and doot doola doot do…
Death: Doot doo!

nardwuar.com
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(An Absorption of Robert W. McChesney’s 
book Digital Disconnect, 2013)

Is It Called a Conspiracy Theory If the 
Conspiracy Factually Exists?

I’ve been paranoid pretty much since 

think I’ve developed operational paranoia, a 
self-inoculated distrust of large institutions—
both private and governmental. I take many 
active steps to defend my right to privacy. 
I don’t own a cell phone, haven’t visited an 

blockers on my computer browsers, and have 
never personally engaged in social media: 
Friendster, Myspace, Facebook, or Twitter. 
I also understand that any email I’ve ever 
written and every website I’ve ever visited is 
accessible by a third party. These are modern 
times. Things are written in an ink that can’t 
be erased. 

One large reason for my active opting out 
of the digital arms race is because I realize that 
I’m merely data in those environments. I’m a 
consumable. I’m what’s being sold. I prefer 
to control who and what’s consuming me as 

exploited barnacle.
If you are at all concerned, confused, or 

feel ill-at-ease at the direction of online life, 
Robert W. McChesney’s three-hundred page 
book Digital Disconnect contextualizes the 
changing Internet and describes how it took 
its current shape. He mortars a helpful bridge 

in this book are real-life democracy, real-life 
capitalism, and—well—real-life life. 

As an act of full disclosure, Razorcake/

social media and services mentioned in this 
piece. Our thought is that these are tools to reach 
out to a new (and often younger) worldwide 
audience. However, we use these tools in an 
effort to direct people back to razorcake.org, 
a domain we wholly own and operate. Much 
of the exclusive content we generate debuts on 
razorcake.org and ends up on social media. It’s 
not the other way around.

struggle with the day-to-day duality of promoting 
Razorcake and Gorsky Press online in non-shitty/
non-exploitive ways while not compromising 
our mission. (Two quick examples: We refuse 

posted of DIY bands’ labor on YouTube, and all 
Razorcake Records artists retain one-hundred 
percent of their digital rights.) 

enterprise trying to survive as a cooperative 

feel we exist merely in the shadows cast by the 
giants of the corporate, digital industry. It also 
feels like we’re constantly being pickpocketed.

Digital Disconnect sheds light on that 
eerie, indeterminate darkness. It describes 
the complex, depressing, Orwellian wires-
and-guts narrative of the collusion between 
big government and big industry. This book 
tackles essential, fundamental building 
blocks of corporate digital giants, the federal 
government, and the Internet. 

The Internet and capitalism have become 
entwined as a result of the Internet’s resting 
spot at the top of the economic pyramid of 
corporate American life. Two wires twist 
together to run this ever-voracious engine 
called progress. “Capitalism is in the hot seat 
and the Internet is directly involved in the 
struggles,” McChesney writes. “The Internet’s 
development is intricately connected to the 
political economy’s development. That is the 
point of this book.”

In America today, capitalism is treated 
largely like a religion, a matter of blind faith 
and unquestioned belief. To question its 
“rightness” is often heresy. It is defended in 
platitudes. Questioners of capitalism are quickly 
dismissed as kooks, commies,  and “idealist 
punks” (read: naïve and stupid). Capitalism’s 
top adherents are its high priests and gods of 
industry and economics (like Alan Greenspan, 
the former Federal Reserve board chairman 

but who remains an “expert.”). And, like 
any large organized religion, capitalism isn’t 
designed to occupy a single compartmentalized 
realm of its adherents’ lives. Its goal is to take 
the pole position. McChesney posits that, 

terms for understanding not only the Internet, 
but most everything else of a social nature, 
including politics, in our society,” and that 
the Internet’s “celebrants and skeptics lack a 
political economic context.” 

McChesney describes that political 
economic context in a nutshell:

with the government and military. I do not 
mean the fairy-tale catechism of American 

markets while the deadbeat government 

birdbrain liberal regulations.”

of one another in their current incarnations. 
Not only that, they bleed and eat in much the 
same manner:

“Technology is central to growth, and 

Capitalism is 
treated largely 
like a religion.

To question its 
“rightness” is 
often heresy.

Questioners
of capitalism 
are quickly 
dismissed as 
kooks, 
commies,

and “idealist 
punks.”

An Intentionally 
Bad Capitalist’s
Take on the Internet

By Todd Taylor



economic system that delivers serious 

because the system requires economic 
growth to survive.” 

McChesney’s right. It’s an old saw, but 
its teeth are still sharp. If capitalism isn’t 
constantly growing, it’s receding or depressing. 
Capitalism abhors sustainability. Being still 
signals quickly approaching death. There is no, 
“Oh, dude, we’re big enough. Let’s keep it this 
size,” at corporate board meetings. 

Growth without end is capitalism’s design, 
which brings us to another bitter pill. 

“…[C]lass and inequality are built into 
the system’s DNA…. the system of making 

McChesney suggests—by deciphering 
the wiring diagram and deconstructing the 
shorter history of the Internet and its attendant 
technologies—there is a way to re-wire and 
reprogram the mentality that capitalism is the 
only workable system available in America 
for the exchange of goods and ideas. If the 
Internet returns to its initial state as a level 

McChesney asserts that, “The democratization 
of the Internet is integrally related to the 
democratization of the political economy. They 
rise and fall together.”

Oh yeah, the quaint “d” word. Where 
has democracy been hiding all this time? 
America’s Constitution was founded on 

democracy, not capitalism. Capitalism’s 
not a right and, McChesney concludes that, 
“American economic inequality is the direst 

to reconcile such extreme inequality with 

I’m no card-carrying Marxist, anarchist, 
leftist, or progressive. Although I admire many 

good “ism” ist. I like to think I engage in the 

it was a moment of clarity when McChesney 
offered a raft of non-capitalist institutions that 
many dyed-in-the-wool capitalists engage in 
on a regular basis (italics mine): “…[L]arge 
portions of capitalist societies have historically 
been and remain largely outside the capital 
accumulation process. One could think of 
religion, education, romance, elections, 
research, and national defense as examples…. 
Few, if any, religious conservatives have 
considered the implications of the family
possibly being the most anticapitalist institution 
in history….”

Let’s crank the contrast on that. Family 
is anti-capitalist. Moms, dads, aunts, uncles, 
grandmas, grandpas—the interactions of this 

nature. The family shares burden and reward. 
Family can be the seed of democracy. Family 
doesn’t necessarily have to be blood. It can be 
made between people with longtime shared 
values, morals, and ethics.

It’s Like the Interstate Highway System… 
Only Teeny-Tiny

Here’s a simple question: “Who invented 
the Internet we know today?” Bill Gates? AOL? 
The Google dudes? The dead Apple guy? Cute 

was a top priority for the feds. Expenditures for 

ten times greater than the cost of development 

The Internet developed into the network that 
connected all other computer networks. Each 
tax-paying American paid for it, three decades 
before most of them had home computers, or had 
even heard of email. The Internet’s backbone 
and central nervous system was made with 
public funds. (It was much like the interstate 

But, you know, invisible.) Thirty years after the 
Internet’s massive foundation was built, in the 

the digital sheets in a big way.
So why does it feel , as a culture and on 

downward to what looks like an open sewer of 
crass hyper-consumerism and ultra-capitalism? 
It’s because we are. Spend ten seconds on ninety-
nine percent of the Internet, and McChesney’s 
following contention is obviously valid. “The 
combination of public relations and advertising 
has made our time the golden age of insincere 
communication,” he writes. “It promotes the 
view that one says what needs to be said to get 
what one wants. The truth is whatever you can 
get people to believe. It is a toxic environment 
for democracy.” 

Reinforcing the point, McChesney quotes 
former CBS news host, Dan Rather.

with very big government in Washington, 
and has more to do with what the average 

I really can’t tell at the moment if I sound 
like a raving lunatic or a raging hypocrite. 
Google seems really helpful on the surface. It 

I use it almost daily as a search engine, 
to translate languages, and track hits on 
razorcake.org. Part of me still wants to believe 

organize the world’s information and make it 
universally accessible and useful.” I remember 

Google’s search algorithms are proprietary 
trade secrets. Google’s power—online and 

show up in its search engine, your website is 
in massive trouble. The result? Over the past 
decade—much like in the minimum-wage 
and underwater-mortgage world of middle 
America—the “middle-class” of medium-sized 
websites on the Internet has been decimated, 

The United 
States
government’s
expenditures
for the 
Internet

—allowing for 

were over 

ten times 
greater
than the cost 

of
development
of nuclear 
weaponry in 
the Manhattan 
Project.
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either bought out wholesale and gobbled by 
gigantic companies or abandoned like much of 
Flint, Michigan after GM bailed. The average 
readership of a blog—counting the handfuls 
that have millions? Two.

This inequity is by design. This is the 
opposite of democracy. Let me be clear. I’m 
talking about real nuts and bolts practices. 
I’m not talking about the constantly repeated, 
shiny claims that the best companies always 
rise to the top and they deserve the billions 
they’re raking in. “That’s the free market, 
dude. Deal with it.”

In the analog world, it comes as no 
surprise that the closer a politician is to the 
top of the government pyramid of power, the 
greater the distance she is from “for and by 
the people” and the closer she is to “power.” 
It’s big vs. big. Small isn’t even in the 
equation, isn’t invited to the table (sure, there 
are token examples to the contrary). It’s big 
government vs. big corporations. Correction. 
It’s big government plus big corporations. It’s 
Congress and billionaires (and their effective 
lobbyist proxies). 

“If actions speak louder than words,” 
McChesney posits—that current Internet 
giants such as Google and Facebook—
“know full well that their existence depends 
upon favorable regulation and taxation 
policies. Their existence is predicated upon 
a government that not only accepts but 
expedites and facilitates their economic 
power.” Google offshores much of its 
taxable profit to Ireland, which has a lower 
tax rate than the United States. Google is 
currently lobbying for a “repatriation tax 
holiday.” That is, they don’t want to pay 
taxes on the dazzling profits they’re hoping 
to “re-invest” back into America from where 
they hid it in Ireland. Their plea is veiled 

tax holiday was a sham when it was tried 

their own stock and paid dividends to their 

memories are not capitalism’s friend. It pays 
handsomely to keep consumers ignorant.

Beyond the silos of money, what else do 
the titans of the commercial Internet gain? 
Almost every conceivable metric about your 
online life, often without your knowledge, but 
often with your “consent.” (Ever read those 
super-long, super-lawyer user agreements 
on software or social media? Me neither.) A
New York Times reporter quoted in Digital 
Disconnect put it succinctly: “Personal data is 
the oil of the information age.” You pay them 
to harvest you so they can sell to you in new, 
ingenious, clandestine, and often subversive, 
ways. Ninety-seven percent of Google’s 
income is from the dawn of a new form of 
advertising, tailored to every search you’ve 
ever entered, your IP address, everything 
you’ve ever clicked on, “liked,” or whatever. 
Little text ads next to search results that you 
clicked on your  device of choice made Google 

Whoah. That’s ingenious. Horrible and 
shitty, but ingenious.

Citizens United Is Neither

Where is the government—the supposed 
defenders of democracy—in all of this? It is 
actively awarding corporations even more 
rights over American citizens. “Facebook,” 
McChesney mentions, could not exist unless 
there were laws preventing it from being, “sued 
for invasion of privacy, defamation, or criminal 
acts based on people’s postings…. All rights 
run in one direction. Facebook holds the cards, 
and its citizens have little recourse—other 
than to leave the service entirely.” It would 
probably be impolite for Facebook’s (who 
owns Instagram and YouTube) terms of service 
to read: “We own all content posted on our site. 

it.” (By the way, Instagram can use any photo 
posted on it for its own advertising, free of 
payment or credit to the person or organization 
that originally posted it.) 

Let’s take a moment. The relationship 
between an Internet giant like Facebook and 
the United States government is a conspiracy, 

agreement between two or more persons to 
commit a crime or accomplish a legal purpose 
through illegal action.” They effectively made 

You. This isn’t a theory. This is happening on 
an enormous, accelerating worldwide scale.

I can’t be the only one unnerved by the 

Citizens United case, which struck down limits 
on political campaign expenditures. The court 
held that corporations’ political spending is a 
form of “free speech.”

 “Thanks, Todd,” I hear a voice in the 
back of my head. “That’s a big, bouncy 
ball of fuck. Great.” So, what’s left besides 
drinking ourselves into oblivion, becoming 
Internet trolls, and investing heavily in the 
dead-end of irony? Clay tablets? Fire on a 
stick? Fax machines, beepers, and rotary 
phones? McChesney provides an exit 
strategy, and it is again important to look at 
history: capitalism wasn’t inevitable, isn’t 
invincible (my bet is on its downfall as its 
own worst enemy). The Internet, for a long 
time, wasn’t controlled by gigantic, private 
corporations. It was public domain. It can be 

I agree with McChesney’s two-part answer 

digital shit sandwich. The United States needs 
both a nationally supported free press and 

It may sound initially counterintuitive 

non-capitalist category as national defense. 
Yet, “[t]here is probably no better evidence 

reasons, “than the fact that none of America’s 

money off it.” Journalism is something, that if 
done really, really well and everything lines 

enormous—even exponential over time—like 

“Public 
relations and 
advertising has 
made our time

the golden age 
of insincere 
communication”



our other non-capitalist investment in the 
education of every American kid. “…[N]ations 
with the freest press systems,” McChesney 
argues, “are also the nations that make the 

therefore provide the basis for being strong 
democracies.”

Strong democracies are dependant on an 
educated public. Democracies die when only 
the wealthy are educated. Journalism educates 
and empowers those without class privilege.

It’s not an accident that Razorcake is 

We intentionally made a marked distinction 
between the self-production of music and “the 
music industry.” It was a brutal process—where 
we were denied twice—and one that has yet 
to be replicated by another music publication 

Being so, it’s obvious that I wholeheartedly 
agree with McChesney on the importance of 

public good. This isn’t pie-in-the-sky, feel-
good stuff either. It’s a diverse, wide range of 

we already have credit unions. We, as a nation, 

via four hundred national parks. 
“Absolutely central to building this 

new political economy,” McChesney 

produce culture, provide Internet access, 
and serve as bedrock local institutions.” To 
me in Los Angeles, that means not having 
community radio stations hounded by the 

ages art and culture spaces. Newspapers. 
Independent web hosting and server farms. 

Bike and auto repair. Recycling and language 
centers. Fiscal literacy classes. Hackerspaces. 
All the wires, power, water, plumbing 
infrastructure that comes along with those 
activities. If these could be offered and run 

If people see working examples right in their 
own communities, it becomes real. Although 
it may sound a little corny, I take Razorcake’s 
motto of “We do our part” seriously. We’re 
not everything to everyone, but we are a 
real-world, working example of a sustainable 
alternative. It can happen. It does work.

Hard, Working Examples

“Capitalists are constantly locating new 

that entails taking what had been plentiful 
and making it scarce,” McChesney asserts. 
“So it is for the Internet. Information on it is 
virtually free, but commercial interests are 
working to make it scarce.” “The information 
superhighway”—remember that? That was 
part of Internet’s promise: a massive exchange 
of data equaling a more educated public. 
Instead of roads, this highway was constructed 
with cables and antennae. Instead of internal 

combustion engines rumbling along asphalt, 

increasing speeds. Maybe it’s because we only 
see the end product of the Internet—an email 
or text from a friend on a phone, a website 
from a search engine—and not the massive 
superstructure that powers it daily, the colossal 
industry that is attempting to privatize the 
whole enchilada and to permanently wrest it 
from the public domain that it remains largely 
in the shadows, away from activism. 

Paved roads improve the quality of life. In 
America, most roads are a shared responsibility 
of everyone who uses them. The roads are 
paid for and maintained through the taxes on 
every gallon of gas, licensing fees, and city, 
county, state, and federal funds. Citizens who 
use these roads—whether they’re aware of 
it or not—assume their portion of the shared 
burden by using these roads as either drivers 
or passengers. They see these roads. They’re 
tactile. We all know what a pothole is and 
when a road is in disrepair. We also know 

foolhardy politicians and contractors to claim 

are laughable. We all know that cars can’t 

sections of concrete.
What’s happening with the Internet today? 

Private companies are actively attempting to 

the entire system that we built and paid for. 
Think of the reaction if they did that to the 
interstate that runs through your town—either 
restricted its use to only company cars or 
those who could afford ever-increasing tolls. 
All hell would break loose.

I’m convinced it’s this one level of 
abstraction that’s the problem when dealing 
with the Internet. We can’t see the Internet 

average citizen to “see” if there’s “a rough 
patch of Internet” out in front of where they 
live. They either get a connection or don’t. 
It’s either faster or slower. We believe what 
large companies and large government tell us 
if we’re really riding the digital equivalent of 
a wooden wagon on a series of dirt trails or a 
state-of-the-art, high-speed bullet train when 
we connect to the Internet. 

A visible, public Internet—one that is out 
in the open, not hidden behind a proprietary 

worth understanding and waging. 
I’ll end with McChesney. “The crisis 

of our times is that capitalism undermines 

which we live.” 
Thanks for reading.

 (The New Press, thenewpress.com)
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never consider. Yeah, I watched Twilight Zone with my father at a 

is a thing, a name that encompasses, embodies, and pushes forth a 

as its own world with something to offer was when I read Ender’s
Game by Orson Scott Card in the sixth grade. I fell in love with the 
characters. Ender was a child but he wasn’t like other children I read 
about or talked to on a daily basis at the middle school that I hated so 
much. He was intelligent. He could articulate the things he felt and 
thought about. He was also strong. He had a sense of right and wrong 
and never wavered from what he knew to be right. Really, he was 
an adult. Card wrote Ender with an adult voice and I doubt he ever 
considered doing otherwise. 

experience with psychoanalysis and the effect of archetypal images 

knew the imagery of the game: a virtual reality that was more like a 
surreal dream touched me in a way I couldn’t articulate, and I really 
yearned for a way to learn how to. So, I kept reading. 

is, at the core, a DIY movement. As a genre, it has always been propelled 

and amateur press associations. These were (and still are) platforms 
for fans to express themselves and support one another’s work. In the 
same way punk rock has been a refuge to weirdos, losers, and outcasts, 

love for what they do. Even if you’re not a fan of Star Trek, Trekkies
is one of the best documentaries ever made about an individual’s place 
in a society. The people interviewed unabashedly love Star Trek. They 

navigate because they do things differently than everyone else. Yet, 
none are apologetic or feel weird for being into what they’re into. This 

I am by no means saying that I’m an expert or that you won’t 

looking for something to read. 

“All struggles are essentially power struggles, and most are no more 
intellectual than two rams knocking their heads together.” 

–Octavia Butler

When people talk about the history of zines, they usually talk 
about the printing press and Martin Luther. We have an even closer 

more in common with them and their culture of fandom, obsession, 
and outsider voices. The Comet

from “semiprozines” and “prozines” by extremely particular rules 
about circulation and revenue.)

was Astounding Stories. It went through a few name changes when 
Astounding

Stories to Astounding Science Fiction. Campbell believed the word 
Analog in 

science and technology, to the change in name, to getting artwork 
that was more mature and less childish—propelled the magazine from 
something you might be embarrassed to read on the train into one of 
the driving forces of the Golden Age of Science Fiction. 

and plenty of work from Heinlein, Lester del Ray, A.E. van Vogt, 
Theodore Sturgeon, and others. As great a visionary as Campbell was, 
he was also a little bit nuts. He was known for writing provocative 
and outlandish editorials. Michael Moorcock, the editor of New
Worlds claimed, “[h]e also, when faced with the Watts riots of the 
mid-sixties, seriously proposed and went on proposing that there 

big fan of pseudoscience and published L. Ron Hubbard’s Dianetics

time Campbell had alienated many of his writers, and when Galaxy
Magazine and The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction gained 

Analog’s reign. 

 “Without change something sleeps inside us and seldom awakens.”
 –Duke Leto Atreides

Analog had a reputation of being focused and dogmatic. Known 
for placing utmost importance on the science and technology 

Analog’s 
conventions. George R.R. Martin described Analog as having “the 

and perhaps a bit puritanical.” A direct reaction to these tropes and 

the New Wave was to change course—to experiment with style, and 
to dig deeper in order to offer the reader more than time travel, robots, 

Brackett and magazines like Amazing Stories and Galaxy Science 
Fiction. Under editor H.L. Gold, Galaxy published and supported 

Galaxy published Ray Bradbury’s “The Fireman” 
which he later expanded into Fahrenheit 451 and a serialization of 
Robert Heinlein’s .

Beyond these predecessors, two main agitators cited for the New 
Wave revolution are Michael Moorcock, who became the editor of 
New Worlds ,
Dangerous Visions
Dangerous Visions, Ellison put out a call to writers for stories that had 
trouble being published anywhere else or hadn’t even been written 

can see an overarching progressive movement in the U.S. right around 

were yearning for something new and explosive in reaction to toxic 
norms. It’s possible to see the work of New Wave writers as inherently 
political. The act of transgression is a powerful social agitator. As 

Cramps’ Lux Interior was in high heels on stage repurposing golden 
era rock’ n’roll into something dangerous and unsettling.

A huge effect of the movement was the broadening of the range 

Moorcock, New Worlds

experimental techniques, storylines, and voices. 

“I think from now on, I will not trust anyone who isn’t angry.” 
–Joanna Russ

Ursula K. Le Guin’s The Left Hand of Darkness is one of the most 

Vonnegut’s Slaughterhouse-Five

In the same way punk rock 
has been a refuge to weirdos,
losers, and outcasts, sci-fi 
has served as a safe place for 
experimentation and boundary 
breaking.



honors that year, the Hugo and the Nebula awards, for best novel. The 

similar to earth, and he is an alien to the planet named Gethen, or 
colloquially, “Winter.” The novel explores all types of boundaries: 
outsider and Gethenian, male and female, nation and “un-nation,” and 
private and public identity. 

he won’t stop referring to the Gethenians with the pronoun “he” because 
it’s simpler, and the pronoun “she” calls attention to itself. He tells us that 
complex social cues are “feminine” traits of the society. This serves as 
a kind of excuse for his constant missteps and his rage as he repeatedly 
bangs his head against the subtle-to-the-point-of-opaque culture of the 
Gethenians. Only after Genly starts to see gender as a continuum instead 
of binary does he see Gethenian people as complete beings.

By illustrating Genly’s distrust and bewilderment with the 
Gethen world, Le Guin illuminates our own culture’s biases and 
dysfunctionality. It gives the reader the ability to see what it would 
be like to live in a culture without dualities. Genly’s protests and the 
unwieldy way he handles social customs come across to the reader 
as bigoted, crass, and immature. We can read this story as bitterly 
satirical of the world Le Guin lived in.

The Female 
Man also explores ideas of gender by framing it in an alien culture. 
The novel follows four women living in parallel worlds, each with 
their own concept of gender roles and expectations. When their lives 
intersect by crossing over to each other’s planets, their encounters 

understand what it means to be an outsider, and thus what it means to 
question a reality taken for granted. 

voices at the time and one of the most vocal in challenging male 

but also a brightly burning anger. In a critical essay that gained most 
attention after being reprinted by Vertex Magazine

Image of Women in Science Fiction,” Russ explains that, “There are 

Vertex published editorial responses from Poul Anderson and Philip 

response by comparing Russ to his many “left-wing girlfriends when 
they were mad at me for whatever reason.” The exchange is really 
fascinating. In order to ground ourselves in where we are now and 
where we should be headed in the future, it’s so important to see where 
we’ve come from. Here is a perfect example of why diverse voices are 
important to the entire collective. Dick and Poul’s responses (which 
could be said to be emblematic of a wide swath of responses) obviously 
come from a place of misunderstanding, blindness, and non-empathy. 
The way to combat ignorance is to teach, discuss, and listen. 

“I want to stand as close to the edge as I can without going over. Out 
on the edge you see all kinds of things you can’t see from the center” 

–Kurt Vonnegut

it’s been around longer. Every now and then there are movies like 
 or Blade Runner that may not do well at the 

like The Matrix or  that relied heavily on computer 
generated graphics instead of story lines and characters. What Crass 
in “Punk Is Dead” and Ridley Scott were lamenting about mainstream 

but that they had been appropriated by people who don’t know what 
to do with them. Kurt Vonnegut was a mainstream author who knew 

to explore concepts and give his characters a world they could live in 
and an environment they could react to. 

His semi-autobiographical Slaughterhouse-Five involves an 
American soldier captured by German forces in Dresden during WWII 
(an actual ordeal Vonnegut lived though), who is “unstuck in time.” All 

What Crass in “Punk Is Dead” 
and Ridley Scott were lamenting 
about mainstream punk and 
science fiction wasn’t that the 
genres themselves were dead...

Prometheus and some of the weakest 
plot lines and characters to make millions of dollars), but he still has a point.
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Pilgrim. So he is free to travel along all points of his life from the past to 
the future. He’s not “free” in the normal sense. He’s very much a victim 

has so little control over his life he can’t even decide what memories he 

and every moment leads up to Billy being in this war, in Dresden, in this 
slaughterhouse. Vonnegut often has the narrator intrude on the story: 
“That was I. That was me. That was the author of this book,” he says 
about a sick prisoner held captive with Billy Pilgrim. 

When there’s nothing intelligent to say about a massacre, what 
do you say about it? How do you reconcile the experiences of those 

absurd? In Vonnegut’s case it was often absurdly, with a shrug, a smile, 
and a tear. Vonnegut has described when he was a child and seeing 

which impairs a person’s ability to control their muscles. It planted 
a seed in Vonnegut’s mind that they moved like broken machines, 
which led him to the conclusion that people who were healthy were 
well-maintained, but machines nonetheless. Vonnegut explores these 
themes of futility with such a soft and sad hand. He can make you 
laugh at the most terrifying propositions: that there is no why, that to 
ask why is complete madness, the ultimate absurdity.

“The best thing you can do with science today is use it to explore the 
present. Earth is the alien planet now.” –William Gibson

coined the term “cyberspace” in Omni Magazine 
of Gibson’s work, it’s a story that takes place somewhere like “The 
Sprawl”: a massive urban setting that’s similar to Blade Runner’s 
future-decayed aesthetic. Gibson has said that after watching Blade
Runner while trying to write his most famous novel Neuromancer, 

ridiculed for the rest of his career. 
Neuromancer, which

went on to win Hugo, Nebula, and Arthur C. Clarke awards. Gibson 
went on to write two more books in what became known as the “Sprawl 

the entire East Coast has become one big metropolis. Geodesic domes 
encase the Sprawl, which has become basically a separate country: it 

make up a tiny percentage of the population, while most people live 

In this future, technology is so widespread that it’s not completely 
a class symbol anymore. The poor have access to it and everyone 

glimpses of “cyberspace,” which established a new genre of science 

progression of New Wave. Some people reacted to the New Wave by 
calling for a return to Golden Era values. Some said the postmodern 

how they were about forty years late to the postmodern party), and 
some kept pushing experimental boundaries further and further and 
wound up creating something new, something informed by—but 
separate from—the New Wave. Cyberpunk, Gibson in particular, 

Burroughs. I also see a lot of E.E. Cummings in Gibson’s poetry, but 
I also see less warmth and sweetness. 

there is a sense of something mechanical in it. This is maybe the point. 

old hat. To me, it’s got this taste of triteness now. But on another level 

This was the time of Reagan-era dystopias. The Dead Kennedys were 
singing about the neglected working class.The future looked burnt-out 
and grim, and weighed heavily on people’s minds. Gibson took this fear 

the development of our culture’s imagination because of it.
One of Gibson’s most interesting efforts was with artist Dennis 

Ashbaugh and publisher Kevin Begos, Jr. who created 
book of the dead)

embedded into a book designed by Ashbaugh. Once accessed on the 

poem of Gibson’s that centered around time, loss, the unreliable and 

then encrypt itself after a single use. The pages of the book were 

...but that that they had been 
appropriated by people who don’t 
know what to do with them.
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treated with photosensitive chemicals that would react, making the 

(probably illicit) copies of the poem online, and even a Youtube video 

“I’ll make my report as if I told a story, for I was taught as a child on 
my homeworld that Truth is a matter of the imagination.” –Genly Ai

Hopefully these selections have been broad enough to cover the 
bases. Even if you’re not into cyberpunk or urban decay, it’s important 

up. Even if you think Dune is steel-clad and impregnable, you can 
see how other writers you may like were informed by Frank Herbert. 

anything in life, would be to keep an open mind. 
Frank Herbert’s Dune is one of those stories I never thought I 

handful of times with people who assured me that I must have been 

I would always fall asleep about thirty minutes in. Always. A couple 
of months after my last attempt at sitting through awkward inner 
monologues, Sting’s maniacal grin, and Duke Leto’s creepy stare, my 
brother told me that I had to read the book by the time he got into town 
about two months from then. My boyfriend had a copy and he and I 
were about to take a twenty-two hour train ride from Birmingham to 
New York so I said, “What the hell, I’ll try it.” 

Luckily, I have two more books in the series to go through. 
Dune

universe inside of it—like Lord of the Rings but with more political 
intrigue and less adventure and singing, I guess. There is some singing, 
though. Herbert creates a new world and a new race of people with a 
religion and a culture that seems completely foreign on the outside but 
rings with some kind of cryptic truth. 

“Oh, this

You may be the kind of person who, at the age of sixteen, made 
fun of people who liked Doctor Who, but then you may start dating 

into one of your favorite shows. Or you could decide that fantasy is 
for nerds and you would never read anything with dragons in it. Then 
you’d never stumble upon George R.R. Martin’s Game of Thrones,

which could be considered a period piece and fantasy, a double 
whammy of stereotypically “tacky” themes, but also an amazing 

my opinions were correct because everyone else’s were wrong. But, 
luckily, most of my pre-conceived conceptions have been whole 
heartedly broken down, and I hope the same for you.

Suggested Reading

Journey Planet -
based and may not appeal to your interests (e.g. James Bond, conventions), but 

The Left Hand of Darkness—Ursula K. Le Guin
Ender’s Game—Orson Scott Card
Dune—Frank Herbert
Galaxy Science Fiction—H.L. Gold
Dangerous Visions—Harlan Ellison
The Female Man—Joanna Russ
Slaughterhouse-Five—Kurt Vonnegut
“Burning Chrome”—William Gibson
Parable of the Sower—Octavia Butler

Suggested Viewing

Doctor Who—Begin with the ninth Doctor. Suffer through the abysmal 
costumes and all the cheese. It gets better, I promise. Every season you can 
tell they got a budget increase. Rose is an important character and you need to 
understand where she comes from. And you need context to understand why 
the eleventh Doctor is so amazing. Afterward, go back and watch the fourth 
Doctor. You might like him by this point.
Red Dwarf
you like The Young Ones, you’ll love it. If you hate The Young Ones,
you’ll love it.

Ultimately, my advice for 
exploring sci-fi, just like my 
advice for anything in life, 
would be to keep an open mind. 



Will Thomas—vocals, guitar, lyrics
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Ryan Quinney—drums
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Grabass Charlestons’ new album, Dale and 
the Careeners, has the perfect anthems for 
the baseball bleachers on a balmy afternoon. 
The album from the Gainesville, Florida band 
has the type of rock songs that would be 
in heavy rotation on FM radio if this was a 
perfect world.  These are also the type of 
songs that remind you not to underestimate 
the people around you. That’s probably 
nothing new if you’ve been following 
Grabass for their ten-plus year career.  

What is new is that the Grabass Charlestons 
have changed their name to Careeners.  The 

from now on the band is the Careeners. A 
bold move or one long overdue?

I almost missed out on the Grabass 
Charlestons, despite living in the same town 
as these fellows since the last century. I had 
only been half-listening in the early years. 
Gainesville, thankfully, offers many of us 
second chances to get it together. 

Time and again, I started running into Will 
Thomas (singer and former drummer, now 
rhythm guitarist). We’d talk about books 
and local politics. I found myself seeking 
him out in crowds and began attending all 

as dancing at these shows. The songs 
about resilience, revelry, and consequence 
never sounded so right. 

Will and I met up after our respective 
day jobs and talked in the open air of a 
downtown bar.
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Travis: Thank you so much for doing this.
Will:
I’m interviewed solo, one-on-one. 
Travis: I can’t remember if Replay or 
RQ (Ryan Quinney) mentioned this, but I 
thought the new album might not be under 
the Grabass Charlestons moniker and 
instead labeled the Careeners? 
Will: I’ve been thinking about that a lot 
recently. Actually, I wanted to ask Var (No 
Idea Records) if it was okay to change 
the name. But I was afraid to ask about 
recording money: asking for a thousand 
dollars for an album that, honestly, wasn’t 

in his experience it wasn’t going to pay for 
itself. So I felt a little skittish about asking 
for a name change on a band he’s been 
promoting for years.

I talked to Tony (Weinbender PR 
dude and Fest organizer in Gainesville), 
which was probably a really bad idea at 
the time, since he was likely whiskey 
drunk. He explained that we had this 
brand to preserve.
Travis: I don’t know economics, but I 
imagine your records haven’t bombed.
Will: Well, I have a really hard time asking 
anyone for anything.
Travis: Sure. But I feel like there’s 
this funny divide where my friends feel 
awkward asking such things. Yet there are 

such privilege.
Will: Well, we have an insider in the band! 

years. He gave me some insight!
Travis: Okay, but when I saw y’all recently 
open for Forgetters, you ended the set by 
saying, “Thanks. We’re the Careeners.”
Will: Yeah. That’s what we’re going by 

now. A name change for this 
album is like asking your parents for twenty 
dollars and then asking something else on 
top of that. What’s done is done. We’ve 
been Grabass Charlestons for eleven years. 
Why not live up to the worst name?
Travis: Did it seem like the worst name at 
the time?
Will: This keeps coming up. No. At the 
time, it seemed like a great name! Back 
then, I was passionate about the notion 
of freaking out the squares. I do wish I 
could’ve conferred with my current self on 
it, but being twenty-four, I wasn’t thinking 
about posterity and explanations. I wanted to 
impress my endlessly-sarcastic friends. And 
had an obsession with Simpsons humor. 

I would recommend anyone starting a 
band to not
as far as the courage to change the name to 
Careeners, there’s also something to be said 
for continuing to write and produce albums 
under this weird band name that bears 
explaining to almost everybody. Many, 
many conversations.

Eleven years ago is not that long ago, 
but back then there was more of an appetite 
for the profane. I also had a disdain for 
all things pretentious and self-important. 
Grabass Charlestons still has a sort of PG-
rated sexuality about it. It’s funny and super 
weird and I thought it was provocative. You 
know, I thought it had a nice ring about it! 
But, again, I was twenty-four years old and 
more into that style. I didn’t expect to have 
to explain the meaning for the next decade!
Travis: How often has the name been 

Will: In Carlsbad, New Mexico we played 
an awkward little storefront community 
center. They had painted out front, kind 
of like in a tire shop, some goofy sales 
announcement for the show, and we were the 
Grab@!$ Charlingtons. Dave said I should 
also explain the T-shirts. We made shirts 
wherein our own name was misspelled. The 
idea was the shirt would look like something 
you’d buy in a roadside souvenir shop, like 
in Ft. Lauderdale. The “l” and the “e” were 
backwards. Someone else pointed it out—
we didn’t even notice. So that’s emblematic 
of our mistake-fraught career.
Travis: That could be like the postage 
stamps that are misprinted and are now 
more valuable.
Will: Or the baseball cards that have a little 
profanity slipped in there. When I was a kid 
I was a huge collector of baseball cards. The 
thing you really wanted was a Cal Ripken 
card. It might have been his brother Billy 
(Billy Ripken). Anyway, on the bat he’d 
written FUCK FACE.
Travis: He wrote “fuck face” on the 

card company?
Will: He wrote it in bold sharpie marker. 
That was the Holy Grail of baseball cards. 
It was printed and instantly discontinued. 
Imagine being a kid and bringing home that 
card —BOING!
Travis: Since you’re now on guitar and RQ is 
on drums, what’s the musical dialogue like? 
Will:
the songs to everyone and play the drums; 
not to steer what Ryan was thinking, but 
to give some comfort. With the new songs 
the chemistry is already there. Ryan is a 
thousand times better at playing drums than 
I am. Like, , someone could show 
up with something cooler to play on the 
drums!
Travis: What’s it like singing and playing 
guitar instead of drumming?
Will: Well, I have a lot more energy reserved 
for singing.
Travis: And it seems like you’re having a 
great time singing!
Will: Yeah, I can be myself. When I was 
playing drums I felt like I was managing my 

sometimes means that I freak out and forget 
how to play guitar.

Travis: Can I ask you if this new record 
(Dale and The Careeners) is a concept 
album? Is that too pretentious a question?
Will: First, I should mention that we 
recorded eighteen songs for this album. 
That was two years worth of writing, and 
I had no intention of writing a concept 
album. But, this is the question that 
everyone wants to know: “What’s the deal 
with Dale?” When I wrote the song “Dale,” 
which was on the Toys That Kill split, I 
don’t really know how that happened. In 
a very Dale-like manner I tried to relate to 
a friend of mine. It sort of turned me on to 
using the device of character. Yeah, I can 
write dumb things about myself, but using 
my friends as character studies? Well, no 
one has to know about that! [laughs] With 
Dale, the mood I was trying to strike was 
something like bored kids whose parents 
are out of town that are hanging around 
with each other. They’re partying and 
experimenting —drugs and a golf course. 
Dale in there is the least cool of the bunch. 
Everyone’s enthralled and interested in the 
character Cassandra, who is cool. She’s 
locked up in the bathroom getting her buzz 
and Dale’s locked out, wanting to be part 
of it. It’s like the Stevie Nicks and Lindsey 
Buckingham situation.
Travis: I don’t know this situation. Other 
than that they were in a band together.
Will: Okay, so they were married when they 

Lindsey Buckingham as this super-talented 

going to do what cool people do, right? 
When someone cooler comes along then she 
might get interested in that.
Travis: Do you picture these songs set in 
Florida? I do. Particularly the Flying J.
Will: Flying J’s are all over the place. I didn’t 
really put geography in, but I did imagine 
“Addicted Together” set in Gainesville.
Travis: Oh. Whoops.
Will: The song “Dale,” I imagined that one 
set in South Florida, which is funny because 
I’ve spent zero time down there. South 
Florida has an imaginary weight.
Travis: I was impressed that within the 
album, you created Dale and Cassandra but 
also used real people like Lynae. Can you 
talk a bit about that?
Will: You mean the song “Stormy 
Weather”? I wrote that when Lynae was 
still very much alive and having her 
struggles. I wanted to write a song for her. 
When I had the melody, I knew she could 

Dale as part of that whole scene. The great 
thing about the Dale concept is that I can 
turn him into anybody.
Travis: I like that you have him at 
different stages.
Will: Dale’s not the same character on any 
given song.
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Travis: Oh. Well, again, I was wrong! I might 
need to scrap this damned interview.
Will: [laughs] That’s not exactly accurate. 
Each individual Dale represents different 
characters. In each song Dale is a device 
of mood and atmosphere, a character and 
a narrator.
Travis: The sequencing on the album feels 
right. Did y’all struggle with that at all?
Will: It was a lot of conversation. I included 
people who I think care most about albums 
to really think about it. Aaron Lay had a lot 
to offer. Replay. And Ryan Quinney was 
really passionate about the order and I was 
glad to have that input. It was also thorny 
paring it down to twelve and leaving six 
songs on the table. 
Travis: What’s going on with the 
remaining six?
Will: Sound Study is going to put out an EP. 
Matt Finch and Tom’s label. Matt’s one of the 
people with Black Bear Studio. I recorded 
almost all the vocals with him. He deserves 
a lot of credit for the vocals turning out so 
well. I feel like they’re the best work I’ve 
ever done. Wade McMullen added some high 
harmonies. Chris Wollard did some great 
harmonies—that bears mentioning.
Travis: I love how on “Addicted Together,” 
you say “it was a magical time,” and yet it 
doesn’t sound sarcastic. Let’s talk about 
word choice.
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Will: That one is an extension of the song 
“Dale,” set in Gainesville, and I wanted 
to do something that explained drug 
culture here. I’ve been kind of in and out 
of that. I imagined one of these extremely 
cold winters that we don’t seem to get 
anymore—back when we all lived in the 
student ghetto and everyone huddled 
around little space heaters. Nothing to 
do. No money. Just get high. Dale, in 
this song, is sort of a resourceful player 
in the drug scene. Cassandra is as cool as 
it gets, looking for a cool buzz. Dale’s a 
small-time dealer and Cassandra, being in 
a pinch, she moves in with him. That being 

a chance to get close to her. And it’s an 
ironic symbiosis that they strike. Perhaps 
a destructive, drug-fueled, love affair and a 
home that devolves completely.
Travis: Do you write ideas down or can you 
remember them?
Will: I try to write things down when I can, 
which probably confuses people at work when 
I’m frantically scratching some lyrics on guest 
tickets. I also have this embarrassing tendency 
to mouth things out at work. I’ve always had 

much thinking, which frees up my mind, so I 
write a lot of lyrics at work. 
Travis: Most of your co-workers are also 
in bands?

Will: Yeah, it’s restaurants in Gainesville! 
Mike (from nightclub the Atlantic) was talking 
about putting on a restaurant vs. restaurant 
battle of the bands. But I was thinking you’d 
have to have competitions within individual 
restaurants, like a conference tournament. 
Everyone working at a bar or restaurant in 
Gainesville is in a band. If they’re not now, 
they soon will be.
Travis:
I was surprised when John Orth from Holopaw 
mentioned that he presents the lyrics to the 
band and they orchestrate around them.
Will: Yeah, that blew my mind too. I tend to 
come up with stuff on the guitar. Usually the 
process is that I show the guitar stuff to the 
band and then come up with vocal melodies. 
But occasionally I do come up with lyrics 

Travis: The songs are copywritten under 
Citrus County Raindogs. What’s going on 
with that?
Will: I started playing fantasy baseball with 
some of my friends. And this is one thing I 
discovered a few years ago: there are some 
wonderful, really creative people who are 
huge baseball fans.
Travis: I’m thinking you, Dustin, Patrick, 
Cap’n Jason…
Will: We’re all in the same fantasy baseball 
league! I’m on no social media networks 
whatsoever, so this is my social format. In 
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there’s watching baseball and talking with 
people I really respect. I started writing little 
stories because it’s fantasy baseball—why not 
make a fantasy out of it? I started developing 
a little universe based around Homosassa, 
which is the little town where I grew up. 
Homosassa is based on the headspring of 
the Homosassa River, a Florida historic 
landmark. Ancient Florida history, and I’m 
sure there’s some really dark history I don’t 
know about and should.
Travis: So your team is the Raindogs?
Will: I invented the Citrus County Raindogs, 
a minor league team. To me there’s a real 
lore and romanticism of small town minor 
league baseball. Probably because I watched 
Bull Durham like a thousand times when I 
was a kid. Neal Conan, the NPR anchor, 
took a year or two sabbatical to do minor 
league baseball.
Travis: Fuck yeah. That’s the perfect 
transition because I was going to ask about 
Terry Gross (NPR/ Fresh Air) being thanked 
on the album.
Will: Well, I also thank Diane Rehm. Because 
I listen to all of them. Three hours of inspiring 
radio a day. Smart, inspiring, educational 
stuff. I’ve been listening to Fresh Air for 
almost my entire life. Great interviews, great 
guests. Obvious reasons. But with Diane 
Rehm, these are these linguistically perfect 
people. Natural talkers. I feel like I’m 
reading! Even sometimes if I’m not really 
listening, then the language itself is great.
Travis: Jim tells me that when he’s driving 
the ambulance around Bradford County that 
he loves listening to Diane Rehm. But his co-
workers hate it and he usually lets them put 
in some dumb CD.

Will: I’ve shaken through that with a good 
number of people. Young, sarcastic, cynical 
kids. They might hate it—or hate me for it—
but they listen. 
Travis: I was wondering what you thought of 
that Mountain Goats album Tallahassee from 
a few years ago. It was set in Tallahassee and 
was largely about a meth addict couple living 
in a house together.
Will: I don’t own any Mountain Goats 

that guy does. I saw him play at Harvest of 
Hope. He’s got lyrical power. 
Travis: So I heard the new songs live 
before the album came out, and I thought 
that “Ambulance Driver” read “Love the 

Ubiquitous Ghosts,” like a command. But 
that’s not the right words.
Will: There’s an array of ways that lyric 
has been misinterpreted. When we were 
recording, after already doing the vocals and 
harmonies, the guys were shocked that the 
line wasn’t “That’s the way that it goes,” or 
“Where do you think that it goes?”
Travis: So in “Dale’s a Fall Guy,” you put 
him in our shoes. 
Will: That would be “Instructional Dale,” a 
model of how or how not to deal with life. 
That’s an example of a song I wrote about 
a person I knew who was in a really intense 
transition—a tragic relationship, dealing 
with it in a really unsavory way and freaking 
people out. When I absorb these things and 
it was someone I was close to—for better 
or worse—then I can’t help but write a song 
about it.
Travis: At your shows there’s this much-
needed release that seems to happen for both 
audience and band. I mean, when we leave 
our respective houses and go out, then there’s 

those transcendent moments during some 
of your songs, whether singing along or 

the depression.
Will: I appreciate that. I certainly feel that 
way when we’re playing. With “If Dale Were 
You,” I wanted to write a punk song about 
a punk.
Travis: You succeeded. “Fall Guy” seems 

cruel way.”
Will: What I wanted to write a song about was 
general thoughtlessness. Many people in the 
convenience and comfort-oriented world are 
lulled into a state of thoughtlessness, which 

they do—no matter how small and that we 
then have to deal with—are unbelievable. 
Or, said the other way, people do amazing 
things all the time. So many people 
throughout my life do these things. The 
“Fall Guy” is this ideal model of how 
willingly and non-celebratorily they accept 

given situation. That’s how you want to live 
your life and celebrate community. But, at 
the same time, this goes back to the Lindsey 
Buckingham model of Dale and the shoes 

Maybe crazy. Imperfectly perfect.

Travis: Can you explain that? I’m still not 
getting it.
Will: Okay, for instance, we used to tour 
with that band the Tim Version all the time. 
Their bass player Mike drove, no matter 
what. No matter how bad he felt or how crazy 
everyone else was being. He accepted that 
responsibility and he accepted it with dignity. 
Everybody has people around them that they 
overlook. No luxury of gratitude. Part of that 
song was my frustration with people who are 
oblivious. And a shout out to all the fall guys 

celebrates life, continuity, human kindness. 
Travis: In the “Quiet Life,” you mention 
that Dale’s “a postmodern guy.” Which 
resonated really well since I’m up to my 
neck in grad school right now. Which Dale 
is in that song?
Will: I really wish I could say that I understand 
postmodernism. I don’t! That landed in the 
song like a postcard from the exotic. A picture 
of Notre Dame that says “Paris” when they’ve 
never been to Paris. Never left the state of 
Florida! Sending postcards to my mom is the 
best part of being on tour.
Travis: So the line “High class Palomino 
heights”—is that a reference to the local 
pool hall?
Will: Yes it is. I was wondering how that 
would get interpreted.
Travis: I was re-reading an older interview 
Grabass did with Todd of Razorcake for 
The Greatest Story Ever Hula’d and you 
mentioned that the new songs were “sadder” 
and “slower.” Does that still apply?
Will: I suppose. The songs are slower. They 
sound natural to me. As far as the tempo of 
the songs, I guess we’re a bit older now and 

a sucker for sad songs and I’m often a pretty 
sad person.
Travis: I loved when y’all covered “Game 
of Pricks.” (Guided By Voices)  But I often 
get the, “You never be strong / you can only 
be free” lines mixed up because I feel like 
maybe one could be strong but not free. I 
don’t even know what he’s getting at there, 
but it’s perfect.
Will: Yeah. Pollard is such a master at that. 
Everything’s a surprise about his lyrics. 
Travis: He stopped being a teacher and focused 
on the band. For which we are all grateful.
Will: Going back to “Quiet Life,” I will 
say that’s the song I’m most proud of the 
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chord progression from “Game of Pricks” 
into that song! In thinking about this 
conversation, I knew I would have to have 
legit explanations for the songs. Songs, 

I don’t ask for explanation from myself, 
especially a cohesive, literary explanation. 
But I think it’s healthy to ask yourself, 
“What was I actually trying to say?”
Travis: On “Apocalypse Whenever,” you’re 
using second person voice—you/yours.
Will: My mom has pretty severe bipolar 
disorder and has spent a lot of time in 
psychiatric hospitals throughout Florida. 
Fortunately, she ended up here in 
Gainesville so I’m able to see her often. 
I’d been thinking about bipolar disorder 
and I know a lot of people who have it. 
It’s an overused metaphor, but that song 
incorporates polar bears and melting ice. 
The conversation was the down speaking 
to the up, if that makes any sense.
My mom’s never seen the band. My creative 
life has always been pretty separate from 
how I presented myself to my folks. It’s 
a useful church and state concept when 
you’re young, but as you get older church 
and state inevitably converge. You gotta be 
forthright. Open and honest. That’s part of 

growing up and something that everyone 
has to transition through, learning how to 
be completely open and honest with people 

Travis: With “Wild Animals,” did you go 
back to Lynae?
Will: No. I wrote that about my mom when 
she was in the hospital. I wanted to write 
a song for her. I don’t know if she’ll ever 
hear it. She’s pretty fragile these days so 
I couldn’t imagine her at a rock concert. 
It goes back to the regrettable reality that 
I decided to name the band The Grabass 
Charlestons. I made a decision at that point 
in my life for whatever reason—being 
young and rebellious; wanting to be weird. 
I succeeded at being weird!
Travis: Attainable goals!
Will: I’ve always been really close with my 
mom. But, again, that’s church and state. I 

Even though she would love it! She’s doing 

her to see us now more so than any other 
point in our eleven years. Just buy her some 
big-time earplugs.
Travis: In listening to “Existential Dale,” I 
actually felt like I was at a weird truck stop. 
The kind with showers and bad vibes. But 
more importantly I think you actually pull 

off a large, sweeping lyric like “Everyone 
everywhere is dying.” Which is so tricky. 
The concrete image of hot dogs and 
cigarettes works really well.
Will: I think anyone who’s in a serious 
state of depression can relate. Just the 
despondency. It’s happening—roll with it. 
For every one good, comfortable life that 
a lot of privileged people expect to live, 
there are countless bad lives. In a lot of 
ways, I feel like I’m a career dishwasher. 
And self-medicator and weirdo in general. 
But I try as hard as I can to not be 
xenophobic. I try to make eye contact with 
people, which inevitably leads to weird 
situations. Moments where you accept 
common desperation and struggles. I try 
to not completely ignore the struggles of 
people outside the parameters. I’m not 
saying I don’t drive my car around and 
pollute the environment, or throw my 
plastic into the recycling…
Travis: Well, we live in America! I 
sometimes take a work break and go to 
Sweetwater Park next to the library. And it’s 
pleasant enough—trees, shade, bird songs. 
But surrounding the park bench is crack 

liquor bottles. And sketchy people lurking.
Will: I’ve traveled a lot and been to many 

RA
CH

EL
 M

UR
RA

Y 
FR

AM
IN

GH
ED

DU





truck stops. What I think people don’t 
understand is that there’s a whole 
culture based around transporting 
goods. And a crazy-ass culture for 
truckers out there. I had a buddy who 
was a trucker and he had to get out 
of it. The scene was too crazy. There 
are a lot of lonely travelers, lonely 

people who work in services that cater 

a traveling
work in the song.
Travis:
the Tom Waits reference, I didn’t know 
what a rain dog is. Is it a dog so drenched 
that they lose the scent of home?
Will: Yeah. This is kind of 
embarrassing, but Rachel (Will’s wife) 
asked me that same question a long 
time ago. I was, and still am, obsessed 
with that Tom Waits album Rain Dogs.
I think it’s honestly one of the greatest 
American albums ever made. I listen 
to it all the time. Rachel asked me 
the same question later and I couldn’t 
remember the original answer I gave 
her. I tried to bullshit my way through 
it, and she told me I was explaining 
it wrong. I have a pretty limited 

those words—rain dogs—is so sad 
and pretty.
Travis: There’s a lovely ambiguity 
on “Young Maniacs.” You seem to be 
encouraging them to get wasted and 
rise up.
Will: That’s my idea of an uplifting 
protest anthem. I wrote that about some 
people I work with who are young 

would’ve thought ten years ago that I 
was so lame for even thinking about 
this, but I want to encourage this idea 
that there’s so much power in not 

that power. Use it! Don’t be so bored. 
That was the line.

I love being around the kids I work 
with. That’s something that keeps me 
working in restaurants. There’s so 
much energy and ideas, but also so 
much blind arrogance. It’s fun to have 
conversations with these kids. I call 

younger than me. I try to get them to 
think about things and appreciate their 
own sense of curiosity. Two hours of 
Diane Rehm!
Travis: Why stay in Gainesville? This 
is such a temporary place, a turnover 
place.
Will: I love it here. I love Florida. This 
is my home. I love the fact that this is 
a city full of trees. We live in a forest! I 
thought for a long time about moving to 
San Francisco. It’s an inspiring place but, 
as I said, I grew up in a small town and 

me the creeps. Getting me anxious. 
Again, Gainesville is the stopping point 
of every regional weirdo, whether they 
hang around and start a business or get 
addicted to drugs. Gainesville, I hate 
to say this, is somewhat of a cultural 
wasteland. It forces people to create 
their own culture. People ask, “Why are 
there so many bands in Gainesville?” 
The arts are so marginally supported 
here. I’m not saying that people have to 
be supported…
Travis: Well, the Fest gets written 
up in the Gainesville Sun (daily 
newspaper). People are aware. We 
live in a town that has an odd sense of 
musical currency.
Will: The city has acknowledged 
it. But when I moved here, I was 

information displayed with these 
graphics I’d never seen in my life. But 
that’s not good for business, so the 
city got rid of it. Weirdos aren’t good 
for business. Successful politicians 
do what’s good for business. I’d love 
some commissioner to go out on a 
limb and set up some arts grants. 

I love what you’ve been doing at 
the library (Travis sets up events at the 
downtown public library). I’ve been 
paying more attention to the visual 
arts, and it seems like there’s more 
time and space being dedicated to that. 
It is a different time now. We have a 
good mayor. But the powerful people 
still want brand-new buildings and an 

Travis: It’s still weird to me that 
in the backyard of the Palomino (a 
downtown pool hall) there’s loud, 
open-air concerts the city doesn’t shut 
down. You can hear the music blocks 
away! This after two decades of house 
show battles. Is that progress? I don’t 
know.
Will: Then again, seven or eight 
years ago, there would’ve been three 
different house shows going on in a 
single night. I’m not sure if that still 
exists.
Travis: We might be the old guys who 
don’t know about the underground 

there’s been a corralling of music into 
tamer, established spots. I will say for 
the record that there’s still something 
radical about house shows—even if 
you know the cops are going to come. 
It still breaks all the walls down.
Will: Well, I love it here. I love the 
people here. This is my place.
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Bruce Lee weighed just 135 pounds.
Lemmy Kilmister is just
10 inches.
Birthday Suits is just two guys.

The Minnesota: Mouth to Mouth, 
Motörhead, and Enter the Dragon are 
plentiful evidence that strength is in 
delivery and not just dumbass, mass 
rolling down a hill. 

Humans mistakenly equate increased 
size with more power far too often. 

What will it be: gluttony or discipline? The 
all-you-can-eat buffet with shrimp-covered-
in-gravy-wrapped-in-bacon-dipped-in-a-
chocolate-fountain or dexterous,  artful 
slices that keep you hungry?

Acquired tastes. It takes six months for 
humans’ taste buds to change.

Birthday Suits. Less is more. It’s in the 
origami-like, aural folds along with the 
distillation, poking, and airing out of the 
bloat. Punk rock’s good for puncturing 

It gets to the task at hand: playing guitar 
and standing on the glass face of a 
pinball machine during a set.

Birthday Suits are Hideo Takahashi 
and Yuichiro “Matthew” Kazama. They 
reside in Minneapolis, Minnesota. 
Contemporaries include The Blind 
Shake and sound like salt-rusted bolts 
giving off explosions of sparks when 
the structure sheers. Depth is revealed 
through immersion and chaos. 

Birthday Suits have released two full-
length albums. Let’s all get old with 
punk rock together without feeling 
shame, compromise, and negotiations.

Let’s win.

Todd: You guys are from where? 
Hideo: Twin Cities. 
Matthew: Minneapolis.
Hideo: Originally? From Japan. 
Todd: And Matthew you are from Japan 
too?

Matthew: Yeah, I was born in Hawaii but I 
grew up in Japan.
Todd: So Hideo, give me a little bit of 
background because I know that you were 
a foreign exchange student in high school 
going from Japan to Minneapolis. How did 
that happen?
Hideo: My sister was here already. My dad 
had an idea with four kids, in the future it’s 
better to speak English. So they sent my sister 
here and they asked me if I want to come 
here. I didn’t have much going on in Japan so 
I said, “Okay, I will go to the U.S.”
Todd: Was it a culture shock, moving from 
where were you, in rural Japan?
Hideo: I was in Tokyo, so yeah, going from 
Tokyo to Minneapolis is like… yeah.
Todd: Very different.
Hideo: Yeah. At the airport, I landed—it 
wasn’t the main airport in Twin Cities—“Oh, 
this is a tiny airport.” [laughs] I said, “Oh 
no.” [laughs]
Todd: “My sister lied to me.” [laughs]How 
about you Matthew? How did you end up in 
Minneapolis?
Matthew: I was born in Hawaii and I had a 
citizenship, but when I was two years old, my 
family moved back to Japan and I grew up 
in Japan. When I was eighteen years, after I 
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graduate high school, I kind of want to check 

I didn’t speak any English. My great uncle 
had a restaurant in Minnesota. I’m like, 

kind of tried to be strict with myself and I 
think I made the best decision.
Todd: Because very few people would make 
that decision of going to Minnesota instead 
of Hawaii. [laughs]
Matthew: That’s right. Well the big thing 
was my uncle can’t speak English. They 
lived there for like ten or twenty years but 
then there is a big Japanese community. They 
don’t have to speak English.
Todd: Right. It’s like a bubble. They don’t 
have to get out of there.
Matthew: Right. So I didn’t want to be like 

Todd: 
[laughs] So spanning a little bit, you guys 
were both in Sweet JAP.
Hideo: Yep.
Todd: Who, we interviewed—gosh I 
interviewed you guys.
Hideo: Yep, at Grumpy’s—downtown 
Minneapolis.
Todd: Almost eight or nine years ago. So 
what happened from the dissolving of Sweet 

JAP and the beginning of the Birthday 
Suits? Matt, you were drummer, but I don’t 
remember because there were so many 
people in front of you all the time. [laughs]
Matthew: No kidding. [laughs]
Hideo: Well I think we had the—everybody 
had different opinion being in a band so we 
split it. Then we were going to do, like four 

us were going to stick together and make a 
new band. We worked and we wrote songs 
too, but kept re-writing and then nothing 
got done. So we were like, “This is not 
going well.” [laughs] So we decided me and 
Matthew were the easiest ones, let’s try this 
and it worked. 
Todd: Why not? Ben Crew is now fronting 
In Defence. What are the other members of 
Sweet JAP doing now?
Hideo: Nothing. [laughs] Musically?
Todd: Yeah, musically.
Matthew: Vocal show. Ben had a band called 
Mute Era with his ex-wife. I had a band with 
him called Seated Heat. But that band is 
done, too. He’s doing his own stuff and I’m 
kind of helping him. 
Todd: So what do you guys do besides 

Hideo: I bartend at Japanese restaurant.

Matthew: I make sushi at Japanese restaurant. 
Hideo: Different restaurant. [laughs]
Todd: And so I read this somewhere that you 
guys don’t know where one another lives or 
don’t have one another’s phone numbers. Is 
that correct? 
Hideo:
Todd: [laughs] Because I suspect you spend 
a lot of time together when you’re touring, 

Hideo: Yeah, once in a while, like our friend 
Hiro comes with us too.
Todd: To break the monotony. [laughs] So 
when you were a kid, who were your role 
models? I want to know what shaped you 
growing up. You come from such unique 
backgrounds. What did you want to do? 
Who did you want to be like when you 
were younger?
Hideo: I like baseball but the more I played, 
I found out I wasn’t good at it. So I don’t 
have much other things until I came here, 
then found music.
Todd: It was pretty later on that you found 
music.
Hideo: Yeah, so I hate young kids here. 
[laughs] They start so early.
Todd: Do you think they get spoiled a little 
bit, too?
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Hideo: I think so. It’s like there is no idea. 
It’s like here there is all ages shows and stuff 
but no such things in Japan. Oh, I’m sure 
there is some, but it’s like if you don’t know, 
you don’t know.
Todd: Very limited. How about you Matthew, 
did you have any role models?
Matthew: Well, I used to love Aerosmith 
in Japan. Like early stuff. I wanted to talk 
to Steven Tyler for some reason. I wanted 
to learn English and talk to him. That was 
my dream.
Todd: Oh wow!
Matthew: Yeah, I don’t think he was my role 
model.
Todd: But he was still a motivator.
Matthew:
started listening to them and I start liking 
more  faster, more heavier, and then I kind of 
went to punk rock.
Todd: So when you were in Japan did you 
ever get to see bands like, The Stalin or 
Gauze or The Gaia?
Matthew: Laughing Nose. Yeah, that’s kind of 

like that. They used to be amazing.
Todd: What about The Blue Hearts?
Hideo: I’ve seen Blue Hearts.
Matthew: They are amazing.
Todd: And that’s one band that surprisingly 
hasn’t translated into America very often. 
So many things get bootlegged or re-issued. 

Hideo:
Todd: So I’m suspecting that one or two 
of you are interested in graphic arts and 
graphic design. 
Hideo: I went to art school.
Todd: Oh, there you go. I’m interested in 
what other things inform your music. Are 

good accompaniment to the Birthday Suits? 
Hideo: Visual art is like live performance I 

Todd: Is there a visual artist that you really 

you see something and you really like it and 
then you put it in your own design. And 
then I would associate the design with the 
Birthday Suits.
Matthew: Not really.
Hideo: I used to like Edward Hopper when I 
was going to school. But then I was more into 
illustrations, I went to school for painting but 
I like more like illustrators.
Todd: And there is no painting in the artwork 
for Birthday Suits.
Hideo: No.
Todd: So school is not good. 
Hideo: School is not good. [laughs] At least 
they teach you how to use computer and 
make design.
Todd: [laughs] Are there any other performance 
artists, maybe not musicians, that you model 
yourself after? You guys are really well known 
for how energetic your performances are. Are 
there people who you were like, “I want to 
play like them,” or “That’s what I really want 
to look like when I play”?
Matthew: No, but I saw old Deep Purple 
video that blew me away.

Todd: Really?
Matthew: Yeah. And I don’t think I could 

Todd: What was different about that 
performance that made that impression?
Matthew:
focused and then so serious about it. It blew 
me away. So much energy, too.
Todd: How about you Hideo?
Hideo: 
young, but more I drink, I keep forgetting. 
[laughs] But I also like Japanese band like 
Guitar Wolf, Teengenerate, and Jackie And 
The Cedrics. All of the Japanese band I saw 
in U.S. when they tour U.S. they are so 

those bands.
Todd: That energy.
Hideo: Yeah.
Todd: There are so many bands that are 

audience or anything like that.
Hideo: Yeah, but they are in a band ten years 
in Japan, came here, they came all the way 
from Japan. They don’t do that. They want to 
make sure that you remember them.
Todd: 
Matthew: True.
Todd: And you guys play with a lot of 
Japanese bands too. Like Peelander Z and 
you’ve played with Guitar Wolf, too.
Matthew: Melt Banana.
Hideo: It’s nice—especially in Twin Cities—
any Japanese bands come, usually we get 

like lots of Japanese bands, too. And usually 
they are good, too.
Todd: It also keeps you in the system for it. 
So you stay up on contemporary Japanese 
music that is going on.
Matthew: Yeah.
Hideo: True.
Todd: The Midwest can be isolating too, 
because you have this thing called winter. 
Where there is white stuff that falls from 
the sky.
Hideo: Yes. That’s why we are here in 
February. [laughs]
Todd: Just to give the readers a perspective, 
how much snow fell down in Minneapolis 
when you guys left?
Hideo: It’s actually not much, but once it 
snows, it doesn’t melt right away. It stays 
there for the whole winter.
Todd: It’s like concrete almost.
Hideo: Usually once there is snow, they will 
clear the road right away. Which is nice. We 
got that system going on.
Todd: Since you guys have been in 
Minneapolis for so long, how do you identify 
yourself? Do you think of yourself as a 
Minnesotan or Japanese? Both or neither? 
Matthew: I grew up in Japan but I am living 
in Minnesota. It’s almost half and half. 
Hideo: I’ve been here longer now. But I still 
think I am Japanese. I always make fun of 
American people. [laughs] 
Todd: What do you make fun of? What are 
the largest things you make fun of? 
Hideo: Oh. I don’t know, usually like when 

they are loud. [laughs] So many things that 
you can make fun of.
Todd: Because I have lived in Los Angeles 
for sixteen or seventeen years now and I 
really appreciate Los Angeles and I think a 
part of me is Los Angeles now. But I grew up 
in a small, rural desert town. It’s kind of nice 
to be of both worlds. 
Hideo: Yeah.
Todd: When you were a small child did you 
think that a monster would eat you? 
Hideo: Again, I don’t have much memory 
left. [laughs]
Todd: Okay, last week. [laughs] Because 
coming from an American perspective, and 
also an American that likes movies. Godzilla 
seems so prevalent to me. Or any of your 
radioactive turtles or Mighty Morphin Power 
Rangers. That kind of thing. Did everyone 
really have a vivid imagination as a kid?
Matthew: I was afraid of ghosts. When I was 
a kid, I couldn’t go to the bathroom myself 
and stuff like that.
Todd: Oh really? 
Matthew: Yeah, more than Godzilla.
Todd: So real, human ghosts or Casper 
the Ghost?
Matthew: Real, human ghost.
Hideo: There’s like, less zombies in Japan and 
more real ghosts. Spooky spooky. [laughs]
Todd: Who do you consider your 

artists or other people who are around you 
that are doing creative things.
Hideo: It’s easy. It’s Jeff Burke and Mark 
Ryan. (Collectively, half of the Marked Men. 
Jeff also formed The Potential Johns. Mark 
formed the Mind Spiders.)
Todd: Oh, yeah.
Hideo: I hate those two guys. [laughs]
Todd: Those guys are the worst. [laughs]
Matthew: Mike is amazing too. The 
drummer.
Todd: He is absolutely amazing.
Matthew: He is a machine.
Todd: We got the Marked Men to play for 

them and they were telling us it’s physical 
conditioning for the Marked Men. Like they 

point where they know they can play that 
hard. They are doing other things that aren’t 
as physically demanding—still amazing and 
going off in different directions—but after 

don’t want to do anything for a while.” So 
do you guys do anything else? I don’t know 
if you record music. Hideo you run Nice And 
Neat Records, too.
Hideo: Um, kind of. [laughs] I’m getting 
lazier and lazier.
Todd: 
Hideo: Yeah, I still go to bars and see bands 
and stuff too. I walk dogs. [laughs] A dog, my 
dog. [laughs] That’s kind of life-changing. 
Having a daughter.
Todd: How long have you had your 
daughter?
Hideo: Two, three years.
Todd: Teaching her responsibility? That kind 
of thing.
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Hideo: Oh, yes.
Todd: So, Matthew, do you actually really 
have an infatuation with Meg Ryan? 
Matthew: [laughs] Yes.
Todd: Really?
Matthew: Ah, I used to. Yeah. Love Meg 
Ryan. [laughs] And Liv Tyler, too. Oh, I love 
them so much.
Todd: 
natural energy?
Matthew: Probably. My DNA is saying, 
“Oh, I like them.” You know?
Todd: 
who look like them?
Matthew: 
Todd: Oh, great. Congratulations.
Matthew: Thank you so much.
Todd: The times I’ve been in Minneapolis, 
Minneapolis has a wonderful support system 

good venues and a lot of good bands. There 

hundred-year anniversary as a radio station.
Hideo: Yeah, we played one of their 
shows, too. 
Todd: Minnesota is one of the few places in 
the country that really supports the arts and 
puts money toward the arts. Radio K is part of 
the University of Minnesota, but any public 
radio station or school radio station lasting 
one hundred years is pretty amazing.
Hideo: Yeah, Radio K, they do such a great 

They have a weekly punk rock program, too.

Todd: Oh, that’s great. So what about the 
volunteer-run, co-op record store Extreme 
Noise?
Hideo: I used to go there more often. Now I 
live in St. Paul. It’s one city but I got lazier. 
[laughs]
Todd: It happens when you get older. 
You guys have done several recordings 
with Jacques Wait (responsible for all the 
Soviettes full-length LPs) too, right? So I 

these connections. I think the ecosystem 
for music coming out of Minneapolis, 
especially for punk music, is really strong. 
It’s been there for a long, long time and 
there’s a lot of great places to play. The 
Triple Rock. Grumpy’s is owned by Tom 
Hazelmyer (Amphetamine Reptile, Halo Of 
Flies). That kind of thing.
Hideo: Yeah, even when you get older, 
you can still play music. You know, we are 
playing a show with Maren from Soviettes 
new band. Soviettes and our old band played 
together, but we still play together.
Todd: Yeah, they don’t kick you out after 

all the ladies in the Soviettes are now doing 

and are still actively playing music.
Hideo: Then also you know, it’s like, younger 
bands appreciate us. So every time we ask 
them to play, they will be happy to play with 
us. That is kind of nice.

Todd: Right, mutual appreciation is really 
good. Instead of everybody being walled off.
Hideo: Yeah, we were playing with this 
young band. I’d seen them—never met 
actually—but they are good, so we are going 
to ask them to play.
Todd: What’s the name of the band? 
Hideo: French Camp.
Todd: That’s another thing too is that 
Minneapolis, St. Paul is big enough to have 
a music scene, but it’s not too big. I mean, 
in Los Angeles there are bands that I don’t 
know that I’d probably really like, because 
it’s so massive. Thirty million people in the 
area. It gets fractured because people go, 

think that’s healthy. But it’s nice that you can 
have the interchange.
Hideo: We play with all different kind of 
bands in Twin Cities too, so it’s nice.
Todd: It keeps your ears relaxed too. It keeps 
them hungry.
Matthew: Exactly, a lot of different kind of 
stuff.
Todd: So what’s the most far out stuff you 
really like? Musically, like something that 

Matthew: Jazz.
Todd: 
favorite artist?
Matthew: Yes, Charlie Mingus.
Todd: Oh, wow! Awesome. 
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Matthew: Yeah, and “Feely” Jo Jones the 
drummer, or Oscar Peterson. And Ray Brown 
the bassist. I love them.
Todd: Charles Mingus was involved with 
this thing called the Watts Towers down in 

here. As a kid he helped this guy, Simon 
Rodia, make the Watts Towers. They 
would have broken bits of pottery and stuff 
and he would bring them in there. They 
would build these sculptures together. 
After Charlie Mingus died, his foundation 
helped put up an art gallery, The Charles 
Mingus Youth Arts Center there too. It’s 
really neat.
Matthew: Wow! Cool. Got to check it out. 
Todd: So you are billed as the Twin Cities best 
and longest standing Japanese punk band.
Hideo: Yes.
Todd: Who is number two?
Hideo: Sweet JAP. [laughs] Number one and 
number two.
Todd: First, second, and third. [laughs]
Hideo: Right.
Todd: Explain how you were paired with 
the movie The Goonies for the Cinema and 

movie? Or did you play before the movie?
Hideo: Rained out, it got cancelled.
Todd: 
Hideo: Yeah, we rescheduled it and it rained 
again. [laughs]
Todd: So I take it that it’s outdoors. [laughs] 

show a movie and then you play?
Hideo:
movie after.
Todd: Have you seen a good pairing there?
Hideo: [whispers] No. [laughs] Actually I 
didn’t go see it because that night, I think 
it was Monday, whatever night they do it, I 
always have to work.

Todd: So is it easy for you guys to get work 
off? You tour quite regularly.
Matthew: We are fortunate enough to have 
the days off.
Hideo: Bosses might be stupid. They don’t 

Matthew: Only kidding.
Hideo:
so they have to keep us.
Todd: 
is the Birthday Suits. Have you guys ever 
performed naked?
Hideo: No.
Matthew: Almost.
Todd: Underpants?
Matthew: Yeah, I don’t think that was a good 

Hideo: But we encourage other people to get 
naked. We are okay with that.
Todd: I am a big fan that the name of your band 

everyone to be in their birthday suits. 
Matthew: [laughs] Yeah.
Todd: Since you guys play such an 
energetic show, have you ever had to pay for 
damages?
Hideo: No.
Todd: It’s amazing that you are light enough 
not to go through the top of a pinball machine. 
You were standing on the glass of a pinball 
machine.
Hideo: Yes. [laughs]
Todd: So that’s amazing. You have never 
broken a microphone?
Hideo: I break my guitar, I try not to but. I 
knocked a speaker stand. A PA speaker was 
on the stage. I once knocked that off. It was 
actually Grumpy’s and people were sitting 
right next to the stage. The PA fell down to 
their table. Good thing, I knocked all the 
drinks but I didn’t knock the people sitting 
there. [laughs] But breaking glasses, no one 

gets angry. We can do almost anything, like I 
play guitar, lay down on the bar counter, and 
drink tap beer. It’s all good. [laughs]
Todd: Another good reason to be from 
Minneapolis. Have you ever broken anything 
Matthew?
Matthew: Ah, I broke my back or neck 
like myself. Hurts. Sometimes hurt myself. 
Not break anything, but my body feels 

Otherwise, no.
Todd: Do you guys replace your equipment 
very often or not? 
Hideo: Used to. I think the more we play, 
I think I am getting better at not breaking. 
Still little things break. It’s nice, I always 
bring my guitar to Twin Town guitar shop 
in Minneapolis. They know my guitar. 
They always treat my guitar nice. They are 
actually happy I bring my guitar there, so 
it’s kind of cool.
Matthew: I have used my drumset from 
day one. 
Todd: It’s well seasoned now.
Matthew: Yeah. Exactly.
Todd: Do you guys have any advice to 
new people touring about anything really 
practical? Like how to pack the car or van? 
I don’t even know what you guys tour in.
Hideo: We tour in a minivan. Bring lots 
of socks. [laughs] And get sleep and drink 
water. 
Todd: Hydrate!
Hideo: It’s fun to party, but playing shows, 
that’s why you tour. Some party too hard and 
ruin your show. If you play good, people buy 
your stuff. [laughs]
Todd: How does that work? [laughs]
Hideo: We are always like, “Nobody here? 
There is a bartender, door guy, sound guy, 
let’s play good and make them buy our stuff” 
you know?
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Todd: Right. I saw the Arrivals do that once 
and it was pretty impressive. They were 
angry. They were there for like six or seven 
hours and they got shoved to the end of the 
set and they played for like twelve minutes 
but they played angry and awesome. That 
was really good. So have you guys ever been 
in an accident driving so much around the 
United States?
Hideo: No accidents.
Matthew: No.
Hideo: Like a speeding ticket, but not lately.
Matthew: We hit couple animals. I mean a 
bird hit us but it didn’t die.
Hideo: We haven’t hit any human. [laughs]
Todd: Not yet. Knock on wood. Oh, who is 
the picture on the tray card of the CD? On 
the . The picture 
on the inside.
Hideo: Oh, yeah, he was a longtime sushi 
chef in Twin Cities. He worked at many 
different restaurants. We both worked with 
him and one summer he got in an accident 
and died. So when I was making the design 

wallet right now.
Todd: 
it was one of your fathers or an uncle or 
something like that.
Hideo: No, we are not related with that guy.
Todd: So this is a more philosophical 
question. Why do you do it? Why do 
spend so much time making music and 
performing music?
Matthew: We love it.
Hideo: It’s fun.

Todd: Do you guys exercise otherwise, other 
than this? 
Matthew: I do. I used to play baseball 
hardcore. I still want to be in shape too, so I 
throw the ball and swing that bat sometimes.
Todd: Any yoga or anything like that?
Matthew: No.
Hideo: No. I walk dog. [laughs] But it’s 
kind of like, you know, I make drink or he 
makes sushi, people say, “This is great food” 

everybody will come with open eyes, “Was 
a great show.”
Matthew: Great feeling.
Hideo: That means we are doing something 
good. [laughs]
Todd: 

out on Asian Man. 
Hideo: 

been working like easily for two months. Each 
song, everybody is like, “Your song is short 
and simple.” No it’s not. It’s been two months 
to make that short and simple song. [laughs]
Todd: What people don’t see is distillation. 
You don’t look at that bottle of whiskey and 

took to put into that barrel. All the distillation. 
That’s the funny thing, I never thought of 

something out. Also the fact that I listen to it 
more and more, maybe your full-lengths are 
only twenty-seven minutes long or whatever, 
but I will listen to it hundreds of times.

Hideo: Thank you.
Todd: I’m a big fan. 
Matthew: Thank you. Awesome.
Todd: In what way are you trying to make 
yourself a better person? Or, what would you 
like to improve in yourself?
Hideo: Anything you do, work hard. It 
comes back to you. I like playing music. I 
like going on tour. I will do anything I can 
do to make it good. Then if only three people 
showed up, it’s okay. You are okay because, 
that’s all you could do. Other people could do 

Todd: But don’t beat yourself up about it 
either.
Hideo: Yeah.
Todd: How about you Matthew?
Matthew: Let’s see. Tough one.
Todd: 
complaints?
Matthew: She is trying to be super 
supportive.
Todd: [laughs] That’s good to hear. Well 
I really appreciate you guys coming in to 
spend some time with us.
Hideo: Thank you.
Matthew: Thank you.
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in Los Angeles playing dark, minimal, synth-based music. 
The initial line up was Chadwick and Rufo, with earlier 
shows slightly on the confrontational side. You either got 
it or you didn’t. They would stalk the low-lit stage looking 

stare—not something that encouraged the audience to get 
close to the stage. 

Over time, their sound mutated and mutated (and continues 
to mutate). They brought Astara in on vocals and progressed 
into something that brought a larger and dedicated audience 
to their shows. Seeing their shows is sort of like going to the 
movies. It allows you to escape the day and go off into your 

Astara brought a new dimension to their sound with 

calling you to the rocks. The music has more of an inviting 
feel, pulling you in for the whole ride. Rufo left the group 
sometime in the past year to pursue Gregorian chanting 
and work on his printing business. This move has made 
Chadwick and Astara minimalize their sound and focus on 
the essentials, though there are plans in the future to have a 
more collaborative lineup with various guests. 

a split EP out and about. There’s talk of a full-length on 

Northwest.

Interview and photos by Matt Average | Layout by Daryl

The Secret Society
 Of The Sonic Six

I’ve always enjoyed artists who can send messages between the lines.



Matt: Something I’ve noticed since I started 
seeing you guys, is your music is not static. 
The songs that you wrote six years ago—
every time I see you guys—the songs change 
in some way. It’s never the same song twice. 
Chadwick:
have the freedom of not having to adhere 
to some sort of guidelines and not caring. 
I guess, ultimately, not giving a shit about 
people’s guidelines enables us to constantly 
keep the songs interesting for ourselves. It 
might be a little frustrating to some people 
who really like the recordings. But I always 
feel it’s best for us because we’re not a 
pop band. We don’t have any hit singles to 
recreate for people. 
Astara: I love that we’ll change it up a little, 
and work the songs differently because it’s 
always fresh. Often people will say, “What 
was that song?” I’m like, “Oh, it’s this song.” 
They won’t realize they’ve heard that song. 
Me, myself, sometimes if I’ve seen a band 
enough times, I’m like, “Oh, yeah, I’ve 
heard the same song.” So I like that when we 
change things up, it has a different energy, 
a different vibe, and sometimes people don’t 
even realize it. 
Chadwick: It also changes the context, 
lyrically, of the song when I sing it, and then 
when Astara sings it. Doing a show in San 
Francisco, a girl came up that Rufo knows. 
She was talking about how beautiful a couple 
of the songs were that Astara was singing. He 
(Rufo) laughed, and was like, “Those are the 
same songs that Chad used to sing.” She was 

changed so much due to the fact that Astara 
was singing them. 
Astara: Now I pretty much do all the vocals, 
and I like that. 
Matt: The crowd likes that, too. Not to 
disparage the past, but once you came into 
the group Astara, a following really started 
to develop. Now I see a lot of women and I 
see a lot of the same people coming to your 
shows. It’s like they’re waiting for you to 

attention and admiration.
Chadwick: I think it went from something 
that was a very confrontational experience 
to something engaging—both for us 
performing, and for the people watching. 
It was interesting. It wasn’t particularly 

me, that’s for sure. 
Astara:
know that. 
Chadwick: It was confrontational. 
Matt: I liked it because it allowed me to go 
to a dark place. [laughter]
Chadwick: It was very dark. It allowed me 
to get a lot of shit out of my system. It’s 
funny when you talk to someone who has not 
seen us in a long time and they come to see us 
now, and they don’t like it anymore. I don’t 
give a shit. That is not where I’m at anymore. 
We’re still very dark, but not that dark. 
Matt: From my perspective, the change was 
gradual. There’s still the darkness. There’s 
a different vibe to it. I don’t feel it’s as 
antagonistic anymore.

Chadwick: We used to get compared to 
, multiple 

times. They didn’t know if Rufo and I were 
a couple. They knew whatever it was was 

but I never really want to go back to that. 
Matt: I felt like the early days appealed more 
to the people who are more into the Boyd 
Rice and Death In June type of music. When 

synth music in the L.A. scene. 
Chadwick: Nooo. There was very little. When 

Astara: That was the big thing!
Chadwick: That was around then. There was 
straight up electronica, but not anything like 
what is going on now. 
Matt: Nowadays, I see bands described as 
“cold wave,” “minimal wave,” and people 
tend to lump you in with that to some degree.  
Chadwick: That seems to be the way that 
people tend to explain what we do. 
Matt: How would you explain what you do?
Chadwick:
asks, “What kind of music do you play?” 
I don’t like to give anything like, “It’s not 
like anything,” and all that nonsense. How 
many people have said that and their band 
sounds like Jane’s Addiction? It’s the most 

usually tell people it’s dark electronic music 
that is a little bit experimental. If they don’t 
understand that, there’s not much I can do to 
really explain it.
Matt: Two guys from Nervous Gender, that 
I used to see a lot at your shows, one was 
telling the other one who had not seen you 
yet, “They’re like early Cabaret Voltaire. 
You’ll love them.”
Chadwick: We get that a lot. We get Chris & 
Cosey, Tuxedomoon. That’s great. Those are 
all things we love. 
Astara: I never tried to emulate those bands. 
A lot of people I know with the minimal synth 
bands, that’s what they listen to, but that’s not 
particularly what I listen to. 
Chadwick: I came from a totally different 
angle when I got into all this. I didn’t listen 
to any of those bands, and the bands that I 
did—we don’t really sound like. 
Matt: From what I understand, you came 
from the garage rock scene?
Chadwick: I had done time in the garage 
rock scene. Yes, I was in a band called the 

out of high school. There was a record on 

punk bands, too. I guess I really did start with 
Suicide. The song on the Max’s Kansas City
comp. And I found a rhythm box that I still 
have and an organ that I have in the basement 

record with those things. 
I think when I really got serious about 

wanting to do electronic-based stuff was 
when I found a copy of Chrisma’s Chinese 
Restaurant. That record was the one for 
me that really turned me down another 
corner, away from my punk roots, away 
from my garage roots. I still love all those 
old records. I still listen to all my old Stiff 

going to play. 
I got into some of this dramatic stuff. 

records, Rikki And The Last Days Of Earth, 
early new romantic, which really started to 
bring in more dramatic stuff. It was really 
weird too, because a lot of the inroads that 
I made early on were totally lost. I was still 
friends with a lot of people in that scene, but, 
musically, they don’t care for anything I’ve 
done since then. 
Matt: If you want to see how conservative 
people are, bring in the synthesizer. 
Chadwick: It can really bum people out. It 
really can. Now, I think it’s a lot less so. Maybe 
with people who have already had their ideas 

younger people think about it. They don’t 
care because the music they’ve been raised 
on is so manipulated and computer-based, 
that it doesn’t trip people out as much as it 
used to. Back then, oh god… “I’d like it if 
you got a drummer.” 
Astara: I’ve talked to a few people who 
have seen us and didn’t think they would like 
us because we don’t have a full band like a 
guitar, bass player, and drummer. They’ve 
been pleasantly surprised. 
Matt: I’ve liked this kind of music from the 
get-go. I’ve never noticed the absence of a 
drummer. The only time I’ve been bothered 
by a drum machine were those electronic 

sound.] That was cheesy. When you mention 
synthesizer, you get the really rock’n’roll 
mentality people, the ones who are “rock and 
roll only.” It gets them riled up. 
Chadwick: I think there’s this idiotic idea 
that because someone bangs on a drum set, 
or someone bangs on a guitar, that that is 
somehow more real than someone making 
music with an electronic instrument. They’re 
all tools, not one more real than the other. 
Astara: What’s that sticker? 
Chadwick: “Drum machines have no soul.” 

It’s, obviously, what you do with any 
given thing. Early on, we would use a CD 
backing tracks instead of having machines 
running. That was a bit of a cheat. We were 
starting out. It was tough. When a band is 

do something interesting with it, more than 
likely they’re going to be moving on. I expect 
bands to expand pretty quickly after that. 

bored doing that anyway. First thing a band 
wants to do is get either more gear, or more 
people, anyway. I don’t think most bands 
want to stay there. 
Matt: Astara, you came out of the anarcho 
punk scene, if I’m not mistaken.
Astara: Yes. 
Matt: So, how did you come from that to where 

by the goth scene, from what I’ve seen.
Astara: I used to listen to that, too. When 

lot more of death rock, goth. Things like 
67



80

the Cure, Soft Cell, Siouxsie, bands like 
that. But I got more into the anarcho punk 
politics as a late teen, early adult. That was 
my whole thing. 
Chadwick: The rigidity of their lifestyle 
pushed you away... [laughter]
Astara: Even when I listened to a lot of that, 
I was always listening to a lot of different 
music. I was listening to so many different 
things. When Chad and I got together, as an 
early adult, I still listened to my homemade 
punk cassettes. We’ve always played a lot of 
music here. He’s a musician. 
For all these years he would be in bands, but 
at some point I wanted to do something. “I’m 
going to start a band,” I said, and then he and 

sang one song. They were slowly working 
me in there. He and Rufo had written all 
these songs already. That’s why some videos 
like “Por Fin” and “Tracers,” I’m not singing 
in those. It was a progression to have me 
fully in the set. I like that I’m more integral. 
It gives me more to do. In the early days, I 
would use a lot of movement and dancing 

to have more of a presence up there with 

the way to be part of the band, but be more 
visual, still be creative without me singing. 
To answer your question, what got me into 
this music, compared to things I listened to 

wanted to have a band.
Chadwick: She had a pretty good 
dramatic flair. It took a couple years to 
get it integrated.
Astara: Everybody I knew was in a punk 
band, or an alternative or gothic band. I used 
to go to all the old clubs in L.A.—Zombie 
Zoo, the clubs like that. I always wanted to 
express that part of myself. I always loved 
singing. Throughout my childhood, I always 
wanted to be a singer and dancer. I wanted 
to be an actress. It’s cool that after all these 
years I get to express myself and be a part 
of that. 
Matt: Your mother was a dancer.
Astara: My mom was a dancer. A belly 
dancer. Hindu, too. 
Matt: What is Hindu dancing?

Astara: It’s so interesting! They use a lot of 
eye and hand movements. 
Chadwick: It’s a lot of the gestures that 
were capitalized on in the Bollywood-type 

different, it’s much more loose, but I think the 
classic dances are where they come from.
Matt: Was your mom always dancing in the 
house? Practicing? 
Astara: She always practiced. She was all 

My whole childhood I was always dancing. 
Matt: Would she show you stuff? Or did you 

Astara: If I emulate anything she did, it was 

to dance. I did whatever my body wanted 

seventh grade, I still listened to KDAY, and 
I would be dancing to that music. I dance in 
the band, but I noticed it’s slower movement 
than the way I used to dance, which was with 
a lot more energy. I’m one of these people, if 
we go to places and there’s music, I always 

always moving to rhythm and music, so I 
think I’m a dancer by nature. 
Matt: There was a couple sets you played 
where some of the songs were more dancey, 
but it wasn’t permanent.
Chadwick: I think there’s more of an element 
of that than there used to be, permanently. 
But there’s more diversity in the sets now 
than there was a few years ago. I think now 
it’s a third of the set. 
Matt: I am seeing people in the crowd dancing. 
Chadwick: It’s good to bring that element in, 
too. There’s a lot of terrain to cover in a set, 

Matt: Something that I’ve always admired 
about you guys is the work ethic you have. 
You have control about what you will and 
will not do, where you will and will not play. 
Where does that come from? 
Chadwick: I think that comes from 
experience of playing in really lousy places 
and taking stupid shows and wasting 
time. I think a lot of time people waste 
their time pursuing avenues that are never 

substantially. I think we’re pretty careful 
about where we play because we want to be 
free about what we do well. There are plenty 
of people out there who are amenable to 
lousy situations, compromising themselves. 
We prefer to perform less often and have it 
on our terms than to perform more often for 
no fucking reason. I have too much respect 
for the whole thing. 
Astara: I understand where people feel 
like, “We gotta get up there! We gotta get 
out there!”
Chadwick: We’re old! No one’s going to 
make us into overnight rock stars. There’s 
never going to be any of that. All we can 
bring is substance, which we do bring. We’re 
pretty careful about choosing situations where 
we’re going to connect to the people that are 
there, situations where there are people who 
are going to be there. 
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Astara: I’m not into playing these shows 
that are a last minute thing. I’ve said this 
before, but it’s like bad sex. I’m not into 
you guys, you’re not into us, so why am I 
here? [laughter]
Chadwick: There are a lot of sexual 
analogies. There’s the whole sloppy seconds 
thing of taking some crappy slot that’s left 
over [laughter]. We cannot play in these 
situations, these cattle call, bullshit pseudo-

minutes to set up and you gotta hurry. You play 
three songs and then they cut you off. What’s 
the point? These double or triple bookings 
that a lot of these clubs do where they fuck 
over the bands, or where they fuck over the 
promoters so they can squeeze another event 
in to make the club more money, I don’t care 
about any of that. I would rather be playing in 
a warehouse somewhere than some nightclub 
that is going to do that to me. 
Matt: When people approach you about 
playing a show, do you say, “These are the 
conditions we work with. If you can’t meet 
it, no go.”? 
Chadwick: Sometimes. It depends on how 
familiar we are with the people. If we’re 
working with promoters we know, then they 

of these issues, particularly in Los Angeles. 
There’s more of this bullshit here. If you go 
to New York, there’s a lot of that too. A lot 
of these smaller cities, you see less of the 
nonsense. But it’s really a L.A.-centric issue. 
This city is full of people who will do things 
for free, or do whatever anybody asks them 
to do because they think they will get the big 
payoff. We know that’s bullshit. There’s no 
lure for us to bend over for these people. 
Matt: That’s one thing I’ve noticed in 
L.A., with these clubs, even as an audience 
member, there’s fucking hurdles you have to 

photography policy, even in the most dive 
bars of Silver Lake. It’s strange that a place 
like L.A., which has this rich musical history, 
makes it tough for musicians and the crowd. 
Chadwick: It used to be there was this 
Eastside/Westside thing and everybody 
would talk shit about the clubs on the Strip 
because of the pay to play. But now, the clubs 
on the Eastside are equally as vile. It’s an 
unhealthy atmosphere to work in. 
Astara: I’ve actually had to get more relaxed 
about this very thing. To me, we’re a show. I 

looking straight ahead, I’m bored. As much 
as we’re music, I really like to put on a show 
that’s visual. I’m really inspired by the old 
entertainers and performers who would really 
put on the show and really connect with the 

the whole vibe. 
Chadwick:What we do is very transformative. 
If you take the average nightclub scenario, if 
the night’s on, we can change the entire the 
feel for that forty minutes. 

Astara: Often before we play, I’ll wait until 

going to go up there while everyone is doing 
their own thing. I used to really want the 

I felt like I’ve had to relax about that a bit 
because there are not places like that in Los 
Angeles. We also like to be treated well. 
Chadwick: We have nothing to prove to 
ourselves. Yeah, we can play in front of people 
who hate us over and over again. Whatever, 
there’s nothing more to be gleaned from that. 
Matt: With Astara taking more of a front role, 

Like the content and intent, as well? 
Chadwick:
cover and a much broader sense because she 
brings her energy and I bring my energy. 
Matt: Do you discuss beforehand, before 
you start writing, “Here’s some ideas I have. 
What do you think?”
Chadwick: Sometimes. We work more 

options all the way around. 

Matt: What is the song “Blame and 
Blood” about?
Chadwick: “Blame and Blood” is kind of a 
political song about the way things are and always 
have been, about people being manipulated.
Matt: What about “Pickup”? Is that a song 
about being hit on? 
Chadwick: It’s a combination. It’s a song 

nightclub situations. There’s a lot of double 
entendres about people’s bands. Some douche 
rocker bothering her about their band. 
Matt: Has that happened? 
Chadwick: It happens all the time. 
Astara: There will always be that person 
who thinks that they’re going to... 
[laughter] They’ll zero in on me, “Hey, 
you’re really pretty.”
Chadwick:
on.” Bleh, bleh, bleh. [laughter] “Want to 
come over?”
Astara: I’m not up there for you and 
not to get validated by you. I have to be 
real careful about boundaries because 

All we can bring is substance.
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sometimes a male will act like they’ve 
taken an interest in the band, but it’s really 

with me. They will turn that into where 
they want you in their personal life. As far 

general [laughter] that men do. It can also 

about a man trying to pick someone up, or 
a band, that whole thing, I love the lyrics, I 
love to do that song. 
Chadwick: We never do it live. That’s a real 
hard song to get right live. That’s one we go 
back to and try to work. Hopefully, we’ll get 
a working version of it. A lot of our songs 
we’ve taken and had to rearrange them a lot; 
the rhythms don’t really work in sequence. 
Matt:
Chadwick: That would be tough to do. That 
was an old backing track song. All those 
sounds were so hand manipulated that’ it 
would be impossible to recreate. That’s 
actually a cover, you know. Find the original, 
and you’ll laugh. It’s by The Now, the U.K. 
punk band. Listen to it. It sounds nothing like 
that song. 
Matt: Outside of music, what other things 

Chadwick: We take a heavy dose of imagery 

seen many, many, many of them.
Astara: We’ve seen so many I’ve lost track. 
Matt: If Secret Society Of The Sonic Six 

would it be?
Chadwick: That’s a good question. We 
named our record after Touch of Evil,
obviously. I’ve always felt kinship with that 

Somewhere 
in the Night that is one I feel is very Sonic 
Six-y. There are mystics, ruthless nightclub 
owners, amnesia...
Matt: Where’s it set?
Chadwick: L.A. and San Pedro. It’s kind of 
a tour-de-force. There’s Nazis on the lam. 
It has a lot of sordid characters. It’s a really 
good one!
Matt:
to you?
Chadwick: I think the minimalism has 
always appealed to me. The darkness and 
there are always paranoid threats through 

can send messages between the lines. When 
you’re dealing with that era, you’re dealing 

with such heavy censorship. Everyone had 
to be very creative. The writers had to be 
creative. The director had to be very creative. 
The actors. They all had to send these 
messages out. On one hand, a person could 

attention, there’s so much subtext going on. 
It’s amazing in a very minimalist sort of art 

dealing with the dark, sordid humanity.
Astara: I feel that’s how shit is. 
Chadwick: They kind of seem over the top, 
but it’s very realistic.
Astara: Growing up, I’ve known so many 
people where they’re totally fucked! You 

to see, “Oh, and then this wonderful thing 
happened, and everyone was living happily 
ever after.” [laughter]
Chadwick:
Matt: From my experience, it’s a domino 
effect. You get in a little bit of trouble, that 

You can’t escape it, and you’re trying to 
get away from its clutches, but it’s always 
pulling at you. 
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Astara: I love that aspect. 
Chadwick: The quicksand effect. 
Matt:
in Los Angeles? Or was it something that 
developed from living here?
Chadwick: I’ve always liked them for a long 
time, but living here in Los Angeles has piqued 

that happens here every year, being here, 
and getting the vibe—Los Angeles is such a 
noir city, it’s so ridiculous. It’s amazing how 

over and over again. Every year. Think about 
this cop killer guy (Christopher Dorner). 

ridiculous, how they were tracking him down 
in Big Bear. The whole
believe. “Maybe he’s in Mexico.” The layers 

kind of shit happens all the time here. 
Matt:
Hayden to make an appearance. [laughter]
Chadwick: As the place is burning down, 

watching it. 
Astara: I’m from Los Angeles, the 
Koreatown area, Silver Lake, Hollywood, 
Echo Park. I’ve always known people who 
were down and out. I had a single mom.
Chadwick: Her mother worked for Eddie 
Nash.
Astara: I hadn’t put too much thought into 
it before—a lot of these characters and these 
crazy things that happen to them. I’ve heard 
stories like that in my personal life. Especially 
a lot of these older people who now probably 
live in SROs (single resident occupancy) 
now, or may be homeless. They will tell you 
these stories of about their crazy, insane life. 

remind me of the particular class I grew up 
in. I wasn’t middle class.
Chadwick: Schemers.
Astara: A lot of schemers! People scheming 
to get by, hustling to get by...
Matt: One of the things I like about the old 

look like. 
Astara: Oh, I love that!
Chadwick: That is one of the big things! 

amazing to me how much has changed, and 
what is still left. People always bag on L.A. 
and how much is torn down—and they have 
torn tons of stuff down—but there’s still a lot 
of it left. 
What’s the Sterling Hayden movie, where 
he’s a cop and he’s always chewing on a 
toothpick? A couple guys kill a cop... where
they kidnap the dude’s wife and they make 
him... Crime Wave
Glendale. It looks like a little tiny town. 
They’re locked up in that cabinish thing 
where they have his wife. I think it’s Timothy 

and he’s totally out of his mind. There are 

a good one. 
Astara: Even though it’s crazy and over the 

Matt: They don’t wrap things up nice and neat. 
Chadwick:
Astara:
it’s like, “This shit is bleak!” 
Matt: But they’re so beautifully shot. 
Astara: That’s what I love about it, too. 
We’ve watched so many I can’t even 
remember which one is which. 
Matt: I’ve seen some four times at least 
because the names...
Chadwick: So many have “night” in the title. 
You can’t remember which ones you’ve seen 
because the names are so generic. Charles 
Bronson is in Crime Wave! He’s leering at 
the wife the whole time. 
Astara: That’s another thing I like about 

character actors. What I really appreciate a 
lot is the mystery. I don’t like most modern 

I don’t like graphic… I don’t like a lot of 
violence. I like things to be more subtle, left 
to more mystery and imagination.
Matt: I’m a big horror fan. I love horror. 
When you watch the original Halloween,
from John Carpenter, there really isn’t a lot 

I went to go see Mama, which I liked. But 
when the ghost would come onto screen, 

you out of the moment. In Halloween, you 
would see Michael Meyers appear off in the 
distance or peering through a window, but 
there’s nothing announcing him being there. 
That, to me, makes it more sinister and has 
you on edge. Usually, in a horror movie 
when the music goes “dun dun dun,” you 
know something is about to happen. When 
you leave things to your imagination then it’s 
much more terrifying. 
Chadwick: Well, it’s more engaging. Once 
things are left to the audience’s imagination, 
you’re engaged more. Overly explicit art is 
boring. It’s all spelled out for you. You’re 
over stimulated.
Astara: They show women getting raped a 
thousand different ways. It’s all in your face. 
I don’t need that. I don’t want to be angry and 
traumatized watching something like that. 

Matt: I always wondered why anyone would 

place. Even dramas... Boys Don’t Cry. I don’t 
need to see that movie. I don’t want to pay to 
be bummed out. I know it happens. 
Chadwick: It seems like people are addicted 
to trauma. Television is always so traumatic. 
I understand you don’t want to live in some 
clandestine existence where you’re not aware 
of how things are, but there comes a point 
where you’re so over stimulated that none of 
it means anything anymore. 
Astara: I’ve been so over stimulated after 
some movies I have to recover! [laughter]
Chadwick:
Astara: I love the way the women look and 
dress in noir.
Chadwick: There are the obvious style 
points from that era that we borrow from. 
I like pairing that with our music, too, 
because it’s most unusual in that way. You 

noir—they’re really dull and into 
re-creationist garbage—and that’s 
not what we’re into at all. That’s not 
where we’re coming from. We’ve taken the 
tattered shreds from that and mixed it. I feel 
a movie like  is actually almost 

with sort of noir trappings. 
Matt: I know you took lyrics for “Steiner” 
from a book, but that was more what the 
previous owner had scrawled into it.
Chadwick: It was mainly from the owner’s 

Matt: So what you’re into is not Oprah’s 
book of the month? [laughter]
Chadwick: Obviously. Old pulp, some 
witchcraft. Some alternate histories. 

not in history books. Unfortunately, we 
have not had a lot of time to read in the 
past six months. 
Astara: I got us strung out on Dark Shadows.
Because of that, we haven’t read. Besides 
watching the noirs, we used to read a lot of 
the pulps. 
Matt: Who’s your favorite author?
Chadwick: Frederick Brown is one of 
my favorite authors. He did some pulp, 
some what you would consider hard-boiled 

He did combination books where it was like 
reading a hard-boiled book story set in a sci-

Matt:
was Donald Westlake. 
Chadwick: Donald Westlake is great! 
Matt: I’m reading the Parker books. That 
stuff is so amazing. To me, he’s the ultimate. 
Parker’s one-dimensional, but it’s entertaining 
because Parker is so messed up. 
Chadwick: He was so ahead of his time 
because he dealt in the personal relationships, 
heavily, whereas a lot of the trappings of 
the tough guy, hard-boiled stuff is one-
dimensional. I think Westlake takes things 
way deeper than most of those guys.
Matt: I thought Jim Thompson did a 

Chadwick: They’re similar. He’s a little 

dames. That kind of stuff gets very boring. 
Matt: You said you like reading witchcraft 
books. I feel like that stuff is getting harder 

were everywhere. Any used book store in 
America would have books on witchcraft.
Chadwick: I like the silly books that were 
scare books, or books that are attempts at 
actual histories of it. I’m not so big into the 
“do it yourself” wizardy, where they sit there 
and cast demons at you and that sort of stuff. 
I’m always interested in reading people’s 
takes on it because it’s fascinating. 
Matt:

Even serial killer books are 
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Astara: I’ve actually noticed that too, lately, 
in used book stores.
Chadwick: I don’t think people sell those 
books. The people who have those books 
don’t sell them.
Matt:
You would see books on how “Satanism is 
destroying America,” or witchcraft.
Astara: You got to get things and hide them. 

clothing now. Those things always used to 
be there. I go to vintage stores and they’re 
a rarity. I used to love thrift shopping. You 

Matt: 
think thrift shops are going to become the places 
where you get tacky clothing like Addiction. 
Chadwick:
about that. I was walking down the street and 
I saw a guy with some shit like that. It started 
looking old. That shit is the next round of 
garbage at the thrift store. 
Matt: It’s getting to the point where there’s 
no reason to walk in there anymore. 
Chadwick:
stuff.  It’s not like it used to be. 
Astara: He
patience. I don’t want to spend all day hunting. 

Matt: Last time I found stuff in a thrift 
shop was ten years ago in Florida, in a 
retirement community. I found some nice 
cardigans, and that was it. 
Chadwick: My rule of thumb is, if you’re 
some place where there are a lot of cranky 
old white people, you should go to the thrift 
stores because those areas tend to have stuff 
from the eras we’re talking about. 
Matt: What is “Strangers” about? Places not 
what they’re painted out to be?
Chadwick: Kind of. I wrote that on a bus 

the window. I was looking at who were the 
homeless people, looking at the people who 

terrain and how disillusioning it can be when 
you sit and actually pay attention. 
Matt: I don’t see Los Angeles as a glamorous 

down place, and I wonder how tourists see 
this place. Is it something like, “Wow! This 
is a really nice place.” Or is it, “Why the 
fuck did we come here?”
Chadwick: I’ve heard from a lot of people—
when they get to Hollywood Boulevard, and 
they’re like “This is Hollywood Boulevard?” 
I’ve always thought that’s so funny. It’s so 

black, humor-wise. People put so much into 
to what it is to come out here and be out here, 
and when they come out here, they realize 
it’s all bullshit! It’s not Oz.
Matt: 
Hollywood Boulevard was kind of like a 
no-man’s land for the longest time. You 
would walk out of a movie and some crazy 
fucker wants to...
Chadwick: Yeah. I guess it’s “nicer” now. 
But not really. 
Matt: I remember going to shows at Bar 
Deluxe, and you would walk straight from 
your car to the club. After the show, you 
would walk straight from the club to your 

your car and split. Then, all of a sudden, I 
started seeing more and more people on the 
street, and the place was changing.
Chadwick: It’s still a dive. It’s still quite a let 
down for people, I think. 
Matt: Astara, you grew up here. How do you 
feel about the changes?
Astara: When we moved back here—we 
used to live in the Bay Area for a couple 
years and San Diego for a couple years—I 
was expecting it to be like how it used to be 
growing up. Being around that shit is too 

Overly explicit art is boring. It’s spelled out for you. You’re over stimulated.
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noir! [laughter] When I go there, I don’t talk 
to people. I’m more reserved, more guarded. 
Matt: Something I’ve always wrestled with 
ever since I’ve moved down here is, why is 
L.A. such this mess? From your perspective, 
what is the downfall of Los Angeles?
Chadwick: In all honesty, I don’t know if it’s 

think it’s a unique mess. 
Astara: It’s all up in your face. 
Chadwick: It’s a funny place. It is and it 
isn’t. Sometimes you’ll have all of Sunset 
Boulevard to yourself. Sometimes you’ll be 
on Sunset and you will think a tumbleweed is 
going to go by. It’s its own thing. I think it’s 
fairly functional for a gigantic monstrosity of 
a city. I don’t see it as being any more of a 
mess than anywhere else, really. 
Astara: Just from the people I’ve known—
sunny California, the California dream, the 
“I’m going to be famous”—all these people 
migrated here with that. 
Chadwick: There’s this desperation here, 
and it’s also the end of the road.
Matt: That’s what makes this place so noir.
Chadwick: Exactly! That whole aspect of it. 
I think it wears its desperation on its sleeve, 
so much more than other places.
Astara: My mother came here, too. All these 
people coming here from somewhere else.

Chadwick: They’re refugees. You’ve got 
literal refugees from other countries, but you 
also have cultural refugees from other parts 
of the country because they can’t stand where 
they’re stuck. That’s kind of why I don’t 
think it’s not any more fucked anymore than 

Matt: I guess L.A. is not ashamed. A lot of 
people say that Los Angeles is fake, but I also 
feel that Los Angeles is more honest. 
Chadwick: It’s more diverse.
Astara: When we lived in other places, I 
heard about how phony and fake people in 
Los Angeles are. Growing up here, that was 
not my experience. 
Chadwick: There are plenty of phony 
and fake people here, obviously, but that’s 
because there are lots of people here. 
Matt: I had a co-worker who used to say, 
“If there’s fake and phony people here, 
that’s because you chose to hang out with 
those people.”
Chadwick: That’s the thing. You have 
more choice here than anywhere I’ve ever 
seen. What do you want your life to be? 

restaurants in strip malls in the middle of 
nowhere, or hanging out with certain kinds 
of people, or avoiding certain kinds of 
people, you have to seek it, and you have 

to whittle out what you want. If you can’t 
do that, you’re not going to be very happy. 
Matt: I feel like L.A. has everything, but 
to have that everything, you have to work 
for that. 
Chadwick: There’s no sort of cohesive 
culture here. You really have to make it your 
own, which I think intimidates the hell out of 
a lot of people. 
Astara: We’ve both known quite a few who 
have come out here and left. Usually from 
smaller towns, and it might be frustrating to 
not be as important here. 
Chadwick: That happens a lot. I think 
some people come out here with this idea 
that the red carpet is going to roll out for 
them. They get here and realize nobody 
gives a shit, nobody cares, and that can be 
pretty soul-crushing. 
Astara: It’s a huge city to live in. It takes 
forever to get from one end of it to the 
other. I imagine there’s loneliness for 
people like that. Los Angeles is not cozy. I 
can see all the reasons why people hate it. 
I had to get out of here for a while. Then, 
coming back, I’ve had to learn to embrace 
it and see it with a different perspective. 
But I needed that break. 

They’re all tools, not one more real than the other.



Art Ettinger
• Toys That Kill / Future Virgins, 

• Face To Face, 
Three Chords and a Half Truth LP
• Mind Spiders / Lenguas Largas, 
Sister Series
• Bonecrusher, 
Blvd. of Broken Dreams LP
• The Thermals, 

 LP

Chad Williams

Somehow Missed the Boat On

Living Proof LP
2. Livids, Adrenalized Hearts and 
She Likes Zits

Shadows LP
2. White Lung, Sorry LP

Chris Mason

squat with a record store, huge 
bar with ping pong tables, show 
space, and restaurant.)
2. Vera in Gronigen, Holland 
(Beautiful long-running student 
center with two show rooms, a 
huge lounge area for bands, and 
dorm rooms. The Mad Max-
themed dance party after we 
played was unreal.)

(Small but fucking fantastic bar. 
Toilets are in the middle of the 
room where you sell merch. Hope 
you’re not shy.)

(Another legalized squat. Big 

Bar, lounging rooms, and dining 
area in the basement.)

stop right off the plane, but it was 
hard not to be amazed by this, 

Chris Terry
 (book)

2. Daylight Robbery, 
Distant Shores

Locked Down LP

Moon City Review

Craig Horky

2. Broadway Calls, 
Comfort/Distraction LP

LP

with whiskey mixed into the ink.

The Pyramid Scheme

Craven Rock

We Don’t Even Live Here LP
and  Doomtree, No Kings LP
2. Behead The Prophet N.L.S.L, 
Hysterics, Body Betrayal, The 

by Aaron Cometbus (zine) / 45 
 by Aaron Cometbus 

and Travis Fristoe (zine)
The Power of Habit by 

Charles Duhigg (A book on the 
neuroscience of habits every punk 
should read.)

Don’t Trust 
Anyone Who Doesn’t Dance

Daryl Gussin
• Tony Molina, 
Dissed and Dismissed LP
• Potty Mouth, Sun Damage 

• Bob Mould, The Silver Age LP, 
tie with Night Marchers, Allez! 
Allez! LP
• DC Cab (Hilarious, over-looked 

goofball cinema. Revenge of the 
Nerds meets The A Team meets 
The Take. HarDCore.)

Dave Williams
Demos LP

2. Seven Sisters Of Sleep, 
 LP

The Maggots Are Hungry

Split LP

My Shame Is True LP

Designated Dale’s

shit up at Ham & Eggs Tavern, 

power of rock compels you! New 
release coming soon!
2. Nightmare Boyzzz at some 

Gardena, CA. Check out and grab 
anything you can by this band, 
post fucking haste!

to hang and shoot the shit for an 
entire afternoon with the original 
“Resident Punk” Legs McNeil. 
Check out his books and whatnot 
at pleasekillme.com

Hollywood, CA. A double-barrel 

hooks, peeling faces back, and the 
only cure is more!

LP, Safe City Blues. Your new 
party-rockin’ soundtrack, courtesy 
of the folks over at Drug Front 

to keep the good times comin’. 
Cannot emphasize enough how 
great a fuckin’ band they is!

Ever Velasquez

2. F.Y.P, The Leeches, Bombón, 
Can Of Beans, and Kid Little at 
San Pedro Shred Festival of Skate

Behavior, house show

George Rager

2. Eagulls, Self-titled
Honeys

Mob Justice

Jeff Proctor

Staples Center
2. Night Marchers with the 
Intelligence at the Satellite

at Henry Fonda

Leeches and Shirley Rolls at 
the Redwood

Jimmy Alvarado’s
Random Five
• Rough Kids, The State I’m In LP
• Kids Of Zoo, Self-titled LP
• Gang Of Four, Solid Gold CD
• Perspex Flesh, Ona
• Augustus Pablo, King Tubbys 

 CD

Jennifer Federico

Slay Me
• Ricky Claudon (Pleasureboaters)
• Greg Ahee (Protomartyr)
• Jake Dudley (Synthetic ID)
• Kenny William (White Lung)
• Denis “Piggy” D’Amour, RIP   
  (Voivod)

Joe Dana

Dre Day Celebration at El Cid

Next Episode” by Dr. Dre
2. Neighborhood Brats (Their 

covering “Keep Their Heads 
Ringing” by Dr. Dre

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE

Toilets are 
in the middle of the 
room where you sell merch. 



part of Ice Cube in our rendition 
of “I Ain’t Tha One” by N.W.A.

World Class Wrecking Crew

Aaron Ohio in a freestyle battle. 
Adder was the clear winner, but 
Aaron left a huge impression.

Juan Espinosa

• Ancestors, III LP
• Iron Lung, Column Of 
Heaven, and the Rival Mob, 
live in Los Angeles
• Glam, Veneno en Sus Flechas 
• Criminal Code, Hollowed

Keith Rosson
• Tom Grrrl, Even When She’s 
Losing, She Is Still Winning cassette
• Lazy Cowgirls, Somewhere 
Down the Line CD
• Hi Ho Silver Away!, 

• One Last Thing Before I Go by 
Jonathan Tropper (novel)
• Beyond Black
by Hilary Mantel (novel)

Kevin Dunn
• The Men,  LP
• Pissed Jeans, Honeys LP
• The Damned, 
At the BBC bootleg LP
• Lenguas Largas / Mind Spiders, 
Sister Series
• The Clash, Rat Patrol from 
Fort Bragg bootleg 2 x CD (The 
original mix for Combat Rock)

Kurt Morris
RIP Jason Molina

Trials and Errors
2. Songs: Ohia, Untitled

Didn’t It Rain

Pyramid Electric Co.
Let Me Go Let 

Me Go Let Me Go

Mark Twistworthy
• Super Wild Horses, 
Crosswords LP
• Neon Piss, “Close the Door” 
b/w “Burn”
• Camperdown & Out, 
Couldn’t Be Better LP
• Slow Warm Death, Self-titled LP
• Cheater Slicks, live during SXSW!

Matt Average 
• Bremen, Self-titled 2 x LP
• Fort BS, 1986 LP
• Pig//Control, Self-titled EP
•
• The Stops, Self-titled EP

Mike Faloon
Recordings of Ferns LP

2. Wayne Hancock, Ride CD

Columbus” download single

 CD
Future Ways LP

Mike Frame
Heartthrob

2. Off With Their Heads, Home
The Silver Age

o’be Joyful
City Lights

Nighthawk
• Commander Cody and His Lost 
Planet Airmen, Lost in the Ozone LP
• City Mouse, 
Bad Weather
• The Annotated Boris,
by Rev. Norb (book)
• Night Birds and Tenement, 
live in Saint Louis, MO
• Cool Mutants and Funktown 
Connection, live in Evansville, IN

Rene Navarro

2. Summer Vacation, Condition

American Grizzly, and Wreck Of 
The Zephyr at The Smell

Fahrenheit 451 by Ray 
Bradbury (Thanks Gabe!)

Replay Dave
• Wet Nurse, Daily Whatever LP
• Sugar Stems, Can’t Wait LP
• Pity Party, Do a Little Dance
• Bananas, 
Nautical Rock’n’Roll LP
• Waxahatchee, Cerulean Salt LP

Rev. Nørb
• Barreracudas, 
• Bamboo Kids, 
Safe City Blues 2 x LP
• Finders, LP
• Four Slicks, 
Four on the Floor LP

Rick Ecker

another world
2. Music: Another great escape 
from everyday crap

Power & Volume
Dirty Dynamite

work week 

Ryan Horky
Abandon All Life LP

2. Darkthrone, 
The Underground Resistance LP

 LP
Dead Inside

Singles Going Confetti LP

Sal Lucci

2. Manateees, 
Cat Food

Trans 
Am Summer Blues LP

Coleman live!

Sean Arenas
• Bedhed / Merry Christmas, 
Split cassette
• Pocketknife, 
• Mind Spiders / Lenguas Largas, 
Sister Sisters
• Spokenest, 
• Fugazi, Red Medicine

Sean Koepenick
Best Quotes from Repo Man

2. “No Commies in my car.”

fry cook.”

Steve Hart

2. David Bowie, The Next Day
Metastasis,

Oddfellows

We Dream of”

Tim Brooks
• Rival Mob, Mob Justice LP
• Terror, Live by the Code LP

• Chief Keef, Hate Being Sober
• Battle Ruins, old demo

Toby Tober

The Last Gladiators
2.

Seediq Bale (Two-hundred and 
seventy-six minute international 
version, not the shorter one.)

The Hacktivists

Todd Taylor
• Spokenest, 
• Xaxaxa, Siromašni i Bogati LP
• Rough Kids, The State I’m In LP
• Night Marchers, Allez! Allez! LP
• Warm Soda, Someone for You LP
• Flag Of Democracy, 
Shatter Your Day 2 x LP
• The Resonars, 
Crummy Desert Sound LP

Tommy Vandervort

Yeahs, In Defence. The OWTH 

Record Release. Triple Rock, 
th,

2. OWTH, The Copyrights, The 
Slow Death, Vacation Bible 
School, at the Beat Kitchen, 

th

Home LP

birthday.

motherfucker all weekend. 
Minneapolis, once again you guys 
roll out the red carpet and make a 
visitor feel welcomed and loved.

Ty Stranglehold

Born to Die in Suburbia LP
2. Big Eyes, Almost Famous LP

Sister Series 

Birth Right 

Hope you’re not shy.



42 FORD PREFECT: Self-titled: LP

time I’ve run into glow-in-the-dark 
vinyl. The band member trading cards 
were also a nice touch. Musically, this 
bounces between Northern California 
vats punk and Midwestern hardcore 
with, as Donny Osmond would say, “a 
little bit rock’n’roll” veined through 
thrashy beats, brittle guitars, and raw 

themselves and it comes across on wax. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Volume Bomb, 
volumebombrecords.wordpress.com)

87’S, THE: Self-titled: CD-R

came to my mind was “WTF?” but in a 
good way. First of all, I was blown away 
by the sheer power Mary commands in 
her vocal delivery. I would imagine that 
in a live setting she wouldn’t even need 
a PA. Further, she uses her voice like an 
instrument in places, which is rather cool. 
The music itself is a pretty bitchin’ blend 
of garage, surf, and pop. The disc hasn’t 
left my CD player, which is generally a 
sign that this is some pretty tasty stuff. 
I eagerly await a full-length release and 
look forward to catching the band live as 
well. I am hedging my bets that playing 
live is where the band truly shines. 
–Garrett Barnwell (Self-released)

A PAGE OF PUNK / WEREWOLVES ON
MOTORCYCLES: Split: 7”
A Page Of Punk blast through twelve 
(?) songs on their respective side in a 
such a violent and poppy manor it’s 

you”s morph into covers of well known 
songs and then there are possibly songs 
that aren’t even listed on the back cover. 
And when it’s over, you have to come 

File under referential-punk, subcategory 
genius. Werewolves On Motorcycles’ 
brand of shouty, bar punk’n’roll might 
have a different impact when it’s on its 
own, but compared to APOP’s high-
speed conciseness, the songs feel a little 
long. But who knows, maybe A Page 

attention span. –Daryl (Drunken Sailor 
/ Speedowax / Carnage Club / Pie n’ 
Mosh / Yeah)

ANCIENT SHORES / CYNARAE: Split: LP
Sweet baby boy. Alright, I’ll start by 
saying that Ancient Shores are super 
cool. Great, heavy hardcore reminiscent 
of Cursed (Colohan even does vox on a 
track here) that I’m sure gets the room 
moving for both young kids and old 
heshers alike. Great stuff that’s a huge 
step up from their earlier work. Now, 
onto Cynarae. Fuuuck me. This band 

completely destroys me. Their self-

year, and somehow this is even better. 
Expanding on the Bremen worship of the 

Cynarae sound, these songs are heavy 
and melodic, chaotic and calculated, 
and absolutely furious. It’s nothing new 

bands around, and Cynarae might be 
right at the top of that heap. Good grief. 

APA STATE MENTAL: Apa Valley: CD
Hints of both garage rock and Wire 

taking a riff, adding some haiku-
length lyrics, and riding the wave for 
anywhere from thirty seconds to two 
minutes. Catchy, groovy stuff with 
enough diversity in the sounds they 
pilfer to keep it from getting boring. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Apa State Mental, 
apastatemental@gmail.com) 

ASTA KASK: Med Is I Magen: LP
Vital reissue by Prank of one of the 
most important Scandinavian punk 

band was a big hit and become 
something of a collector’s item in later 
years. I’m pretty sure this is the only 
reissue of this record and it’s about 
time (thanks Ken). Taking cues from 

early Swede bands like Ebba Grön 
or Problems but speeding things up 
some, they actually remind me of the 
Toxic Reasons or Germany’s Upright 
Citizens, but all Swedish. As with all 
Prank records, the vinyl is thick as a 
brick and sounds tremendous (I bet 
it sounds better than the original). A 
real slice of history. Mandatory. –Tim 
Brooks (Prank, prankrecords.com)

ASTRID LINDGREN: 
LP

Well-played modern emo that takes 
a lot from hardcore song structures. 

(the singer reminds me a lot of the 
singer from Insted and all the bands 
who ripped him off), but they really 
do hold their own. Think that, with a 
more angular version of Champion or 
Lifetime as the background. Maybe 

them to a bunch of hardcore bands. 
Good release in all, but unfortunately 
relatively hard to track down in the 
states. –Ian Wise (Pasazer, pasazer.pl)

BABY GHOSTS: Ghost in a Vacuum: 7”
Baby Ghosts is a female-fronted pop 
garage band that has a sound that 
reminds me of Go Sailor or Tiger Trap 
(but maybe throw in a little more garage 

and better musicianship.) I like this quite 
a bit. –Mark Twistworthy (Drunken 
Sailor, drunkensailorrecs@gmail.com, 
drunkensailorrecords.co.uk)

BAD DOCTORS, THE: “Twilight of the 
Idols” b/w “Spit It Out: 7”
There’s something about the new wave 
sound that will always be associated with 

of new wave synth has a bit of a post-
punk edge to it, they’re still obnoxiously 
connected to a period of music that we 
should go ahead and forget about as soon 

indulge yourself with this record. But if 
you want to let the sound of the past lie 
where it belongs (in the bargain bin at 
your local record store), avoid this record. 
–Dan Ozzi (Eaglebauer Enterprises, 
mpurchla@yahoo.com)

BAD DOCTORS: ”Twilight of the Idols” 
b/w “Spit It Out”: 7”
One of my favorite new bands, those 
masters of malpractice The Bad Doctors 
return with another two songs of the 
catchiest synth-y no-wave you’re liable 
to hear in this or any other decade. The 

apparent on this double A side single 
as on their previous recording, the 
Distractions 
a manic energy that’s all their own. I 
thought the Docs were great before 
this, but this record is even better than 
their last EP. It’s full of sweet hooks and 
awesome riffs sure to lead to a musical 
addiction for which the only prescription 

expect this band to blow up in a big way, 
so get in on them now before this record 
is gone. –Paul J. Comeau (Eaglebauer 
Enterprises, mpurchla@yahoo.com, 
thebaddoctors@gmail.com)

BAD INDIANS: Are on the Other Side: LP

thing that seems to be the garage rock 

when garage rock was raw and 
dangerous? Yeah, neither does anyone 
in this band, apparently. Musically, 
this is basically college rock that is 
so “safe” and uninspired that both 
the fan of current garage and that one 
hippie girl you know could get into it 
equally. It takes more than having a 

vintage-style recording to make a legit 
psychedelic garage rock record. –Mark 
Twistworthy (CQ, cqrecords.com)

BAD TASTE / BRAIN CAR: Split: 7”

a bootleg of Songs We Taught the 
 and feeling uncomfortable 
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MARTHA: Self-titled: CD





in the way all the songs sounded so 
dated and strange, more punk than 
punk. There were thousands of these 

through more bootleg comps and tape 
trading. Some were great in that they 

(“Hammerlock”), others were bouncy 
carnival tracks that were so much more 
evil than any metal (Anton LaVey), but 
the point was that there was no cohesive 
style or aesthetic to tie them all together; 

weird.

no real modern point of reference for 
their sound. Bad Taste are like a Rick 
Nelson LP that’s been left out in the sun 
and then dusted off and played at the 
wrong speed, the needle bouncing all 
over the place as you stack pennies on 
the tone arm to keep it all in check. Brain 

adhering to a sound that’s popular at the 

an angry punk rendition of the Grease 
soundtrack. –Ian Wise (Reel Time)

BAMBOO KIDS, THE: 
Safe City Blues: 2 x LP
If the Exploding Hearts would have 

as the Figgs for the last ten years, 

Boomtown Rats and Jim Carroll Band 
albums along the way, when they 
weren’t sounding like a slightly more 
housebroken Barreracudas, then saw 

those faux-ass-shaker bands of about 
ten years ago like the Sick Fits or the 
Richmond Sluts for levity, garnishing 
the whole bit with small doses of New 
York network TV soul a la Springsteen 
or DeVille, then made a double batch 
of big vinyl cookies with the results 
because no single platter could contain 
all the awesome thus produced, i’m 
guessing it’d sound a lot like this double 
album. Wouldn’t you? Look to thy 
laurels, London Calling! Make way, Zen 
Arcade! Don’t buy any green bananas, 
Registrators thing with the big long title! 
THE BAMBOO KIDS HAVE DONE 
SOMETHING OF NOTE!!! None 
can ask fairer than that. BEST SONG: 
“Batshit Crazy.” BEST SONG TITLE: 
Curiously, it’s also “Batshit Crazy.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: This double album comes with 
a download code that includes all the 
songs plus nine bonus tracks! Look to 
thy laurels, “Dozen Beats Eleven!”
–Rev. Nørb (Drug Front)

BAMBOO KIDS, THE: 
Safe City Blues: 2 x LP
Not too long ago, I reviewed an EP from 

pleasantly surprised that such a great 
rock’n’roll band like this exists these 
days. This double full-length, which 
includes the songs from that EP, further 

when it comes to laying down the goods 
in the studio, as well as producing some 
of the better live acts that you and your 
more discriminating, music-craving pals 
can catch these days. Those keen on the 

vinyl will also be happy to know that 

a download card that scores you nine 
extra tracks (thirty songs total!). Safe 
City Blues is a healthy dollop of getting 

no correct side of the genre dividing line 
you have to stand on to appreciate these 
rekkids. Simply put, if you like good 
music (as Sam Cooke one time asked), 
chances are you’ll have a helluva good 
time spinning this vinyl. The Bamboo 
Kids’ soundscape mixes and matches 

our time: Dead Boys/Stiv’s post-Dead 
Boys solo work, the non-wanking era 

healthy dusting of Bowie’s glitter era, the 
catchiness of Mott The Hoople, and those 
awesomely solid hooks that Dramarama 
still bring to the table to this day, and this 

well. These three guys have been at it for 
ten years now, and not only does it keep 
getting more and more solid, but they 

piece bands do. Yeah, think about that
while you dig on this. –Designated Dale 
(Drug Front) 

BEAUMONTS, THE: 
CD

If you have ever had a nightmare 
where Billy Gibbons from ZZ Top 
was suddenly fronting The Good Old 
Boys (the country band from The Blues 

Brothers
news for you. They do exist. They 
are called The Beaumonts. –Sean 
Koepenick (Saustex)

BECOME: Self-titled: Cassette
Big things can sometimes come in 
small packages, which is the case 
with this cassette. What you get are 

from Santa Barbara, CA. I am prone 
to comparisons and my ears hear 

Music. Not a bad combination of 

also comes with a download code. 
–Garrett Barnwell (Take It Back, 
takeitbackrecords@gmail.com)

BERNAYS PROPAGANDA: 
CD

Two things quickly become apparent 
while listening to Bernays Propaganda’s 
disc. One: many of the songs are sung 
in their native Macedonian but there 
are also some in English. Translations 
are provided for both. I appreciate 
this because I otherwise would have 

of the album. Two: they sure do love 
themselves some Fugazi (if only for the 
intricacies) and the Gossip, though they 
tend to lean more towards the Gossip due 
to the female vocals and the danceability 
of most of the tracks. The song writing 
is quite repetitive, particularly with the 
bass lines, but also with what I can 
only describe as “disco” cymbal/kick 
drum tomfoolery, which I’m sure has 



what it’s actually called. It can get quite 
grating very quickly. On the surface, 
this appears to be dime a dozen indie 
rock, but there’s an underlying political 
message in most of the lyrics and 
artwork if you care to dig in a bit deeper. 

lot more than I can the hipster musical 
qualities strewn about. Unfortunately, 
one obviously outweighs the other by 
far and not even the Crass-style photo 
of thumb prints superimposed over 
the band members’ faces can do much 
more to win me over. –Juan Espinosa 
(Moonlee, moonleerecords.com)

BETTER DAYS: Good Luck Tonight: 7”
This record had me cross-referencing 

Riddance were involved. Turns out, 
there were none. Doesn’t sound that 
way. –MP Johnson (Encapsulated)

BETWEEN THE EARTH AND SKY: 
Of Roots and Walls: CDEP
So this band is a supergroup of nineties 
hardcore luminaries from band such 
as Trial, Catharsis, and By A Thread. It 
sounds a lot like some of those bands—
with its long builds with poetic spoken 
lyrics—which all come crashing down 
into a bunch of screaming and pounding 
drums. The only difference is that it’s 

The packaging for this CD is another 
throwback to nineties hardcore with its 
list of Humble Suggestions, things to 
“read,” “see,” “listen to,” and “search 
for” in one of the last pages of the insert. 

A lot of the stuff is what you would 
expect: radical literature, stuff on straight 

instance, when they recommend Google-
searching for Ronnie James Dio and 

 a book about 
how to deal with people with Borderline 
Personality Disorder. Huh? Besides their 
own lyrics, they print a lot of pull quotes 
from books about mortality and the way 
humans are always in resistance to their 
own demise. This is the album’s concept, 
humanity’s desperation for immortality 
and battle with the inevitability of death. 
After the songs are over comes the “Band 
Interview” track where the members sit 
around and interview each other about 
how it took them ten years to make this 
EP of six songs and they talk for forty-

They go on and on about 
every metaphor and symbol on the 
album, explaining each in great detail. 
They ramble on about how they’re trying 
to make something both “timeless and 
immediate.” But it took them ten years 
to make this album, so I would say that 
the latter of two is pretty much shot to 
hell. The album certainly makes its point, 
but maybe not in the way that the band 
intends. Their (and humanity’s) struggle 
is ironically apparent in the interview 
where we get to hear these old dudes 
who once made crucial and important 
hardcore ramble on and on. They seem 
confused and bewildered at their places 
in life after once being so essential to a 
long-faded style of hardcore and trying 

desperate for relevance and rambling 

about their belated album is, ironically, a 
much better metaphor than the okay ones 
they make in their songs. Add it all up and 
what you get is one of the most genuinely 
depressing, existential crisis-triggering 
pieces of art I’ve heard in a long time. 
–Craven Rock (Refuse, refuserecords.
prv.pi, refuserecords@gmail.com)

BIG BOYS: Where’s My Towel / 
Industry Standard: LP
Anyone who knows me also knows my 

Thrasher
magazine and heard them on the Skate 
Rock compilations. It wasn’t until much 
later that I would realize how much this 
band meant to me. Big Boys take what 
many would consider the cornerstones 
of punk rock (be yourself, do it for 
yourself, create, and have fun) and 
distill it to its purest form. There is no 
set uniform or posture. Anything goes 
and anyone can do it. Light In The Attic 
has lovingly reissued the Big Boys’ 
debut album and has done an amazing 

with all the original artwork, as well 
as an unreleased photo of the band 
and a classic sticker. It looks great and 
sounds even better. Musically, the band 
is untouchable. Their sound is simplistic 
yet intricate. It’s incredibly hard to put 
into words the feelings that this music 

going off in the back of my head that 
simultaneously make me shake my ass, 

of my lungs… or something like that. 
All I can say is that if you don’t have 

Big Boys in your life, you are sorely 
missing out and you best do something 
about that. I’d like to send a huge thanks 
to Light In The Attic for giving this 
amazing record the reissue love that it 
deserves. Now pick it up and go write 
your own review. –Ty Stranglehold 
(Light In The Attic)

BIG DICK: Self-titled: LP
When I picked this out of the piles, 

a bad place to start here, though they 
seem a bit more dissonant and there 

underneath as well. Normally not a big 
fan of duo punk-oriented bands, but 
they manage to make their racket with 

normally left by the lack of a guitar 
is all but obliterated. Recommended. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Dirt Cult)

BIG EYES / MEAN JEANS: Split: 7” EP
A mini-“Sister Series” dealie here, with 
one original and one cover of each 
other’s tunes. Both bands are up to 
their neck in catchy pop punk tuneage, 
with Big Eyes barely eking out the 
higher ground for me here based solely 
on their sharing a name with a kickass 
Cheap Trick tune. Now if you’ll excuse 

–Jimmy Alvarado (Dirtnap)

BIG EYES: 
(West Coast Tour Edition): LP
I feel incredibly lucky that I happened 
to get the chance to see Big Eyes on 



their current West Coast tour and 
score myself an early copy of their 
new LP. Almost Famous is the follow 
up to their amazing Hard Life record 
and I am happy to report that the 

of awesomeness. It takes a special 
band to be able to convey multiple, 
often opposing, emotions at the same 
time. Big Eyes’ songs are undeniably 
upbeat. It’s hard not to bounce up and 
down and sing along. It’s when you’re 
singing that you realize that there 
is often anger and sadness dwelling 
there. You feel it all at the same time 

would be an amazing post-breakup 
record. The kind that lets you vent 
your frustrations, but at the same time 
shows you that it’s time to put on that 

out there and have fun. This is going 
to in rotation for a long time. –Ty 
Stranglehold (Grave Mistake)

BIG EYES: Demo 2010: 7”
Rescued from cassette obscurity by 
their current label (I don’t care what 
anyone says, that format is dead as a 
doornail), this demo gets tossed out 
to the masses. It kind of sounds like 

session. I’m not complaining about the 
results. This is the third release that I 
felt has some kind of theme going. 
This one seems to be the fear of being 
“alone.” I wouldn’t worry about that 
once they are out on tour and rocking 
songs like these to the party faithful. 
–Sean Koepenick (Grave Mistake)

BLANK PAGES: Self-titled: LP
Blank Pages is the new-ish band 
from Andreas Robbes, vocalist from 
my favorite (now-defunct) gang of 
German rascals, Idle Hands. Andi’s 
vocal style and melodic sense is rather 
unique, so parallels between Blank 
Pages and Idle Hands are inevitable. 
However, musically, there are plenty 
of differences to set them apart. Blank 
Pages takes a cleaner approach tone-
wise, but there’s also an overarching 
darkness that wasn’t always present 
in IH. The musicianship is tight and 
vicious (members also spend/spent 
time in Modern Pets, Dramamine, and 
Lies Feed The Machine), and the hooks 
are instantly memorable. A great record 

Solid. –Dave Williams (Hardware)

BOBBY JOE EBOLA AND THE 
CHILDREN MACNUGGITS: 
Trainwreck to Narnia: CD
By now you probably know if you 
like the comedy punk antics of Bobby 
Joe Ebola. As was the problem with 
much of Ebola’s prior work, the lyrics 
are hysterical, but the songs vary in 
catchiness. The Dead Milkmen and 
Hard Skin are examples of comedy 
punk that works both musically and 
on a comedic level. A lot of the time, 
Bobby Joe Ebola succeeds on both 
planes, too. Some of these songs are 
so laugh-out-loud funny that it’s hard 
to fault the corny back up music. “Cop 
Kisser,” a goofy take on the Body Count 
classic “Cop Killer,” is probably the best 

track. Lighten up and give this goofy 
shit a chance. –Art Ettinger (Rooftop 
Comedy, rooftopcomedy.com)

BOBBY JOE EBOLA AND THE 
CHILDREN MACNUGGITS: 
Trainwreck to Narnia: LP
I don’t like it. I feel as though this 
would have been right up my alley in 
the past. (Hell, I probably would have 
loved this record when I was twelve.) 
It’s not that the musical style, a strange 
folk/show tunes/rock combination, is 
too out of bounds for me, or the humor 

it funny. Do I have a sense of humor? 
Evidence suggests that if one is there, it 

land for me, but I’m not a comedy 
reviewer, I’m a music reviewer. As 
such, based almost purely on the music, 
I don’t like it. The songs by themselves 
aren’t good enough to carry the humor 

songs, I don’t think I would ever care 

but as it stands… well, I feel I’ve made 
my feelings pretty clear. –Bryan Static 
(Dirt Cult, dirtcultrecords.com)

BORN LOOSE: Self-titled: LP
Ethanol and sweaty hair and yelling 
and the sound of things breaking and 

things! This is what Larry May means 
to me! Sounds ((rather unsurprisingly)) 
like the Candy Snatchers, except for the 
parts where it doesn’t, in which case it 
sounds like the Humpers or Tuff Darts 
or somebody! The sax on “Step Up to 

the Plate (Be a Runaway)” and “Bobo 
Blues” is an exquisite touch, but i think 
i could’ve lived a very satisfactory life 
without ever knowing the lyrics to 
“Sugar Pussy.” Thank you sir, may i 
have another? BEST SONG: “Step Up 
to the Plate (Be a Runaway).” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Step Up to the Plate 
(Be a Runaway)” again, suggesting that 
it is clearly Born Loose’s “No Time to 
Waste.” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: The bass player and i 
went to the same college! –Rev. Nørb 
(Drug Front)

BRAIN VACATION: The Musicians: LP
Experimental punk, if you will, from 
a group hailing outta Chicago. There’s 
no shortage of noisemongering here, 

pegged, they pitch up a slider and yer 

Elements of noise, (dis)harmony, punk, 
and such melded into a changing mess 
o’ controlled chaos. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Wall Of Youth)

BREMEN: Self-titled: 2 x LP
Lanchy, from Totalitär, Krig I Hudik, 
and Brainbombs makes up half of this 
very interesting duo. Mentioning his 
past efforts, you might expect some 
hardcore or misanthropic Flipper-esque 
kind of music. Not the case here. I point 
this out because it’s refreshing to see a 
musician not rest on their laurels and 
take the safe route. Bremen are a mix 
of drone, psych, spacerock (“Moon of 
Led” brings to mind Hawkwind), and 
krautrock. Four of my favorite musical 



Please! Not to mention it has someone 
who has played in bands I have 
immense respect for? Can it get any 
better? Yes! This record has me locked 
in, giving myself over to the drone or 
the sweeping feedback that screams 
and yet has this hypnotic quality about 
it. “Bastogne” is a somber piano piece 

with guitar lurking in the background, 
never really making its presence known 
too much until the end. It’s the songs 
like the aforementioned “Bastgone,” 
“Don’t Bring Me Home Yet,” “Debris 
in Orbit,” and “Nitrate Blossom” that 
really pull me in to this record. To the 
point where I don’t want it to end. 
This is the kind of music that shuts 
the world out, all without resorting to 
being loud. The power is in the quiet 
and dark and the mood they create. 
Excellent, excellent album. –M.Avrg 
(Skrammel, order@skrammelrecords.
se, skrammelrecords.se)

BROKEN PRAYER: Self-titled: LP
Like their label mates Double Negative, 
these cats are not above kicking out 
some grade-A Poison Idea/Negative 
Approach-inspired thrashin’. Things 
get much more interesting when they 
slow it down and throw a wrench or two 
in the gears, though. Here, that means 
songs no less intense, but heavier on 
dark pop, brooding dissonance and, in 
the case of “Proud,” a buzz of pissed-off 
synths. Another winner here from Sorry 
State. –Jimmy Alvarado (Sorry State)

BURIAL: Renegade: 12”
Oh fuck yes. New material from my 
favorite crust band on the planet: 
Burning Spirits worship (think Death 
Side, Crude, etc.) with a distinctly 
German delivery that’s raw, pummeling, 
speedy, and venomous. For someone 

anything interesting in the incredibly 
oversaturated and often derivative crust 
world, this is a highly anticipated release 
from folks who do it better than almost 
anyone. Psyched as hell to see Burial on 
their North American tour soon. Radical. 
–Dave Williams (Hardware)

CACAW: Self-titled: LP
Cacaw play a variety of percussive noise 
rock that I’m not really well versed 
in. This is young people’s music, but 
I like the heaviness and angry female 
vocals. There are droney interludes and 
energetic, overdriven riffs I appreciate. 
This is probably a bad comparison, but 

on some level. If you’re into that sort 
of thing, I would think it would be a 
winner. –Billups Allen (Permanent)

CARTOONS, THE: 
She’s a Rock and Roller: 7”
This reissue of a long-lost New York 
band drops two tracks of the kind of sassy, 
snotty, rock’n’roll that gets the monied 
punk collector types scrambling. Dunno 
a danged thing about the band, but the 
tunes are top shelf bits o’ swagger that 
so many modern bands strive for and 

Alvarado (Last Laugh)

CC RIDERS: Self-titled: LP

available on CD-R, an LP version 

Featuring some of Memphis’s and, 
well, the world’s, garage rock’n’roll 
royalty (Jeffrey Evans, Jay Reatard, 

guitars/no bass is the plan of attack; 
however, fans of Reatard and Arthur 

highlighted. Not unlike Evans’ most 

of covers and originals, with the covers 
sounding enough like Jeffrey Evans 
songs to fool the uninitiated. To wit: 
it wasn’t until like the third or fourth 
listen that I realized “I Gotta Right” is 
the Stooges song. I never did get to see 

rockin’ Jeff Evans show some day. 
Technically, I’ve seen him twice. Once, 
solo outdoors where his amp distortion 
didn’t take well to the elements, and one 
time doing some Memphis heel shtick 
with Ross Johnson, starting a song, 

crowd. –Sal Lucci (Spacecase)

CHILL DAWGS, THE: Oh Okay: 7” EP
Keep the following in mind when 

best on Bruce Springsteen. 2.) I really, 
really want to paint a dogs playing poker 

that part in Better off Dead where the 
claymation hamburger plays the guitar 
to a Van Halen song? Chill Dawgs 
make me think of way-stupid shit, 
much in the way of Too Many Daves. 

Chill Dawgs validate stupid ideas into 
being reality. So, if I even cared about 
Bruce Springsteen, best case scenario 
would be Chill Dawgs: true road dog 
music for the fucked-over under classes. 
Instead of actors and millionaires in 
arenas, it’s Jason Stuhlmann drumming 
in a sweaty St. Louis house, where the 
kiddie pool’s water is murky, shirts 
are for work, pizzas get delivered by 

off mostly outside, and the band runs 
six members deep (including tenor sax). 
It’s lovingly stupid, it’s honest. I back it. 
For some reason, I keep thinking about 
Miami Vice episodes. “Hey is my beer 
mic’d? Can you hear me open the can?” 
“Yeah.” “Hey dawg, does your Casio 
have dog barks.” “Rwoof, rwoof.” 
–Todd Taylor (Do What?)

CHRON TURBINE: 
Skull Necklace for You: LP
Consistently mid-paced hard rock that 

section seems to lead the charge and 
the guitars provide plenty of hooks, but 
there’s an edginess missing that could 
potentially make the songs really come 
alive. Some heavier riffs and guitar solos 
never hurt anyone that knew how to use 
them. –Juan Espinosa (Peterwalkee, 
peterwalkeerecoreds.com)

CIRCLE JERKS: Group Sex: LP
From its brevity to the sheer velocity of 
its tunes, this is one of the gold standards 
of California’s punk scene, and rightly 
so. It’s one of those records that many, 



including me, have spun so many times 
and that the subtleties of both recording 
and performance have become embedded 
in the brain. It’s a veritable laundry list of 
classic hardcore—“I Just Want Some 
Skank/Beverly Hills,” “World Up My 
Ass,” “What’s Your Problem,” “I Don’t 
Care,” “Live Fast Die Young”—from 
beginning to end. Sure, a good portion 
of the music was appropriated and/or 
outright pilfered from the likes of the 
Angry Samoans, Black Flag, and Red 
Cross, but somehow that has never 
seemed to tarnish the sheen of this 
twelve-inch slab of mayhem, nor has 
it aged poorly in the thirty-plus years 
since it was originally released. If you 

time around, here it is again, this time in 
blue vinyl glory, for the gettin’. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Frontier)

CITY SAINTS: 
Kicking Ass for the Working Class: CD
With songs like “Dick” and “Gonna 
Ball,” you could take a guess on what 
you are going to hear and probably 
hit the mark. In-your-face punk with 
a “take no prisoners” attitude. These 
dudes are from Sweden but from the 
looks of their inside photo, they could 
smash my face up real good. I forgot 
that Switzerland is the country with 
neutral people. Tough-as-nails rock 
well played. –Sean Koepenick (Spirit 
of the Streets, citysaints@live.com)

CORMANS, THEE: Mingo: 7” 
Played a show some years back with 
these cats and they were quite the bee’s 

knees, rockin’ wild surf tunes whilst 
decked out in monster masks. Sounds 
here like time has not softened them 

sounding bits of surf mania, delivered 
with verve amid much distortion. 

mind having yer ears ripped to shreds. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Total Punk)

CRAZY SQUEEZE, THE: Self-titled: LP
This “super group” features The Stitches’ 
Johnny Witmer, Teenage Frames’ 
Frankie Delmane, Richmond Sluts’ Chris 
B., and Superbees’ Johnny Sleeper. Does 
it come off as a bunch of underground 

as a genuine, rocking effort? Fortunately 
for fans of their prior bands, it’s the latter. 
These guys deliver the goods, mixing 
in the best aspects of early glam punk, 

own prior recorded efforts. The colored 
vinyl from Vinyl Dog looks as great as 
it sounds. I don’t know if it’s appropriate 
to call something this sleazy a “class 
act,” but that’s precisely what it is. –Art 
Ettinger (Vinyl Dog)

DALI’S LLAMA: Autumn Woods: CD
This is one ugly band from Palm 
Springs playing some ugly music. I’ve 
thrown the phrase “they don’t give a 
fuck what you think” far too much in 

it this time and say they make it clear 

pleasure and the release the get from 
it. It shows. I think it sounds like nice 

blend of heavy sixties and seventies 
rock like Deep Purple or Sabbath with 
doom, groove-oriented current stuff. 
It’s very, very raw. If these guys had 
the production and publicity of any 
number of the conformist bands on 
Relapse Records, they’d probably be 

how they sound. As it stands, it’s very 
poorly-produced and refreshingly 
honorable slab of solid rock’n’roll 
from the deliberately hash-drawled 
vocals that are poorly mixed with the 
awesome slabby riffs. As Dead Moon 
is to White Stripes, Dali’s Llama are to 
High On Fire. Not trying diss any of 
those bands, but as far as sheer rawness 
goes that’s the best way to describe 
them. If you can get with that, you can 
probably hang with Dali’s Llama. (After 
writing the above review [and thinking 
Autumn Woods deserves another spin 
soon], I decided to give Dali’s Llama 

been around twenty years! TWENTY 
YEARS! And they’ve released eleven 
albums on their own label! So they 
are the Dead Moon of stoner, groove 
rock and their crude recordings are 
exactly how they are intended to be 
heard. Respect!) –Craven Rock (Dali’s 
Llama, dalisllamarecords.com)

DAVE RATA: Hallucigenia: LP
Rata kinda takes the “throw spaghetti at 
the wall” approach here, with alternating 

experiments, and noise offered up for 
aural consumption. When things work 
best, the proceedings are hypnotically 

intriguing and/or sound like a Jay 
Reatard lysergic nightmare. When they 
don’t, they come off as a bit uninspired 

good bits without a bit of diggin’ and 
exploration, though, and it’s nice to hear 
someone trying to push the boundaries 
in different directions, even if all the 
reaping ain’t rewards. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Batshit, badshit@live.com) 

DAYLIGHT ROBBERY: Distant Shores: 7” 
Three new songs to commemorate this 
Chicago band’s upcoming Australian 
tour. Daylight Robbery play dark punk 
with crooned male/female vocals and a 
lot of space between the reverby guitar 
and propulsive rhythm section. These 
are some of their catchiest songs yet 
(note the locked-in four chord riff on 
the title track, or all of “Annexed,” a 
front-runner for Best Daylight Robbery 
Song), and the production’s got more 

Ecstatic Vision LP. 
Overall, it’s brighter, less forlorn, as 
this long-running band stays fresh 

Terry (Dirt Cult) 

DEAFHEAVEN / BOSSE-DE-NAGE: 
Split: 12”
I awaited this split with eager 
anticipation, and it did not disappoint. 
I loved Deafheaven’s debut Road to 
Judah, but I was a bit skeptical when 
I heard that their side of this split 
was a pair of Mogwai covers. Leave 
it to Deafheaven to give me a new 
appreciation for a band I previously 
couldn’t care less about. These covers 



of “Punk Rock” and “Cody,” surpass 
even the originals. Taking the subdued 
Mogwai originals, Deafheaven gave 
the songs teeth. They turned the levels 
up a bit, to allow in some extra fuzz, 
and replaced Mogwai vocalist Stuart 
Braithwait’s subdued vocals with 
George Clarke’s banshee howls. This 

Bosse-De-Nage, after hearing much 
hype, and they totally owned their side 
of the record with the track, “A Mimesis 
of Purpose.” The string arrangement 
at the intro creates a somber mood, 
before the track explodes with blast 
of guitars and drums. I worried Bosse-
De-Nage might be overshadowed by 
Deafheaven, but they more than held 
their own, bringing a passion and 
intensity to their music rivaling their 
record-mate. The packaging on this 
was minimal, but high quality, and the 
vinyl itself was a purple marble swirl, 
showing the high standards label The 
Flenser has become known for. It takes 
a lot for a release to impress me, but 
I’m totally impressed by both bands 
on this. – Paul J. Comeau (Flenser, 

DEATH CAMP: 
Teenage Nightmare: 7” EP
Four tracks of metallic hardcore of 

Poison Idea on Adam Bomb’s Final 
Countdown show on KXLU back in 
those much-revered days of yore. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Black Rebel)

DEFENDERS: “Animal Eyes” 
b/w “Time to Say Goodbye”: 7”
The pedigree’s legit. L.A. band that 

Took thirty years to release. It’s a family 
affair. Defenders’ vocalist Paul Maurer 
is Justin Maurer’s (Clorox Girls, LA 
Drugz) father. I don’t want to sound 

really loves the Doors and Hendrix, but 
realized that punk was really happening. 
(Shit, The Alley Cats were that way—
great musicians who were on the hard 
rock/punk rock fence and “Nothing 
Means Nothing Anymore” smokes.) 

a couple of things that are preventing 
me from going bananas. The music’s 
a hair too slow. It’s a hair too “actor”y 

theatrics (see TSOL, Dead Kennedys), 
but with all these elements in play, it’s a 

be forgotten), but nothing like stumbling 
upon something truly startling that rarely 
gets mention, like the Cheifs’ Holly-West 
Crisis

DEKODER: Between the 
Waking and the Dying: LP
Really diggin’ the whole death rock 
resurgence and this is a prime example 
why. Taking sonic cues from bands 
like early Death In June and Voodoo 
Church, things veer away from the now 
almost obligatory post-Sisters rock/
metal and bass vocal trappings of goth 
and instead bathe in a female-fronted 
tribal gloom that recalls the best of 

L.A.’s dark, dank glory days. Broken 
Bottles once sang about a time “when 
gothic chicks were cool,” and Between 
the Waking and the Dying would’ve 
easily earned this band a prime spot on 
their playlist. –Jimmy Alvarado (Chaos 
Rurale, chaosrurale.com)

DESTRUCTION UNIT: Void: 12”
The nucleus in the atom of Destruction 
Unit is Ryan Wong/Ryan Rousseau. 
Electrons have decayed, destabilizing 

Reatard/Ryan all-seeing pyramid eye. 

masters. Increased is the languid, 
stretched, delayed optical pickup/

lysergy. The rocket has crashed in a 
place that looks a fuck lot like a Yuma 
Circle K parking lot. All overlaid: The 
close-up webbed veins in their eyes, the 
broken webs of patched-and-melting 
asphalt, the stretchy, almost-hidden-
traverse web of songs with venomous 
underbellies. Dust. Heat. The sun is so 
big and sparkling, the head of a hammer 
poised to strike, pelting in its slow 
traverse across the featureless sky. This 
is music that’s made under oppression 
and sounds like a sticky, encrusted 
escape from bondage. It’s music that’s 
as much atmosphere as movement. 
It’ll heat up the back sides of your 
eyes, slowly blinking, waiting for the 

excellent record. It captures. –Todd 

blogspot.com)

DIME RUNNER: Race to Nowhere: CD
A newer Fullerton band here who sound 
well versed in the South Bay/OC punk 
sound, both old and new. They come 
across here like a mix between the older 
beach thug pop of bands like Social 
Task and Der Stab and the swagger of 
newer bands like the Stitches and the 
Numbers. Sincere and reverent without 
being a museum piece… and a beefed-
up cover of Joy Division’s “Warsaw” 
to boot. –Jimmy Alvarado (Uh-Oh, 
uhohrecordsdamion@gmail.com)

DOUBLE NEGATIVE: 
Hardcore Confusion 3 & 4: 2 x 7” EP
Sorry State rounds things out on this 

two installments gatefolded in a two-for-
one package. Things are maybe a little 
less experimental than on the previous 
two installments, but even at its most 
conventional, Double Negative’s brand 
of hardcore is still pretty friggin’ offbeat, 

the rest of the pack—rhythm and tempo 
changes all over the place with odd bits 
of noise phasing in and out to add to the 
overall chaos. With this latest salvo they 
cement themselves as one of the more 
worthwhile bands making the rounds in 
the realm of hardcore, and this is another 

–Jimmy Alvarado (Sorry State)

DRY BONNET: “Hey You” 
b/w “Do It Clean”: 7”
Two new tracks are dropped on wax 
from this four piece out of Kansas. 
Taking a turn from their debut EP in mid 



post-punk. Joy Division’s singular 
rhythm guitar can be eked out in “Hey 

Hendrix wave of fuzz. Staying consistent 
with the theme, Bonnet covers Echo & 
The Bunnymen’s “Do It Clean,” a single 
off Echo’s biggest album, Songs to 
Learn and Sing. Here they cull from the 

dancer, these guys keep revealing their 

Recommended. –Kristen K. (Replay)

EAGULLS: Self-titled: 12”EP
Post-punk or indie-punk, either way it 
better have some tie to punk. This record 

to it, but still driving and catchy. Don’t 
trade in your Wire of Mission Of Burma 

would feel right at home sandwiched 
between the two on a mixtape. Five 
songs is all you get on this record, but if 
it’s true what they say about quality over 
quantity, the proof is right here on this 
slab a vinyl. –Daryl (Deranged)

EJECTOR SEATS, THE: Say Sorry: CD

potatoes thud-punk here, with some 
danged near robotic soundin’ drumming 

to get stuck in a rut, they come across 
with the poppy “The Weathergirl,” or 
they drop into second gear, like “On 

the Wagon.” Can’t say this is a life-
changer, but they nonetheless drop 
an on-the-money entry here. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Collision Course)

EROTIC DEVICES: Self-titled: LP
The members of Berlin’s Erotic Devices 
worship the Ramones. There are way 
worse things on this planet than trying to 
look and sound like the Ramones, though. 
Inspired and energetic, this debut album 
is especially amusing due to the singer’s 
thick accent. Some entire riffs are taken 
verbatim from classic Ramones hits, 

from Screeching Weasel. Songs like 
“My Neighbor is a Nazi” well capture 
the spirit of what made those prior 
bands so worthy of copying. No erotic 
devices are needed to get off on this 
super cool LP. –Art Ettinger (Incognito, 
incognitorecords.de)

EVENS, THE: The Odds: CD
The third Evens record, after a gap 

duo of guitarist/vocalist Ian MacKaye 
and drummer/vocalist Amy Farina 
continuing to explore the sound they 

The 
Evens Get Even
For all the simplicity of their formula, 
only two instruments and their voices, 
there is a great deal of power in every 
Evens song. The two share vocal 
duties, moving back and forth between 
trading off vocal parts and frequently 
harmonizing. These harmonized parts 
are great because they achieve a depth 
of sound neither vocalist achieves 

alone. The scream-singing MacKaye 
developed over the years with Fugazi are 
here, but he also shows a more melodic 
range. Farina’s voice is as smooth as her 

Both musicians have been honing their 
songwriting craft for decades, and as 
a duo, their craft is at its peak on The 
Odds. Each song is tightly constructed, 
both musically and lyrically. Even 
on slow and meandering tracks like 
“I Do Myself,” there is not a single 
moment that made me lose interest or 
want to skip to the next track. While I 

–Paul J. Comeau (Dischord)

EVENS, THE: The Odds: CD/LP

six years. It once again consists of Ian 
MacKaye on baritone guitar and Amy 
Farina on drums with both trading off 
vocal duties. The Odds is comprised 
of thirteen songs clocking in at forty 
minutes, and while there are perhaps a 

mix of vocals with MacKaye capable 
of being gentle in his delivery and 
Farina singing harsh and passionately. 
Their range in emotion and expression 
compliments each song. While nothing 
is as aggressive as Fugazi’s material, 
MacKaye’s guitar work at times seems 
reminiscent, although with baritone 
sound. There are some good grooves on 
the songs and they can be quite catchy, 
too. The biggest surprise with The 

Odds is the strength of Farina’s vocals 
and how nice it is to hear her singing 
lead on so many of the tunes. While 
not negating their past two albums, The 
Odds is easily The Evens’ best album. 
–Kurt Morris (Dischord)

EX FRIENDS: Twisted Around: 7” 
Screeching Weasel meets… street 
punk?! Four songs of catchy, brick-
punching punk with snotty vocals and 
smart/snide lyrics (See: “Punk Rock 
Wedding Punk Rock Divorce”). It 
works. –Chris Terry (Yo-Yo) 

FATHER FIGURES, THE: 
All about Everything: CD
They say never to count someone out 
based on how long in the tooth they 
are, and these cats are a beaming 
example of how that can be quite true. 
A trio comprised of old Arizona punker 
royalty, The Father Figures adhere to 

seems to have been lost over the years, 
namely strive for your own sound, and 
come up with another album’s-worth 
of choice tuneage fueled by hardcore’s 

is by turns angular, rhythmic, angry, 
nuanced, and catchy as hell. In short, 
I’m fuggin’ loving this. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (AZPX, azpx.com)

FEDERATION X:  7”
This totally kick ass single is a great 
introduction to Federation X. I checked 
out some of Federation X’s other releases 
as a result and it’s unquestionably 



an overlooked band. Federation X 

but has more in common musically 

like Shellac. The two tracks featured 

federation? –Art Ettinger (Recess)

FLAG OF DEMOCRACY: 
Shatter Your Day: 2 x LP

Dead Kennedys—pretty much world-
wide known punk bands—there were 
“regional” punk bands that could toe 
up the to the heavyweights on any 
given night. Battalion Of Saints in 
San Diego, Toxic Reasons in Dayton, 
OH, Articles Of Faith in Chicago. 
Flag Of Democracy ruled Philadelphia 
(technically Ambler, PA). First show in 

and Agnostic Front. Through whatever 
machinations—luck? Secondary 
market? Drugs? Starting families? Van 

knows why the roulette wheel’s ball of 
worldwide recognition didn’t end up in 

lack of persistence. Lead singer/guitarist 
Jim McMongale’s been at it for thirty-

new record (of which I had unreleased 

they’re not resting on laurels. They ain’t 

Unitarian Church. Shatter Your Day was 

as-hell, noisy, and strange. Jim’s voice is 

strangulated, cartoony—comparative to 
Jello Biafra’s—but not a put-on. Some 

they start yellin’. What I unabashedly 

American hardcore’s foundation had 
been cemented—shit, by that time, a 
lot of it had started to crumble—and 
F.O.D. sound so fucking exuberant, like 

of freshly poured concrete. Another 
thing strikes me is how, beyond the blur 
of speed there are all these wound-up 

not slash-burn-chest-beat-caveman-
rawr. What makes this packaging 
superior? Thirty-three bonus tracks. The 
Chinese Food and Love Songs EPs in 
their entirety, comp tracks, live tracks, 

songs, sticker sheet (!), big-ass button, 

labor of love, an act of unmitigated 
appreciation, and a punk public service. 
SRA, thanks for putting this out. F.O.D. 
is an American punk rock building 
block. –Todd Taylor (SRA)

FORT BS: 1986: LP
Fort BS were a Polish punk band who 
recorded and illegally released this 

songs are on vinyl. Something that’s 
interesting about this record is how each 
side of the record has a different style. 
The A side is more along the lines of 

the style. The songs have a dreary and 
morose tone which takes over the room. 

The saxophone is haunting—it comes in 
and out—making the sound colder and 
darker. The instrumental “Monuments” 
is fantastic. Despite the warm tone 
from the bass, the sax and guitar keep 
everything cold and gray, even with the 
constantly building tempo. Great song, 
from the way it starts to the way it ends. 
The B side is solidly planted in punk rock. 

by the UK Subs—and similar English 
bands from that era—but Fort BS keep 
the sound raw and minimal, creating 
their own sound. It’s mainly mid-tempo, 

is epic! It’s as though King Crimson 
went punk on this song! The accordion, 
or maybe organ, generates the main 
riff, while everything else comes in 
and creates this galloping tempo with 

favorite records I’ve reviewed for this 
issue. –M.Avrg (Pasazer, pasazer@
pasazer.pl, pasazer.pl)

FORWARD:
LP

nearly ten years ago when they toured the 
U.S. alongside fellow land of the rising 
sun countrymen, Paintbox. I was besides 

over forty-years-old Japanese hardcore 
veterans (members of Deathside) 
could still manage to bring down the 
house following Artimus Pyle’s and 
Sunday Morning Einsteins’ crushing 
performances. It’s probably also why 
the venue lost power for a brief moment 
and why Paintbox’s gear kept fucking 

up during their set: Forward literally 
sucked the energy out of the building! 
This LP is a re-issue of an album 

does it ever hold up some thirteen years 
later. Dose after dose of their patented 
“burning spirits” hardcore, though not 
with as many shredding guitar solos as 
on their subsequent releases. Every song 
is a crushing blow to the skulls of ageist 
nay-sayers and fake hardcore wimps. 
There’s some progressiveness strewn 
about with the addition of harmonicas 
and some dreary female back-ups to 
accompany the onslaught of Motörhead-
esque drum charging and earth-rattling 
bass lines. For anyone not already privy 
to these maniacs, this is the perfect entry 
level record. Now if you’ll excuse me, 
I’m off to dig out my copy of Fucked 

 to further reacquaint myself with 
my very own “burning spirit” within. 
–Juan Espinosa (Prank) 

FOUR SLICKS, THE: LP
Four reasons why i love the Four Slicks: 

garden variety rock’n’roll, but, very 

thru the Purple Onion and/or Estrus-
o-Scopic two-color prism of the early 

guitarist Jon Von was a part)). THEY 
HAVE FOUND THE FORMULA, 
AND THE FORMULA IS GOOD. Nine 
of the album’s thirteen songs’ lengths are 
within eighteen seconds of each other 

like the Ramones or Head, they are not 



afraid to beat the listener over the head 
with umpteen variants on a single theme, 
and I appreciate this. Two, like expert 
Rock Plunderers such as the Polecats or 
Swingin’ Neckbreakers, the band’s ability 
to stockpile obscure covers matching 
their style ensures a wealth of top-notch 
material, with little to no negative impact 

product ((I mean, let’s face it: When’s 
the last time you heard anybody say 
“Heavens, no—not another Bracey 
Everett cover!”)). This album contains 
all of three originals ((written, on an 

Jon Von’s guitar playing is awesome, 
because he plays how i imagine i would 
play if i actually tried to play guitar in 
a band and practice and stuff: Bang on 
suspended chords for a minute, play a 

bang on suspended chords for another 
twenty seconds, the end. I’ve never really 
found anything else about playing guitar 
to be any fun whatsoever ((okay, except 
for pickslides. I’d do more pickslides. I 
cannot lie)). Four, you can download this 
album from the band for any price you 
want to pay, up to and including zero. If 
you need more than those four reasons, 
you are an oaf and a cad and likely cannot 
drive stick. Good day, sir. I SAID GOOD 
DAY! BEST SONG: “Hey Little Girl.” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Baby Come 
On.” FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Both copies of this album that I 
own are signed “Cheers! Jon” on the 
back of the shrink wrap. –Rev. Nørb 
(Slick, music.fourslicks.com)

FREEZING HANDS: 
Self-titled: Cassette
It’s funny how close punk rock gets to 
the original version of rock’n’roll. In 
the modern era, the distinction becomes 
almost non-existent. Bands that mimic 
the original sounds become punk by 
recording it to match the production of 

wave psych rock bands. The result of 
this concoction may be familiar to you, 
as it lands pretty close to bands like 
Lenguas Largas and the Treasure Fleet. 
Features members of the Knockout 
Pills, or so I’m told. –Bryan Static 
(Burger, burgerrecords.org)

GARDEN CITY REFUGEE: 
When Language Runs Dry…: CD
This one man band out of Oregon 
specializes in disillusioned, acoustic 
folk punk. With a voice a shade 
lighter than Nick Cave, he laments 
over lost girls and big business 
oppression, spewing words as fast as 
the disclaimer of any pharmaceutical 
commercial. While I think what he’s 
got to say is worthy of listening to, 
I can’t help but wish the tracks had 
more cadence. One of my gripes 
with acoustic stuff is that without a 
huge rhythm section, the singer has 

sounds like a stream of words with 

the background. Just my opinion. 
Your mileage may vary. –Kristen K. 
(Self-released, gardencityrefugee@
gmail.com)

GARY WRONG: “Mayhem Troopers” 
b/w “Heroin Beach”: 7”
There’s something in the water down 
south, and these cats from Alabama have 
sure been drinkin’ it. Ex-Wizzard Sleeve 
(if that means a shit to you), drugged-
up kids on the Hozac tip. I dunno man, 
imagine if all those obscure Killed By 

and Hawkwind and a handful of PCP. 
It’s drug music, dangerous music, music 
to kill or be killed by. It’s punk music. 
Dig in freaks, this one is worth the 
admin price. In case you have any idea 
what I’m talking about, one of the two 
songs is a Cortex cover, twisted synth 
psych. This shit is fucked up. –Tim 
Brooks (Bat Shit)

GEHENNA: 
in Tenebris: LP + 7” EP
Most metal-tinged hardcore—or 
hardcore-tinged metal, whatever—
does fuckall for me. Too often it’s too 
pretentious, too quasi-macho, or too 
boneheaded for me to spend more than a 
few minutes paying attention. Gehenna’s 

of those exceptions for me, something 
that shits all over both worlds and ends 
up its own feral beast. From the opening 

of “One Way to Die” eleven tracks later, 
Negotium… is an unrelenting shower of 
caustic slivers of rage set to tempos that 
rival DRI in their pre-Crossover prime. 
Yes, the metal is there, but instead of 
an endless barrage of chugga-chugga-
guitarsolo-chugga-chugga, it blackens 
the core of what would otherwise 

be another exercise in speed, adding 
seething virulence and heft instead of 
wankery. This time around they’ve 
included their version of DRI’s “Yes 
Ma’am,” an outtake from the session 
previously available as a limited edition 

to three hundred copies that contains a 
couple o’ comp tracks and an alternate 
version of “Bite It.” If you missed it the 

you get it while the gettin’s good. 

GET HIGH: Demos: LP
Get High is one of my favorite hardcore 
bands ever. Hands down. The self-titled 
LP on Big Wheel Recreation/Espo 
is one of the most original, inventive 

and, on a personal note, quite possibly 
the
playing/writing, be it for Crusades, Last 
Communion, whatever. It is a unique, 
somewhat challenging record that is 
something of a sore thumb amongst 
its Massachusetts peers of the era 
(Converge, Cave In, Barrit, etc). Now, 

demo (recorded two years before the 
debut LP) is their strongest material. I’m 
personally inclined to disagree, but no 
doubt that the demo (which comprises 
the A-side of this record) was fantastic 
as well. These songs are somewhere 
between vocalist Kevin Rheault’s 
previous band Dive (also incredible) 
and Get High’s full lengths, so a bit 
more “hardcore” and a bit less dynamic, 



handful of tracks from Get High’s two 
LP sessions, and while I think they were 
rightfully cut from the full lengths, it’s 
still strong material from a band that 
wasn’t afraid to expand on the hardcore 
formula. Essential listening. –Dave 
Williams (Painkiller)

GINO AND THE GOONS: Self-titled: LP
My favorite impulse buy since the last 
time I loved a record I bought on pure 
impulse. Seven Budget Rock-dumb 
style Ramones-y numbers (plus one 
Ramones cover). You can tell that 
these guys actually know how to play 
their instruments but are dumbing it 
down for the fun of it. Do yourself a 
favor and play “Repeat It” on repeat. 
–Sal Lucci (SunWray)

GOD’S AMERICA: Our Bones 
Will Bleach in the Sun: 7” EP

HEAVY CREAM: Super Treatment: LP
If Ty Segall hasn’t already invented 
it, he should invent the “Ty Segall 
Effects Pedal.” If you’re familiar with 
Segall, you know what I mean. 
Treatment, produced by Segall, is a 
sonic departure from Heavy Cream’s 

debut LP Danny, but not in a bad way. 
Still retains a skuzzy Nashville aesthetic 

Heavy Cream live in a few years so I 
don’t know if they sustain the Segall-
esque sound on stage. I hope their 

new drummer keeps up that Ramones 
beat—I like the new, punchier Heavy 

HOMOSTUPIDS: 
New York Jammin’: 7” EP
Homostupids are one of them bands 
I’d only known by name up to this 
point. Based on the raw sonic quality, 
I’m guessing the three tracks here are 
recorded live. The band sounds like a 
seasoned backline laying the foundation 
while the guitarist adds spoonfuls of 
coffee grounds to the Jell-o—short, 
choppy, sloppy, and a wee bit arty 
without being too pretentious. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (HoZac, hozacrecords.com)

HOT WATER MUSIC:
Live in Chicago:  2xCD / 3xLP
Culled from their two sold-out 
Chicago performances during their 
second reformation, this package 
contains two CDs and one DVD that 
demonstrate the band hadn’t lost any 
power during the preceding hiatus, 
break, or whatever you want to call it. 
The material contained is pretty career 
spanning, though perhaps favoring the 
output from their later years a little 
too much for my taste. Longtime fans 

though the band sounds a little ragged 
and loose in comparison to the superior 
Live at the Hardback
Everything that made HWM so great 

tautly snaking around each other, 
heartfelt songcraft, and passionate 
delivery—are all in evidence here and 

really serves to remind me what an 
awesome band they were. It was easy 
to forget what amazing musicians 
bassist Jason Black and drummer 
George Rebelo are, but these discs 
reminded me very quickly. So, while 
I would be hesitant to call this set 
essential, it serves as a nice snapshot 
of the band up to that period. In that 
context, there is plenty to like on this 
release. –Garrett Barnwell (No Idea) 

I WANT TO KILL EVERY HUMAN:
Newfoundland: Cassette

noise. Christ, if this is to be considered 
music (I hope not), I might as well record 

–The Lord Kveldulfr (Bill Murray Tapes, 
BillMurrayTapes@gmail.com)

ILSA: The Maggots Are Hungry: 12”
Ilsa could very well be the heaviest band 
on the planet right now (perhaps SSOS 
would give them a run for their money). 

their self-released debut recordings that 
I believe were only ever available on 
CD. Remixed and remastered for vinyl, 
this is Ilsa at its most raw and most 
primitive. That’s not to suggest that 
these tracks don’t show the promise of 
the absolutely crushing Intoxicantations
LP, or even the vicious debut LP, Tutti 
Il Colori Del Buio (with which this 

to their more recent material (which 
is, in my opinion, some of the most 
exquisitely executed dark hardcore/

metal of the past many years) this sounds 

the output of most of their peers, and 
The Maggots Are Hungry serves as an 
incredibly impressive glimpse at the 
disgusting heaviness to come. –Dave 

INSTIGATION, THE: Demo: Cassette
Tokyo hardcore punk with vacuum 
cleaner blast vocals. The red accents on 
the cover and touches of super-catchy 
rock’n’roll show a strong sense of 
style that doesn’t override the impact 
of the music. Looking forward to 
hearing more. –Chris Terry (Yakuzzi, 
spasticfantastic.de) 

INSTIGATION, THE: Self-titled: EP
Hmmm... Musically, this is some pretty 
damn good punk rock. The tempos are 
fast and wound up. The vocal delivery is 
urgent and passionate as hell. The lyrics 
can be dicey, though. “Foreign Moron” 
complains about tourists coming around 
acting like assholes—but there’s a 
bit of a localism mentality that is off-
putting. “Crack Baby,” comes across as 
confused and impotent anger detailing 
dislike for a woman, “who don’t know 
shit but she’s out for fame,” and how 
she “needs a man or she’ll die, on her 
own she can’t survive.” How any of this 
makes her a “crack baby,” I have no 
idea. It makes me wonder if the person 
who penned this song had their heart 
broken by some girl, so this is their way 
of getting revenge. Then the other two 
songs, “Brainwashed” and “Misery 



Guts,” are less cringe inducing. They 
also do a cover of Black Flag’s “White 
Minority.” Ignore the lyrics, and you 
have a good record, I suppose. –M.Avrg 
(theinstigation@gmail.com)

INSURGENCE, THE: Elimi-Nation: CD
When I reviewed this Seattle band’s 
Lost
some of the bands on Hostage Records 
in Orange County. I’m not hearing 
that so much on this disc. Nope, on 
this one The Insurgence is embracing 

and hardcore heritage. I am hearing a 
lot of Poison Idea, The Accüsed, and 

and we’re not talking blatant rip off 
stuff here either. It more like The 
Insurgence are getting to a point where 
they can stand alongside those giants 
and hold their own. If you dig any of 
the bands I mentioned, you should be 
getting on board with The Insurgence. 
– Ty Stranglehold (Innerstrength, 
inrstrrecs@yahoo.com)

KILL YOU DEAD / THE DIMARCOS: 
Split: 7” EP
Kill You Dead: One poppy ditty and 
one noisier, dissonant bit o’ hardcore. 
DiMarcos: Vaguely poppy, gallop-
tempo hardcore. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Bigger Boat)

LAKE FOREST: Cassette 
Twenty minutes of shimmering, tactile 
guitar noise glaciers, waves, and 
clouds. If you don’t space out during 

My Bloody Valentine records, you 
want this. The tape came wound to 
the blank side and I was like, “Furious 

over and was like, “Ahh, nice.” –Chris 
Terry (Cherish) 

LEECHES: Rott: 7”
This is the sound of hanging from a 

There’s screaming. All of the energy 
falls into the canyon below and then 
echoes everywhere. The sound is so 
intense it’s likely to crumble everything 
down. –MP Johnson (Bridge Sounds)

LEFT FOR DEAD:
Devoid of Everything: LP
Seems like every fucker is on the 
reissue/reform train right now—before 
we know it bands who broke up last 
week will reform this week. Left For 
Dead were a band from Ontario, Canada 
who pumped out a few discs in the late 

of a sound that has really stood the 
test of time. Taking cues from Clevo 
hammerheads Integrity and bands like 
No Comment or Spazz, they brought 

fucking throttled you. While most of 

concerned, I really got into some of 
the Canuck knuckle-draggers like these 
cats, Chokehold, and Haymaker (no 
surprise LFD had members of both). 
This disc is a worthy purchase as it holds 

tidy place, but also has a full remastered 
overhaul from the original tapes that 

makes all the tracks sound like a fucking 
steamroller. If you didn’t know this shit 

could slide them in as new band and 
no fucker would be any the wiser. I’m 
stoked as a motherfucker on this reissue. 
Wonder what the reformation gigs were 
like? The line-up looked insane with 
bands like Despise You and Lack Of 

LESS THAN JAKE: Greetings & 
Salutations from Less Than Jake: CD
Man, I used to be such a LTJ nerd. 
That is why it really pains me to say 
that this—Less than Jake’s ninth full-

the same wheels they have on the past 
few releases. Don’t get me wrong; 
this is a well-crafted pop punk disc 
that any band of this genre would be 

bit too derivative of their past releases 
for my taste. I suspect that if this was 

anything that sticks out to longtime 
fans to warrant many repeated listens. 
–Garrett Barnwell (Fat)

LEXICON DEVILS: Self-titled: 7”
Nicely done Hostage Records-style 
punk via Italy. Four frenetic, uptempo 
scorchers, consisting of equal parts 

records like this because they manage 
to sound both timeless and resoundingly 
new—a band working from a well-loved 
and respected template without copying 
the blueprints. They’re not reinventing 

garbage at it and asking it for cigarettes. 
The cover illustration features some 
poor guy trying to climb his way out of 

LHS / ROUND EYE:  Split: CD
LHS, AKA Libyan Hit Squad come 
out of their corner swinging on this 
aural curiosity. Playing a blend of thick, 

me at times of a blend of James Plotkin’s 
pre-Khanate band Old and, oddly 
enough, the Big Boys with maybe a 
sprinkle of the Minutemen on top. Greg 
Ginn is featured on the title track, which 
seemed rather random until I heard it. 
His playing is actually right at home 
on the disc. Perhaps even more curious 
are the tracks from Round Eye. These 

and prominently feature a saxophone, 
which generally isn’t a good sign of 
punk things to come in my book. I was 

the place enough to make it work. All 
in all, this is a real cool split. Probably 
my biggest complaint is the label on the 
cover that mars the otherwise awesome 
cover art. Pointing out that Greg Ginn 

of cheap. Truth be told, both bands are 
strong enough to stand on their own 
without that sort of marketing. –Garrett 
Barnwell (Ripping)

LOUGHTON: Live at 
Back to Basics 2011: Cassette
Five songs “accidently recorded” at 
a show. It’s full of sound drops and 



if it was recorded through someone’s 
pocket, which it probably was. The 
crowd seems to like them, for what 
that’s worth. But don’t ask me how I 
feel about Loughton because I can’t 
hear them on this recording. –Craven 
(Self-released) 

LOW CULTURE: Screens: LP
Another Marked Men (and Shang-A-

danged corker of a release. Great riffs, 
great vocal lines, great goddamned 
garage-tinged punk/pop tuneage—at 

these cats are rackin’ up. We’re a scant 
few months into the year, but I’m 

top ten lists. I can tell you with absolute 
certainty that this schlub will be wearin’ 
this slab o’ wax down to the nub in short 
order. –Jimmy Alvarado (Dirtnap)

LOW DÉRIVE: Do•Make•Walk•Sing: 
Cassette
Wow. These Italian guys put out a 
cassette in a limited edition of seventy 
copies and the album—all dozen 

catchy pop punk akin to Direct Hit or 
Challenges. And the tape even features 
a hidden track. My respect grows, 

MARTHA: Self-titled: CD 
I LOVE THIS EP MORE THAN 
MY PARENTS. OH MY GOD. IT’S 
POWERPOP AND PERFECT AND I’M 

GOING TO DANCE TO THIS UNTIL 
I VOMIT. If this is what happens when 
Nathan and Daniel of ONSIND get two 
more talented musicians and play as a 
full band, then I’m shipping them every 
talented musician I encounter. Which 

Ramone (Discount Horse, marthadiy@
gmail.com, marthadiy.bandcamp.com)

MASKED INTRUDER: Self-titled: CD
Did the “Teenage Dirtbag” band change 
their name to Masked Intruder?! The 
Wisconsin-based foursome seem to 
have worn out their copy of “Pop Punk 

comes complete with a gimmick (multi-
coloured balaclavas), a heavy Chixdiggit 

There’s pop punk and then there’s ,
which is the category Masked Intruder 
falls under. The music on the album is 
harmless and completely inoffensive, 
but if this is even remotely punk rock, 
then I’m Monica Bellucci (spoiler: 
I’m not Monica Bellucci). Hearing the 

puberty voice singing about how he’s 
got a knife and wants your money on 

want to pat the cute little guy on his head. 
“Don’t worry, son—you’ll get your ten 
dollar allowance tomorrow!” For all you 
grown punkers with spawns, your kids 
will probably like this music, and it’s 
not the kind of pop punk that’s so bad 
that it makes you want to break out your 
gat at the neighborhood Hot Topic. The 
songs are saccharine, shallow, and way 

too produced, but they’re also catchy as 
hell. You’ll hate yourself tomorrow when 

nightmares you’re a sweet, sweet dream 
/ Just about the prettiest thing that I’ve 
ever seen.” Trust me. –Rishbha (Fat)

MATTHEW HART: 

Ever” b/w “Topanga Days”: 7”
Being a human being and simultaneously 
being an honest record reviewer is a 
tough gig. Words have consequences 
when backed by real life, right? I tell 
people I know, “Please don’t give me 
your record if you don’t want my honest 
opinion.” Because if I lie, I’m lying 
to myself. I’m lying to them. Thirdly, 
I’m lying to you, who’s reading this 
review. That sucks. The other side of 
the see-saw is the word “criticism.” It’s 
not code for being an unholy asshole 
and hiding behind the veil of “no 
consequence will happen if I tear this 
record a new one.” Couple that with 
the fact that I truly don’t want to see my 
friends fail at life, and perhaps you can 
appreciate a little bit of the big ball of 
kitty cat yarn this becomes. It’s far from 
abstract. So, yeah, Matt’s my friend. 
We laugh our asses off and do stupid 
shit together. I’d heard versions of these 
songs on a longer demo CD. Big ups 
go to Andrew Schubert of Ghostbot for 
not only selecting the best, least future-
embarrassing songs (like the weed 
one), but capturing the light/serious, 
poetic/unpretentious, thinking-hard/
not-thinking-at-all-are-you-a-fucking-
keener? duality of these three songs and 

Matt’s personality. For those of you who 
want all grindcore all the time, you’ll be 
fuckin’ disappointed. Patch soiled. If 
you want unembarrassing catchy songs 
that are punk-saturated in the cloth and 
fronted by an acoustic guitar—bronze, 
silver, and gold versions of this record 
are waiting for you. There’s absolutely 
no way I would have paid for the box 

I’ve got important Chinese food to eat. 
Insert compelling ad copy here. –Todd 
(Ghostbot)

MAX LOAD: Self-titled: LP / CD / DVD

load of Max Load—KBD-era art-
punks from the Illinois part of the St. 

possibly be collected together in one 
place without adversely fucking up 
Earth’s gravitational pull or something. 
While the band’s original “X-Rod” 

complimentary piece on compilations 
of its era, i couldn’t really call it a 
“classic” in good faith, which kinda 
calls the gravitas surrounding the 
additional twenty-two demo cuts which 
round out this package into question. I 
mean, it’s interesting enough—in an 
“Unnatural Axe buys a keyboard and 
gets really, really into it” kinda way, 
crossed with a second side of those 
Rodney on the ROQ albums kinda 
way, occasionally almost crossed with 

way—but i see this more as a historical 
courtesy than a Rock Imperative. That 



said, “Va-Va-Va-Vicky” reminds me 
more of “B-A-R-B-R-A Barbra” than it 
does “L’L’L’Lucy,” so i think we’re all 
all right, as Robin Zander once opined. 
BEST SONG: “You’re a Blur.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Rapidly Expanding 
Universe.” FANTASTIC AMAZING 

Rock Orthodoxy, the record cover 
depicts a number of horizontally-
striped-shirt-wearing band members, 
although the cover is composed of 
individual photos which may not have 
been taken at the same time. –Rev. 
Nørb (BDR, RerunRecordsSTL.com)

MEAT WAVE: Self-titled: Cassette
Okay, I’m about so say some crazy 
things, so let’s set this straight: This 
is the best piece of music I reviewed 
this month. It reminds me as much 
of Nirvana as it does the Red Dons. I 
tried to tell a friend it hits somewhere 
between The Marked Men and Shellac. 
The music ranges from chaotic to 
straight-forward punk melodies. It hits 
a weird spot, one where the formula of 
rock’n’roll sort of spirals out of control 
and the connections between itself 
and other music becomes confusing. 
Original, interesting, and endlessly 
comparable, yet still unique. Oh, 
here’s another one: The Brokedowns 
meets Les Savy Fav. Okay, I’m 
done. –Bryan Static (Let’s Pretend, 
letspretendrecords.com)

MIDAS FALL: Wilderness: CD
Sarah McLaughlin on an ambien(t) 
trip. –Jimmy Alvarado (Monotreme)

MODERN ACTION / 
SWINGIN’ UTTERS: Split: 7”
I can’t say enough good things about 
Modern Action (both the band and 
the label). First as a band: They 
continue with that super catchy, punk 
rockin’, bouncing up and down thing 
(street pop?) that they started with 
The Bodies, and add to it. You feel 
the songs. My only complaint is the 
infrequency that new stuff comes out 
(although compared to The Bodies, 

only putting out stuff by bands I know 
and love (Smogtown, The Bodies, 
The Briefs) but have introduced me to 
some of my new favorites over the last 
couple of years (Neighborhood Brats, 

with stalwarts Swingin’ Utters. While I 
have always appreciated the Utters, I’ve 
never really gone crazy for them like a 
lot of my friends do. Upon hearing the 
song on this split, I may have to rethink 
that. It’s a great tune. It sticks in my 
head (actually both band’s songs on 

–Ty Stranglehold (Modern Action)

MODERN DAY RIPPERS: 
Rip it Up in a Modern Way: CD

like “I Believe in Pills,” “Abortion 
(I’m An)” and “I Want Your Hole” 
performed by folks named Richard 
Bastard, Chris Shitface, and Germ. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Sexy Baby)

MOIRA SCAR: Scarred for Life: CD
Performing in what they describe as 
“homemade shaman masks,” this trio 
out of San Francisco sways from doom 
to electro punk. Some may dismiss this 

but for those that stick it out will hear 
Nina Hagen’s endearingly screechy antics 
in “Miss Funcktion” and the verbosely 
titled, “Magician’s Rant///Ossuery 
Querry///Spilt Potion.” Changing it 

stars with the aptly named “Space Time 
Resonators,” with Man or Astro-Man? 
keys. The title track is a disorienting 
house of horrors, falling back on operatic 

an execution which turns disturbingly 
maudlin. “Telepathos,” probably the most 
accessible track, ties in early Siouxsie 
Sioux banshee cries stretched over synth 
pop keys. High on the creep out factor, 

–Kristen K. (Resipiscent)

NAZI GOLD: A Message of Love: LP
From what I’ve been able to gather, 
this is the debut long player from 
an Austin-based band comprised of 
members of Fleshlights, Dead Space, 
and Swans. My experience with Swans 
is limited to their early material, and I 
know fuckall about the other two, but 
what’s goin’ on here is on the indie/
post-punk tip, with the dissonance 
reined in a bit to showcase a bit more 

Nice bit o’ work. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Super Secret)

NIGHT BIRDS: 
Maimed for the Masses: 7”
Night Birds have got to be one of the best 
bands going right now. I haven’t found 
anyone who doesn’t like them yet. Their 
debut LP The Other Side of Darkness

here. Now they’re back with some new 
tunes and a new guitarist. It has to be a 
bit stressful to come back after replacing 
a key member of the band. Will the songs 
change? How about the style? I’m not 
sure if these things went through the 
heads of the remaining Night Birds, but 
I’m happy to say that they needn’t worry 
about it. New guitarist PJ is up to the 
task and adds a new element to the songs 
while distinctly sounding like Night 
Birds. They cover a wide range of topics 
on the record (pro wrestler Mick Foley, 
medication, auto-erotic asphyxiation) 
and it closes out with the instrumental 
“Boat Trash.” It is obvious that with time 
the comparisons that follow the band are 

Night Birds. That’s fucking awesome! 
–Ty Stranglehold (Fat)

NIGHTMARE BOYZZZ / 
YOUNGER SIBLINGS: Split: 7”
My pal George and I were lucky enough 
to catch the Nightmare Boyzzz for the 

gig with Los Vigilantes at a warehouse 
show out in the South Bay here in Los 
Angeles. Motherfucker! I know our 
own Todd here at HQ had reviewed 
something they did not too long ago, but 
why the hell haven’t I ever checked this 
band out the last two years they’ve been 



at it?! Without a doubt, thee best band 
happening out of Alabama as we speak 
(Muscle Shoals, to be exact). Imagine if 
Radio Birdman and The Marked Men 
had bastard children that were raised by 
The Beach Boys, and instead of sending 
the little heathens off to summer camp, 
The Beach Boys would ship them off 
to their Uncle Johnny, Joey, Dee Dee, 
and Tommy’s house for the summer. 
Well, those same little heathens have 
grown up and are now the Nightmare 
Boyzzz. My favorite 
You big fuckin’ dummy!” band of the 

highly enough. Oh, that other band on 
the split? The folks at Fat Sandwich 
really should’ve tossed those two 
throwaway tracks so the Nightmare 

“My Body Breaks Down” and “Devil 
III.” Nab this and anything else the 

–Designated Dale (Fat Sandwich, 
fatsandwichrecords.com)

OBNOX: 
8-Cut 12” Maxi Single
Lamont “Bim” Thomas has been in 
two powerhouse bands, from the duo 
Bassholes with Don Howland (the 
song “Daughter” still stops me 
cold), to the peace-through-superior-

In Black History. All bands are very 
worth seeking out in both past and 
present tense. Obnox is Lamont front 
and center on vocals and drums. This 
EP matches Lamont with different hip-
hop folks providing the beats, rhymes, 

and production. I mean, fuck, how 
many examples do you need of a guy 
who gets it right musically so often? 
Great songs crush the empty boxes of 

hollow rattle of a spent cartridge of 
something merely shiny or a loaded 
chamber racked when the purist police 
and big industry come knockin’ your 
front door down? Lamont’s been 
cleaning his weapons, smoking weed, 
got his Arts and Sciences degree. His 
answer’s written on the door, plain and 

ODDCZAR: One Word: LP
Noisy, emo-tinged hardcore fulla 
screamin’ and hurt feelin’s. Blech. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Bitter Melody, 
bittermelodyrecords.com)
   
OPEN SEX, THEE: Self-titled: Cassette
Meandering between psychedelic and 

makes me want to crack open a beer or 
smoke some weed. These are sweaty, 
sunshiny summertime tunes with 
Miss Mess on vocals, sounding like 
Grace Slick meets Kathleen Hanna 

from orgasmic to indifferent, while 
prog rock chords ebb, crest, and crash. 
“Gimme Away” veers into garage with 

while “Light of Love” and “Live Dead” 
show off their musical chops. The latter 
is an epic, six-and-a-half minutes of 
scat singing, rife with “oohs and ah 
ahs” that gently escalates to what I can 

only imagine must resemble a religious 
rapture if seen live. Not your typical 
debut, this is well crafted rock’n’roll at 

Velvet Underground. Recommended. 
–Kristen K. (Let’s Pretend)

PERSPEX FLESH: Self-titled: 7” EP
An interesting take on hardcore here. 
The couple o’ tunes that rev up the 
tempos are good, but the real gems 
come to light when they slow down. 
Things take on a hue of anguished 
fury that recalls both the intensity of 

and the brute simplicity of Midwestern 
hardcore. Best of all, when the last of 
the four tunes here winds down, you’re 
left with that aching feeling that what 
was given you was nothing more than 

you are worthy of another sampling. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Video Disease, 

PLIMPTONS, THE: The Life and Death 
CD

After existing for approximately thirteen 
years, Scottish band The Plimptons are 
disbanding and The Life and Death of 

 serves as their swan song, 

minutes and almost all of them are 
overwhelming in their annoyance. I 
haven’t been forced to skip past so many 
tracks on a CD in a long time. It’s either 
the weird organ that sounds like it is from 
a circus or the vocals that kept reminding 
me of comedian/talk show host Craig 

Ferguson, but either way, I couldn’t 
handle this. Although Nardwuar is a fan 
of the band, I can’t in good conscience 
recommend it. They may have a cult 
following, but I’m not drinking the 
Kool Aid. –Kurt Morris (Self-released, 
theplimptons.bandcamp.com)

PURITY CONTROL: Adjusting: 7”EP
Throwing out the Infest card is too 

fucked with that, make no mistake. 
Another good vantage point would 
be Left For Dead, which is timely, as 
their LP is reissued and reviewed in the 
issue somewhere. Unforgiving blasting 
hardcore, which may have me reaching 

to the neck and face. Six depressive 
blasts of intense hardcore that barely 
gives you enough time to take a breath. 

sleep. –Tim Brooks (Purity Control, 
puritycontrol.bigcartel.com)

RACCOON: Demo II: Cassette 
One of the enduring passages from my 
history of reading zines is by one of 
the guys from (if memory serves well) 
Go Metric who said in a Punk Planet
interview, that they sold the demos 
they got to review as Richard Hell live 
bootlegs. It was a perfectly indirect and 
perhaps unintentional summing up of the 

of a few pretentious rock writers can add 
value to or take away from as they please. 



stoked to order a Richard Hell And The 
Voidoids live tape along with the seminal 
Bad Brains tape from ROIR Records. 
Expecting to hear “Love Comes in 
Spurts” the same way I heard it on 

 and “Blank Generation” 
the same way I’d heard it on a Time/Life 
punk and new wave compilation, what I 
got was a shit recording of a shit show 
that had no business being released. I 
didn’t become a fan of Richard Hell until 
years later when I found a best-of tape in 
a cut-out bin. I think of that quote when 
I listen to Raccoon’s demo. It’s kind of 
slop, nowhere near the genius of Richard 
Hell’s larger work, but far better than 

probably the exact sort of demo the guy 
from Go Metric was thinking of when 
he made that quip. I’m not sure where 
I’m going with all of this, but this tape 
is pretty rockin’. –Craven Rock (Self-

RAW NERVE:  7”
How pretentious could this review 
be? “Raw Nerve’s swan song, four 
songs of intense disgust for everything: 
for their culture, their scene, and 
themselves. Layers of feedback and 
noise interspersed with raging moments 
of hate before curling back into a ball 
to quietly seethe.” Does that sound like 
something I would write? Yeah, kinda. 
But what is this record, really? It’s hard 
to write about Raw Nerve because I can’t 
really think of very many bands in the 
last ten years that have been so divisive 
in a matter of simple aesthetics. It took, 
I believe, a fair amount of audacity for 

them to not only continue forging a 
style that so many viewed as obtuse or 
pretentious, but to hone it. They made 
it their own. This record is not a rager 
like Midnight, but there is somehow 

state of the band as people at the time, 
trying like hell to hold onto what they 
had made for each other. The lyrics on 
this recording are the best the band had 
written, as Ralph’s style of writing bleak, 

into something cohesive and pointed 
instead of vague and distracting. Raw 
Nerve were not the greatest hardcore 

the same spot at the same time, and in 

songs. –Ian Wise (Youth Attack)

RED DELICIOUS: 
by Red Delicious: Cassette

New York-based trio. What struck 

followed by the general consistency 
of the tracks. Not a dud in sight. The 

Clash’s “Spanish Bombs” as played 
by LaSalle, which might sound odd at 

don’t veer very far from this template 
but probably don’t need to. They rely 
on the strength of the material as well 
as the honey-sweet stylings of dual 
vocalists Jamie and Eric. All in all, 
this cassette is a pretty tasty debut 
from Red Delicious (sorry, I couldn’t 
resist) and I look forward to hearing 

what comes next from these guys. 
–Garrett Barnwell (One Percent Press, 
onepercentpress.com)

RED HEX: Shoulda Known: 7” 

here. There’s some muscle behind the 
tunes these Tacoma kids are offering 
up, not quite punk, not quite grunge, 
not quite garage, yet a little of all the 
above. Good stuff. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(Negative Fun, negativefun.com) 

REJECTION FETISH: 
Embrace the Whorror: CD
Racine, WI’s loudest band returns 
with their second platter. Full-throttle 
punk with a touch of metal to keep it 
interesting. Solid playing all around, cool 
vocals, and excellent songs make this 
one a keeper. “Five Bullets” and “Circus 
Punk” were a pair of my favorites. But 
if you like it ragin’ full on, then you will 
dig Whorror
this up post haste. –Sean Koepenick 

RESONARS, THE: 
Crummy Desert Sound: LP
Matt Rendon’s a time-traveling wizard 
miner with eight arms (or how ever 
many it takes to play all the instruments 
on this record). It’s bittersweet. I sure as 
fuck love the Resonars. Crummy Desert 
Sound

DIY contemporary Tucson. Think of the 
rocket vapor over saguaros of Lenguas 

his sound. Chicago’s Treasure Fleet also 

instantly comes to mind, which is pretty 
awesome. And I know I’m in the tiny 
minority when I say that I wait around 
in the back alleys of musical acceptance, 
hoping to hear a band that translates The 

but fuck it. I am. Play this for your mom 
and dad (or are we at grandpa/grandma 
time? Decades, they pass fast.) and say 
it’s a long-lost pre-mastered Zombies or 
Animals record. Give them time to chew 

the root of it, most of those records of the 

and pressed into a disc, after they were 
fully digested through the intestinal tracts 
of the recording industry, they lost some 
of the raw grit and electrical zap of the 
live performances. Resonars gives you 
both: the glittering of found gold and 

of digging in an isolated mine from a 
sealed-off time. Fuckin’ miner wizard. 
–Todd (Burger)

RIVAL MOB: Mob Justice: LP
There are some people in this little world 

fucking creators of sounds. Take Jeff 
and Mark from the Marked Men, for 
example. They can craft something that 
you and I could never do, over and over 
again. In Boston there’s a small group 
of dudes who pretty much dominate 
the hardcore scene in bands like Boston 

Magic Circle, Battle Ruins, Free Spirit, 
and all come together in the Rival Mob. 
I’ve heard plenty of bleating about how 
their stuff goes for outrageous sums on 



eBay. Waa fuckin’ waaa. It’s supply and 
demand, fuckers. This band brings the 
truth and all kinds of nerds are feeling 
it, from the yoked-out windmill kids 
to the sketchy skins. This ain’t no trip 
to the library, this is well-crafted fuck 
you mosh music. Taking cues from SS 
Decontrol, Warzone, and even U.K. oi, 
this band brought the hammer on their 

on the legendary Revelation Records 
(who, in all fairness, haven’t released a 
record this good since their heyday in the 

stomping you the fuck out. This is the 

Sure, I’ve called it. Mob rules all. –Tim 
Brooks (Revelation)

ROCKERS, THE: Self-titled: 7”
This re-release of their only recordings 
has been long sought after and is highly 
prized by collectors. It’s been remastered 
and put out at a price us commoners 
can afford. These four tracks of British 

harkens back to that era with a nod to the 
Beatles. Three of the four songs really 
stood out. The last song, “Comeback” 
is slower paced and not as immediate 
as the other three. Really tight playing 
and with an obvious love for the era, 
this was a really cool re-release that is 
worth seeking out. –Rick Ecker (Cheap 
Rewards, cheaprewards.net)

ROUGH KIDS: The State I’m In: LP
With all the “hardcore” talk surrounding 
this band, I was expecting some 
crazed, thrashy stuff akin to Negative 

Approach or Septic Death. This ain’t 
that kinda dance, though. They’re 

term—less emphasis on hyper-speed 
tempos and more on catchy, thuddy 
brilliance. The band is tight as fuckin’ 
nails here, seamlessly working each 

shimmers with bits of the thug-pop 
glory days of bands like Der Stab, 
Social Task, Convicted, and the Cheifs, 
delivering the goods with both enough 
heft to facilitate the inevitable circle of 
sweaty boys proving their masculinity, 
and with enough pop sense layered 
in that this could’ve been released on 
Dirtnap and no one would’ve blinked 
an eye. Sum this whole thing up into 
a single word? Fan-fucking-tastic. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Sorry State)

RUBRICS: Apathy Makes This an I
nstitution: Cassette 
This release from a three piece out of 
South Carolina is 

for Get Better Records tacked on and 
minus a few quick sound bites. Ninety 
percent of this release marches on with 
their DIY hardcore thrash, while “This 
Music Is My Life” and “Violators Will 
Be Prosecuted” swerves into melodic 

Kerri, the female vocalist/bass player 
takes over in “Never Grow Up” and 
can be heard in gang choruses, lending 
texture to the otherwise burly vocals. 
The extra cuts are do-overs from label 
mates The Ergs!, Pinhead Gunpowder, 

Noah Eagle, Kimya Dawson, and Super 
Famicon. Highlights being Famicon’s 
folk metal “Throw Like a Girl,” which 
they turn into a boiling bucket of sweat. 
Recommended. –Kristen K. (Get Better 
/ Let’s Pretend)

RUN FOREVER: Settling: LP
Let me preface this by saying I really, 
really liked their previous album, The 
Devil, and Death, and Me. It was an 
album dense with a feeling of loss and 
yearning, but that same sense of loss 

being down but resolutely not out, culling 
what was salvageable from tragedy. Of 
trying desperately to move on. (Hell, 
that’s what I got out of it anyway.) It’s a 
great punk album couched in solemnity 
and earnestness, and I knew it was going 
to be a tough record to surpass. And 
unfortunately, I don’t quite think Settling 

doesn’t have the same searing, knuckles-
to-the-heart quality. I’m hoping it’ll 
continue to grow on me, but that quality 

It feels, to me, like it’s simply a dark, 
dark record. Like it’s been aptly titled. 

miss that duality, you know? Still, I’m a 
sucker for Anthony Huebel’s voice, and 
the production here is solid, the songs 
are succinct (something The Devil…
had a bit of a problem with) and Settling
remains an undoubtedly solid album. I 

(Tiny Engines)

SABERTOOTH: Morning Breath: 7” EP
Poppy punk of a similar strain as 
bands like Tiltwheel and such. The 

with the requisite gravelly vocals that 
seem to be all the rage these days. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Debt Offensive, 
debtoffensiverecs.bigcartel.com)

SCENICS, THE: 
Dead Man Walks Down Bayview: CD
An old Canadian punk band gets back 
together and releases a follow-up to their 
debut album, thirty-three years later, 

with rockabilly and country. Snooze. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Dreamtower, 
dreamtowerrecords.com)

SCIENCE POLICE: 
 7”EP

I don’t blame Science Police. In the 

full of light, wafer-thin pop punk. It’s 
not their fault. Their songs are pretty 

bites of the pink frosted donut of the 
Parasites, Connie Dungs, Unlovables, 
all sprinkled with the bright colors of 
Dirt Bike Annie. There’s even a nice, 
kelpy little weave of organ coming in 
and out. They aimed at the target, made 
the band they wanted to make, and 
hit the bull’s eye with a professional 

interested. All the eighteen years 
of reviewing records that I’m so-so 

–Todd Taylor (Bloated Cat, bloatedkat.
storenvy.com)



SECTOR ZERO: “Guitar Attack”
b/w “Hiding in My Car”: 45
The a-side is a bombastic three-chord 
excoriation ((albeit not the three chords 
of which you’re initially thinking)) 
that lies somewhere on the pastrami-
splattered pavement between the Urinals 
and the Mad. The b-side starts out as 
sort of a generic Goner blues-punky 
thing, but swiftly disengages the kill 
switch ((paradoxically, to kill better)) 
and lurches into a brain-sandingly 
furious chorus. I AM ROUSED FROM 
MY TORPOR, AND AM OFF TO 
KILL MY FAMILY. You could be too! 
BEST SONG: “Hiding in My Car.” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Guitar Attack.” 
I admit i might have this backwards. 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Drums by Jay Reatard! Buy with 

 –Rev. Nørb (Goner)

SEE YOU IN HELL: Jed: 12” EP
The hardcore gods have smiled down 
on us yet again and bestowed upon our 

record from the Czech Republic’s own 
See You In Hell. No time is wasted here in 

these guys are faithfully paying homage 
to. You like Warhead? How about Gauze 
and Lip Cream? Now, combine those 
forces with the timeless d-beat onslaught 

the thrash brigade. You’d do well to step 
aside as these Czechs are charging full 
speed ahead and taking no prisoners with 
this eight-song assault. I hope these guys 
come through the West Coast sometime 

grinning from ear to ear in the front row. 
That’d be me. –Juan Espinosa (Insane 
Society, Voltage)

SETIEMBREONCE / SIN ORDEN:
Split: 7” EP
Sin Orden: One of the sad realities of the 
whitewashed nature of punk’s history 
is that a band that’s had as profound 
an impact on the genre as Los Crudos 
has will likely never get a third of the 
recognition they deserve. Sure, there 
was never a shortage of bands singing 
in Spanish or becoming involved in 
community activism and politics, but 
so many bands across the nation, the 
continent, and the planet can trace their 

drips off of Sin Orden’s three tracks here, 
from their approach, to their attack, to 
even the singer’s vocal tones. I say this 
not to take away anything from the band 
under discussion, because they more 
than handily put their own personal 
stamp on their music, but merely to note 
its presence in the hot-shit tunes they 
offer here. Setiembreonce: Starts off 
with a sliver of metal riffage, then lets 

and there and whiz by before you’ve had 
the chance to take it in. In all, good split 
here. –Jimmy Alvarado (Not Normal, 
notnormal.bigcartel.com)

SHAVED WOMEN: Self-titled: 7”

in self-loathing and confusion, and a 

For comparison’s sake, the band seems 
to be leaning most heavily towards 
Black Flag—there are a few Ginn-like 

“Adulthood,” is a longer, droning affair, 
a template really laid out by Damaged.

shit” moments, but convincing enough. 
–Keith Rosson (Shaved Women)

SHIRKS, THE: Self-titled: 12”EP

do know that there is an underlying 
“wolf” concept going on in between the 
grooves. And they have a song called 

Marked Men then you should be smart 
enough to welcome The Shirks into 
your home, too. Your ears will thank 
you. –Sean Koepenick (Grave Mistake)

SHIT STREET: Self-titled: 7” 
Shit Street may well be the punkest band 
in Helsinki, Finland. Well, to be honest 
I am pretty sure they are the only band 
I’ve ever heard from Helsinki, but they 

four mid-tempo pogo punk numbers that 
are really well played and have a great, 
raspy lead vocal. I can’t help but make 
the comparison to Canada’s hidden 
gem of punk rock, The Ripcordz. Great 
stuff! –Ty Stranglehold (Älävittukitise! 
kakkakatu@gmail.com)

SINKING SUNS: Vicious World: 7”
This is the sort of music that plays in a 
bar that you have to get to by sneaking 

barrels of toxic waste while mutant rats 

inside the bar, the bouncer punches you 

knives in their teeth and life’s failures left 
behind. –MP Johnson (Self-released)

SLIT PLASTERS, THE: 
Chasing Jet Black Muffs: 10” 
Vatican City’s most ardent boosters 
of the Pussycat font, it always seemed 
like the Slit Plasters’ packaging was 
always better than their actual music. 
Thus, it’s probably for the best that this 
record is less interesting-looking than 
its predecessors; the songs are generally 
better than what i remember on previous 

King Automatic walking his murderous 
intentions over there)). Sometimes it 
sounds like some European King Tuff 
equivalent covered in some kind of weird 
salty Italian liquorice ((the kind that’s 
spelled weird like that and is fatal in large 

like those icky bands you’d sometimes 
wind up playing a bar show with, where 
the singer wore mirror shades and had 
some kind of ironic poofy hairdo and you 

like, or what they were trying TO sound 

Eh. I wish these guys nothing but the best 

like the gays and marriage, you’re more 
than welcome to my share. BEST SONG: 
Either “The Thompsons” or “Fast Food 



Lane Is the Masterplan.” BEST SONG 
TITLE: Say what you will about “Street 
Fight Kaiser” or “I Can Squeeze My 
Own Juice,” it’s tough to beat “Oink 
Oink Oink Oink Oink.” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: Both sides 
of the label are printed with the number 

bit of technical information, upon the 
meaning of which i can only speculate. 
–Rev. Nørb (Chorizoloco)

SOMALI PIRATES: Greatest Hits: 7” EP
Gruff, straightforward punk stuff about 
workin’, the Second Amendment 
and, well, Somali Pirates. Some of 
the lyrics’ll likely cause a bit o’ head 
scratchin’ in some circles, especially 
lines like, “Stay strapped/it’s a 
dangerous world/too many non-white 
boys/too many non-white girls,” in a 
song extolling the “patriotic” virtues of 
owning a gun and using it to ward off 
the threat of thieves, New World Order, 
and FEMA camps, but I’m guessin’ 
they’re makin’ a tongue-in-cheek point 
in the same way D.I. did with “Guns.” 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Camel Clutch, 
camelclutchrecords@hotmail.com)

SPOKENEST: We M ve: 12”
At some point, you gotta take 
responsibility for yourself, your 
actions. That’s why, no matter how 
shitty someone is, punk cops and scene 

a decisive victory. In a subworld 
that touts freewill, dickheadery and 
assholeishness are always on the 
table. There will always be racists, 

misogynists, and classists in punk. 
How to rise above? How to set a moral 
and musical compass? It’s fucking up 
to you. All of it. Who you align with. 
Who you celebrate with. Frontload that 
shit. Be your own ultimate boss. Those 
standing next to you are your friends. 
Those standing next to you for a long 
time are your extended family. There 
are righteous people out there making 
honest, great, unadulterated, authentic 

Much of it is hidden, coded, protective. 
If it wasn’t, all of it would be broadcast 
and timeshared by both millionaires 
and “social entrepreneurs” alike. With 
Spokenest, I’m talking of people walking 
the walk over the broken neon dreams 
of weak-willed people with dollar signs 
wogga-wogga-wogga-ing in their eyes. 
If it doesn’t mean anything to you today, 
there’s the fucking door. We’ll celebrate 
without you. Spokenest is Daryl and 
Adrian of God Equals Genocide. They 

male/female duos. Evens. Shellshag. 
Street Eaters. They’re as much birth-
of-L.A.-punk—Dils, especially—as 
“fringe-wonderfully-becomes-center-
in-twenty-years” punk of the Big 
Boys and Minutemen. This review has 
more words than this entire record, yet 
the record has volumes more to say. 
Recommended without reservation. 
–Todd Taylor (Self-released)

SPRAY PAINT: Self-titled: CD
So I immediately decided that this band 
was awesome based on the title of the 

“How sweet! A song about my people!” 

out, but instead I found myself checking 
to make sure my windows were fully 
closed and my door was locked. Is 
there such a genre as creeper punk? 
Because I’m pretty sure this is it. This 
Spray Paint album is the Soundtrack to 
Stalking, the album you pop in when you 
ditch school early to follow the love of 
your life—who doesn’t even know you 
exist—back to his house so you know 
where to creep on him in the future. 
(Just me?) However, the genius of it is 
that it’s also the album you pop in when 
you’re running away from the crazed 
creeper who you didn’t know existed 
until now, as she follows you back home 
so she knows where to creep on you in 
the future. Spray Paint synchronizes the 
stalker and the stalkee—this is some 
multi-purpose shit right here. Although 
they sound as if they were Interpol 
coming down from a meth binge after 

appealing. Spray Paint is proper post-
punk along the lines of the A-Frames and 
the Intelligence, with the attitude of the 
Hangmen and Night Beats thrown in for 
good measure. A hearty four restraining 

SPY DEVICE: Miniaturized: LP

–Jimmy Alvarado (Minute Rock)

STACIAN: Songs for Cadets: LP
This wasn’t what I was expecting from 
the heavy metal font. It’s a one-woman 

drum machine with the occasional 
tweaked and subdued female vocal 
coming forth in the mix, echoed and 
chilling. Devoid of human emotion, it 
really comes off as eerie. It would work 
well as the soundtrack to an eighties b-

in them to symbolize a dystopian world 
of technology and squalor. And people 
being hunted by androids. Synth-pop this 
is not. It’s an alluring, yet uncomfortable, 
listen that I’m repeatedly drawn back to. 
–Craven Rock (Moniker) 

STAT DAD: Mominatrix: 7” EP
Straight-ahead, punchy punk with an 
obnoxious lyrical bent. The outcomes 
are given that much more heft, courtesy 
of a Blasting Room mastering. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Sexy Baby)

STAT DAD: Mominatrix: 7” EP
There are two great punk bands from 
Laramie, WY? Okay, they share the same 
bassist. But here Miguel Chen steps up 
to the mic and delivers. He seems upset. 
Two of the songs have “shit” in the 
title. But I’m here to tell him it’s okay. 
“You’re a Cop” and the title track really 
thrash with abandon. I’m not going to 

moonlighting gig is pretty damn sweet 
too. –Sean Koepenick (Sexy Baby)

STOPS, THE: Self-titled: EP
Easily one of the best records I’ve heard 
in the past couple years. So damn good 
it’s unreal. It’s driving and tuneful punk 



rock from out of Portland with a lot 
of soul. From the beginning of “Wait 
for Today,” you hear Stefania’s voice 
you’re hooked. The music has a bit of a 
dark vibe, and is kind of moody, but not 
bogged down in the dreary or bleak. In 
fact, the songs on the second side are a 
bit more upbeat, especially on the aptly 
titled “Light Inside.” They sometimes 
repeat lines over and over, and with 
great effect, as it works its way into your 
mind, and you can hear the passion in the 
delivery as well. I like the guitar sound on 

syrupy thickness. This is one of these 
records where, when you listen to it, it’s a 
reminder that it’s a great time to be punk. 
I’m sitting here wondering what their live 
shows are like, and when the next record 
will be out... –M.Avrg (Residue)

STORMSHADOW: Set on Destroy: LP

Brunswick three-piece and this is their 

shambolic songs that changed moods and 
vocalists every few measures. You get a 
guy bellowing from inside a half-empty 
soda full of cigarette butts, a woman with 
a snotty voice, thrashin’ breaks, swampy 
distorted bass, single note stuff where 
the drums hit with the guitar pick… I’m 
thinking Minutemen, Hickey, a skipping 

to go to one of their shows and spill beer 
on myself. –Chris Terry (Don Giovanni) 

STRIFE: Witness a Rebirth: CD

hardcore band Strife has returned 

Angermeans. Strife was one of the 

two studio albums, a singles collection, 
and a split live release with fellow 

Snapcase. With Witness a Rebirth,

era of their already storied career. The 
album, in many ways, is a literal rebirth 
for the band. Drummer Sidney Niesen 
is the only notable absence from the 
core lineup of the band, replaced by 
ex-Sepultura drummer Igor Cavalera. 
Musically, the band has returned to 
the root of their sound with technical 
and aggressive playing, calling to mind 

One Truth .
The tracks “Carry the Torch,” from 
whose lyrics comes the name of the 
album, “Show No Mercy,” and “The 
Distance” were my favorite tracks 
because they captured so well what 
I think of as the essence of Strife’s 
sound. A number of tracks feature guest 
performers, including Billy Graziadei 
on “Never Look Back,” Marc Rizzo on 

Vogel on “Look Away.” Of all the guest 
appearances, Marc Rizzio’s guitar solo 
towards the close of “Never Look 
Back” was my favorite. Longtime fans 
will be so taken by Strife’s return to 
form, they’ll be checking their beepers 

SWINGIN’ UTTERS: CD
Ah, the old trusty Swingin’ Utters 
back in the game with what I believe 
is their seventh studio album and their 
second in two years after an eight-
year absence of new material. Just 
like with every album that succeeded 

(The Streets of San Francisco and 
A Juvenile Product of the Working 
Class) the Utters are using progression 
to their advantage by giving two shits 
to the wind as to what is “popular” 
or “sells.” The country and Pogues 

though this time we’re also treated to 
something I myself had yet to hear 
in previous recordings by way of the 
clean toned guitars. Fuck me if this 
doesn’t work perfectly for a band 
whose track record consisted of a 
strict diet of feedback and crunch with 
the obvious exception of those songs 
where the amps were intentionally 
turned off in favor of some steel 
guitars and mandolins (which are also 
present on some of the tracks here). 
This album is sure to please even the 
most die-hard Utters fan with plenty 

Hiding Something,” “Pour Beans,” 
“Dreadlock Dread Reggae”) and 
whiskey glass relaxers alike (“I’m a 
Little Bit Country,” “Sevita Sing”). 
A second full spin of the album is not 
recommended, it’s mandatory. The 
day the Swingin’ Utters stop making 
good music is the day I pack up my 
bags and move to Zimbabwe. –Juan 
Espinosa (Fat, fatwreck.com)

SYMBOL SIX: Self-titled: LP
I can easily prattle on about the extras 
that have been included with the reissue 
of this seminal L.A. hardcore band’s 
criminally overlooked and ultra-rare 

of rehearsal recordings, live tracks, and 

on some o’ the best pie you’re ever 
gonna eat. Let’s be real here, though. 

the original Posh Boy EP’s four tracks 
(plus “Box of Bones,” which was on 
one of that label’s later compilations) 
here and this would still be one of the 
best purchases one could wish for. 
Everything that made early Southern 
California hardcore so goddamned 

tunes here—melody, aggression, and 
attitude melded into a perfect blend 
of beach-tinged thug pop that made 
bands like the Adolescents and others 
household names. Fuggin’ stoked as hell 
to see this available again, and I highly 
recommend you pick up a copy before 
you’re again paying outrageous sums 
for a copy of your very own. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dr. Strange)

TEENAGE GLUESNIFFERS: 
Chinese Demography: Cassette
I’ve given up attempting to shame the 
youth into abandoning their romantic 

mean, if i can’t talk them out of peeling 
the sizing stickers off the brims of 
their baseball hats, i surely can have 
no legitimate impact in shaping their 



view of magnetic tape. Despite their 
being both Italian and pop punk—a 
combination fairly notorious for 
producing senselessly imitative 
results—the Teenage G’s are actually 
fairly cool. Instead of providing another 
unrequested dose of Queers/Weasel/
Riverdales clonage, they’re actually 
more reminiscent of a few German 
bands: The slightly-higher-pitched-than-
usual vocals and layered guitars evoke 
sensuous whiffs of Gigantor, whilst 
the rhythm section is more evocative 

Animal Boy era Ramones anyway)). I 
can say with some assurance that this is 
the cassette of the year thus far! BEST 
SONG: “Sick of You.” BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Back from Pasalacqua.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Recorded in Milan; mixed in 
Denver. A meatball with a nosebleed! 
–Rev. Nørb (Teenage Gluesniffers, 
teenagegluesniffers.bandcamp.com)

TOM GRRRL: Even When She’s Losing, 
She Is Still Winning: Cassette
Tom Grrrl is, I’m pretty sure, a 
one-man band (at least there are a 
suspicious amount of drum-machine-
sounding bits and bloops here) in the 
vein of Michael Jordan Touchdown 

of you. Obscurity aside, sweet Jesus, 
this is great. Spring-loaded, ebullient 

of velocity and distortion. The sound 
collage/radio bit that begins and ends 
the album is a bit annoying, but the ten 
songs in between? Painfully catchy 

and totally, totally awesome. I’ve been 
playing the hell out of this. –Keith 
Rosson (Lauren)

TOMBOY: 
Cassette 

Building on their two-song debut, this 
all-female trio out of Boston build a 
bridge between sugary twee and garage. 

girl vocals, Tomboy brings up shades of 
Bratmobile and Tiger Trap, best heard 
in their cover of Nirvana’s “Sliver.” 
Here, sans the thrum of bass, they turn 
an angsty homesick plea into a passive-
aggressive wish. “I Can See” switches 
to lazy Sunday, Mazzy Star dream rock 
circa She Hangs Brightly while “Too 
Bad,” their thrashiest track, hits a tight 
rhythm and drops to a beefy metal strum. 
While this is only the beginning for the 
three, their amalgamation of post-punk 
stylistics, minus the riot grrrl snarl, keep 
me curious to see what else they have up 
their sleeves. –Kristen K. (Trashy Tapes)

TUTU AND THE PIRATES / HOTLIPS 
MESSIAH: Get Weird: Split 7” EP
Tutu And The Pirates: Two new tracks 

punk band. “Debbie Debbie Debbie 
(and Her Prison Baby)” is the Pick to 
Click here, with lyrics like “got knocked 
up while she was locked up/it’s like 
immaculate conception” that would make 
early Sloppy Seconds envious. Hotlips 
Messiah: No slouches themselves, these 

own here, with a couple o’ fun, punchy 

their vinyl mates have laid down. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Sexy Baby)

TV EYE: Working Bee: 7” EP
Kinda embarrassing that some of the 

aren’t even from Southern California. 
This is quite true of TV Eye, a Swedish 
band that knocks out track after zippy 
track of ADD-length tunes steeped in 
Dickies, Simpletones, and other SoCal 
institutions with a seeming ease that 
makes those of us who hail from the 
western edge of the North American 
continent both seethe with envy and 
gleefully bop our heads along to tuneage 
as tasty as the best from those from who 

Not a bummer in the bunch. –Jimmy 

TWO MAN ADVANTAGE: Dynasty: LP
Hockey. Alcohol. Punk rock. Mix in 
equal parts and get ready to hit the ice 

with Dynasty, and no, it’s not a hockey-

album with the same name. No, this is 
straight-up NY hardcore, high-sticked 
deep into your face until it’s wiggling 
around inside your frontal lobe. This 
latest lineup of songs from TMA sit nicely 
alongside my The Hanson Brothers 
rekkids (Nomeansno’s alter ego hockey 
band) and I’d still love to catch one of 
TMA’s rollicking live sets that they’ve 
been giving their audiences the last 

CD of the rekkid and a pint coaster with 
the band’s logo! Gloves off, volume up! 
–Designated Dale (Drug Front) 

U.K. SUBS: XXIV: LP
It’s no secret that I am a big U.K. Subs 
fan. Another Kind of Blues
British punk album I heard after getting 
Never Mind the Bollocks… Here’s the 
Sex Pistols around the age of twelve. 
That album spoke to me to the point 
that when it came time to name my 
radio show decades later I ended up 
going with Stranglehold (obviously 
a name that continues to follow me 

Charlie Harper and the boys are still 
at it. With XXIV they are within two 
albums of completing their mission of 
releasing a record beginning with each 
letter of the alphabet. Sure, it’s going 
to take almost forty years, but Harper 
is a stubborn punk. I have no doubt 
he will get it done. This record sounds 
amazing, almost to the point where it 
doesn’t sound like the Subs at times. 
Don’t get me wrong, there are lots 
of songs that exude that bluesy punk 
swagger, but, overall, this is a harder 
sounding, slickly produced Subs. The 
more I listen to it, the more I like it, so 
you have to give it a chance. Overall, 

are still a band and Charlie Harper is 
not only playing and writing music, 
but out there kicking ass at it. It gives 
me hope that many of us will still be 
able to be punks when we are in our 
seventies. Cheers to you Charlie! –Ty 
Stranglehold (Captain Oi!)



VALIENTES, LOS: Maravilloso 
Estupor Sin Sentido: 7” EP
Argentinean skate punk. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Rastrillo)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
4 Way Split Dead Moon Tribute: 7”
This is exactly as advertised: Four 
bands doing covers of their favorite 
Dead Moon songs. The bands 
Nervosas, Landlord, and Dead Dog, 
all offer a song each that are quite 
true to the originals, while the band Al 
Scorch offer a different, more unique-
sounding take. You don’t have to be a 

dig it even more. Dead Moon fans that 
aren’t familiar with the bands on this 

Pretty cool. –Mark Twistworthy (Let’s 
Pretend, crucialchos@yahoo.com, 
letspretendrecords.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Bloodstains 
: LP

I was super stoked on this compilation of 
Philly-area bands for new tracks from The 
Bad Doctors and No Lessons Learned, 
and neither disappointed. There were also 
some great moments from Lighten Up, 
Population Zero, and a handful of other 
bands that I was happy to discover for the 

compilation, and there are twenty-four 
tracks in all. Apart from the great bands 
I’ve previously mentioned, I was a bit 
underwhelmed by some of the rest of the 
compilation, either due to the recording 
quality of some of the bands’ tracks, or 

few of the bands themselves. As a portrait 
of a particular scene at a particular time, 
I think this is a great release, capturing 
all the excitement of what’s going on in 
Philly at the moment, and I totally loved 

few more of these bands did something 
for me. –Paul J. Comeau (Eaglebauer 
Enterprises, mpurchla@yahoo.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Oi Ain’t Dead: CD
When I was a nipper, this was skinhead 
music… then it became “streetpunk” 
and now it’s skinhead music again, 

boneheads playing plodding oi and 
tough-as-fuck skin music. Old Firm 
Casuals are pretty much the best at 
the game. Lars knows how to write a 
tune and they take the best elements of 
tough NY hardcore but with a terrace 
anthem backbone. As always, their 
tunes are pure class and carry the 
comp, and while I like Lars’s vocals, 
the songs Casey (Never Healed) sings 
are my faves. “I Remain” is a fucking 
JAM. Razorblade from Holland have 
a rougher, thuggier sound, and one 
of their tracks is an anthem for MMA 

hilarious! I’m a sucker for Australian 
bands like Razar, the Saints, and Rose 
Tattoo, and the Corps from Oz sound 
like an oi Rose Tattoo, which works 

least interesting of the bunch with meat 
n’ potatoes English oi complete with 
the vaguely Nationalist song “England 

Will Never Change.” Too right mate, 
it’ll always be a shithole! All in all, 
a really solid comp with some of the 
better baldie bands. –Tim Brooks 
(Rebellion, rebellionrecords.nl)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Respect Your Roots Worldwide: CD
A couple of years ago, Roger Miret from 
Agnostic Front put out a pretty solid 
compilation of mostly hardcore bands 
covering old English punk. This time 

songs.” As with most comps, it’s a 
mixed bag… but with Miret’s pull 

covering everyone from the Jam, the 
Damned, to Negative Approach and 
Social Distortion. For the most part, it’s 
hardcore bands like Terror, Madball, 
and Agnostic Front or skinhead bands 
like Street Dogs, Hudson Falcons, etc. 
Most of these bands have been round 
the block, so know how to knock out 

more good than bad. Old Firm Casuals’ 

Discharge, Beowulf’s GBH is great, 
and Rancid’s Blitz cover is aces. I’m 
pretty ambivalent about covers records 
to be honest, but this one is as good as 
any I’ve heard. –Tim Brooks (Strength, 
strength-records.com)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Sexy Babies 
across the Wasteland: CD
Sexy Baby Records has a penchant 
for releasing ultra catchy streetpunk 
and pop punk. This thirty-one track 
compilation is an assailment of instantly 

lovable tunes from the likes of Patriot, 
Terminals, Apers, and Ducky Boys. 
It’s a good way to learn about some 
cool mainline bands you might have 
missed, like The Bombpops. Way, way 
above average for a comp these days, 
this collection is certainly not a musical 
wasteland. –Art Ettinger (Sexy Baby)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 7” 
The L.A. record store specializing 
in vintage T-shirts and the latest and 
greatest releases from local bands has 

package of four bands with a track a 

up, The Ugly Kids, who throw their 
temper tantrum “Nobody Likes Me.” 
The three piece scream the title and 
alternate it with “nobody likes you!” ad 

gravitate to the similar vocal theatrics 
and stage-diving energy. “Nervous 

mortem offering. Also on Alternative 
Tentacles, these guys out of Louisiana 
in full zombie regalia of black eyes and 
musty, tattered clothes lean into a nasty, 

into Cigarette Bums, whom you may 

recently at Burger Records. They hand 
over “Destruction (Is How I Function)” 
off their debut, Holy Smokes! Without 
a hint of parody or camp, these guys 
do classic garage so well, you might 
think you were hearing a resurrected 

L.A. female quartet, close it out with 
“I Wanna Party,” a straight forward, 



weekend warrior anthem equipped 
with handclaps and high-pitched, high 
school girl yowls. If you dig garage with 
all its nuances, you oughta pick this up. 
Recommended. –Kristen K. (Sick City)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Tribute to Krupted 
CD

I was never a huge fan of KPF when 
they were around. Which is too bad, 
because I really missed out. Apart from 
a few comps or songs I heard on mix 
tapes, their stuff seemed pretty hard 

not sure how big of a deal they were 
when they were around. But they were 
undoubtedly a gritty, smart, melodic 
pop punk band from San Jose that a 
lot of later bands would, inadvertently 
or not, wind up emulating. That said, 
this is a tribute album. Tribute albums 
are frequently steeped in suckydom 
because, really, do we need to hear 
an album’s worth of covers, whether 
they’re faithful renditions or “wacky” 
ones? Still, with the original template 
at work here—sinewy, idea-heavy 
punk that’s steeped in melody—there 
doesn’t seem to be too many missteps. 
Including folks and bands as varied 
as Craigums, Rations, Useless ID, 
and Arthur Hazelwood. Nicely done, 
but still probably something that’s for 
completists. –Keith Rosson (Lost Cat)

VILLAGE PISTOLS: Big Money: 7”
Another Killed by Death dream 

reissue treatment. The title track is 

the type o’ punk/hardcore stomper 
that gets that certain brand of punk 
record collectors droolin’ all over their 

is deconstruction/desecration of the 
Beatles’ “Strawberry Fields Forever” 
that’ll either come off as inspired or 
wholly forgettable, depending on where 
your loyalties lie. Me, I like to think ol’ 
John would’ve been tickled pink by it. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Last Laugh)

VINDICTIVES, THE:  7”
A nineties punk band returns after thirteen 
years with this new slab o’ wax. Cool 
songs with actual melodies, which is a 
good thing. “Joining the Circus” almost 
made me want to volunteer to work under 
the big top. Welcome return gentlemen, 
I will wait patiently for the full length. 
–Sean Koepenick (Sexy Baby)

WIL WAGNER: Laika: CD
Wow. Now I’m not someone who really 
likes singer/songwriters (in fact, I kinda 
dread reviewing them), but this dude 
out of Australia has something. What 
puts Wagner in a different sandbox is 
his knack for using his frantic acoustic 
guitar to accent his lyrics, which are 
equally self-effacing and observant 
like poetry. Not a crooner by any 

and untreated, like Ian MacKaye’s 
in Fugazi, cracking with humility 
and charming with his Aussie accent. 
The title track snuck up on me. It’s 
told from the point of view of Laika, 

Russia in Sputnik II. She died within 

hours of the launch. This kind of thing 
is precisely why I don’t watch movies 
with animals as main characters; 
it’s too fuckin’ sad when they go. So 
there’s your heads up. Recommended. 
–Kristen K. (Poison City)

WILD CHILD: Self-titled: 7”
Wild Child originally released this 
disorienting clump of songs as a demo 
and now it’s seeing the light of day 
on vinyl. And man, does it deserve it. 
Wild Child ram through these spastic, 

snotty thrash that sounds insanely loud 
even with the volume turned all the 
way down. –Dan Ozzi (Fashionable 

WORTHWHILE WAY: Love Is All: CD
Mid-tempo female-fronted punk from 
Japan which takes a big ol’ swill from 

The Gateway District also heavily drink 
from. From what I’ve heard, these folks 
made quite a splash at both the Fest in 
Gainesville and Awesome Fest in San 
Diego. I, however, don’t quite see what 
all the fuss was about. Perhaps I “had 
to be there.” The lyrics in English are 
really hard to listen to and can sound 
kind of silly at times. Not knocking 

Espinosa (ADD / Eager Beaver)

WYMYNS PRYSYN: Time: EP
This sounds like it was recorded live. 
While this has a lot more urgency than 
the other record (Payday) I have from 

these guys, it lacks the heaviness they 
had before. However, this seems to be 
one of those records that’s meant to 
be played loud and generate a rowdy 
time. I like that you can hear the bass 
drum and, if played loud enough, you 
can almost feel it kicking through the 
walls. “Put Out” is the most manic of 

best. –M.Avrg (No Breaks)

YOUR PEST BAND:  7”
I love Japanese garage bands, and for 
the most part Your Pest Band does not 

center in this record. Ya, this is much 
in the vein of Japanese garage rock 
from that era, and Your Pest Band has 
the fervor of Teengenerate, the muddy 
sloppiness of Guitar Wolf, and a bit of 

The record includes what appears to 
be three originals plus two covers. The 
originals rip it up: trashy and rockin’. 
The covers are kinda weird, though. 
The B-side has a cover of “Please Mr. 
Postman,” a bizarre choice given the 
band’s sound (and hence the claims of 
bubble-gummery), yet it works. The 

be thoroughly questionable: NOFX’s 
“Punk Guy.” The problem is that the 
original of this song was kinda lame, and 
this version doesn’t really do anything 
to up the ante on the original. Hmmm. 
In the end, though, great little record. 
–The Lord Kveldulfr (Snuffy Smiles)

Read 19,137 more record reviews at 
razorcake.org/record-reviews
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ANIMUS MAXIMUS #1: 
WATER BEARS 8 ½” x 5 ½”, 
$2, photocopied, 11 pgs. 
I’m not trying to be a lazy reviewer, but 
it’s hard to describe or promote this zine 
better than the author, Phylus Devonian, 
does himself. He says in the intro, “I was 
prompted to make this zine after being 
introduced to the phylum called Water 
Bears (or Tardigrades). I had only to 
hear a snippet of information about them 
(that they are the only known creature 
capable of surviving in the vacuum of 
space present in low earth orbit), and I 
immediately wanted to write a zine about 
them! It is mostly a way for me to get 
people excited about the world around 
them (no matter how small). Nuff said! 
Read on & be astounded!” This short zine 
in crude comic form does make for an 
exciting, if quick, read. It’s something the 
author chooses to think about as, “hope 
incarnate... when humans, so fragile, and 
yet so destructive, seek to bring about 
their own extinction, creatures that share 
the same basic DNA coding as us, will 
carry life onward into the future. Maybe 
even to another planet. Thanks, water 

in on these creatures when I barely knew 
they existed. –Craven Rock (Phylus 

BACON IN THE BEANS #3, $3 U.S. 
($5 World), 5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 32 pgs. 
I never thought that I would review a 
zine about seeing bands like Europe, 
Queensrÿche, and Mötley Crüe. 

bands. I still do. Apparently, this is the 
“metal issue” of Bacon in the Beans;
subsequently, this issue features stories 

However, there is a write-up of the 
record, “From Angry Heads with 
Skyward Eyes” by the band Still Life 
that is interesting and in-depth. I could 
read twenty reviews like this and not be 

now, hoping it is as good as the review. 
There is also a diary of the Hellfest, uh, 

the author missed the Killing Joke set 
(I think the author was, too). There are 

some cartoons, art, and record reviews 
in this issue. One particular review even 
mentioned my old band that described 
me as a guy who “thought he was Ted 
Nugent and claimed he only ate deer 
meat with which he caught with his 
bare hands in Mendocino County.” It 
was Marin County, not Mendocino, 
and I didn’t think I was Ted Nugent, 
I pretended to be his son. Glad to see 

staying power. –Steve Hart (Bacon In 

EXPLODING BUFFALO Vol. 1, Issue 
3, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 37 pgs.
A young zine out of L.A., and the theme 
of this issue is drugs. Thankfully, it’s 

nuanced, like, “Drugs! Yay! No! Okay, I 
don’t want to be an addict.” The content 
is a little bit all over the place—drug 

poetry—but it’s youthful enthusiasm 
instead of pretentious artshit d-bagging. 
Two parts stuck with me: short Q and 
A interviews with addicts and drug 
pushers, and a piece by Nicole Macias 

honest and descriptive when zonked. 
It’s not always a good time, even with 
recreationals. She nails her description 
with clarity and self-effacement. The 
printing and layout are way above 

look forward to reading future 
Buffalos. Zines, please put some sort of 
postal address. That’s how we trade. 
–Todd Taylor (explodingbuffalo.com)

FAIR DIG #1, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
photocopied, 26 pgs.
It’s hard not to root for Brodie, the 
earnest, analytical, and thorough 
memoir-protagonist of Fair Dig. He’s 
a humble, decidedly non-bro dude 
who gives Brazilian Ju-Jitsu a go after 
deciding that he wants the physical tools 
to defend himself when words don’t 
work. (Brodie, armed with solely a 
smoothie and his wits, circumvented a 
road rage incident between a man and 
a woman, yet he was understandably 
shaken.) Like many idealists, the plan 
gets a little more complicated when 

health insurance comes into play. The 
two lines that summarize the entire zine: 
“But it’s hard not to be bitter considering 
the kid sat on me so hard that I ripped 
my right shoulder trying to get out from 
under him.” And “I don’t think there’s 
a big cross-section of folks who excel 
at both martial arts and prompt and 
thorough customer service.” Nice, clean, 
simple layout. My sole wish would have 
been for diagrams of all the martial arts 
moves and holds because my “martial 
arts training” begins and ends with 
watching professional wrestling on TV, 
and my brother and me pounding on one 
another. Recommended. –Todd Taylor 
(fairdig@gmail.com)

FILTHY CAKE, $10 U.S., 
color cover, black and white, 80 pgs.
Seems the reoccurring theme in this one 
is monsters eat people and said monsters 
can take the form of almost anything 
from a mailbox to a bed. From the 
morbid minds at the Scary Art Collective 
comes a collection of stories that would 
kick the Crypt Keeper’s ass. Some are 
comedic, some are surreal, and some 

are meant to consume the reader—into 
a world where consumption is the norm. 
It is excellently drawn and each story is 
unique, my favorite being “The Curse 
of the Bald Corpse.” When someone 
threatens you for a lock of hair, don’t 
always assume that it will be taken from 
the top of your head. This book was 
given to me by Nik Caesar, who happens 
to have many works throughout the 
book and is the founder of the Scary Art 
Collective. If you’re looking to spend 
Halloween any day of the year, then 
give the guys at the collective a buzz 
and get your copy of Filthy Cake. –Gary 
Hornberger (scary.art@gmail.com)

FLYTOAST!, $10 U.S., 
black and white, 68 pgs.
This is a collection of artwork by Nik 
Caesar from the Bay Area. I met Nik at 
the Sac-Con comic book show and found 
that he had a connection to one of my all-
time favorite comic book artists, Andrew 
Goldfarb. The two of them are showing 
at a gallery in the Bay Area currently. It 
is obvious by the artist’s renderings in 

this book that he grew up glued to the 
television watching monster movies. 
The creatures morph into beings that are 
ready to do battle with the minds of the 
living during their deepest sleep. In some 
cases one might want to catch a ride 
with a winged beast or a hot rod-driving 
monster. These little gems make the 
book appear to be a tattoo artist’s sketch 

vogue, these would be at a premium. If 
you’re lucky enough to meet the artist, he 
has even left a panel open and is glad to 
make your beloved pet into a maniacal 
beast. It’s truly a magic ride in the mind 
of a monster maker. –Gary Hornberger 
(Nik Caesar, scaryart.tumblr.com)

GENEVA13 #18, $2, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, printed, 59 pgs.
In this issue of , they take 
on apples, peeling away the mysteries 

every morsel, and planting the seed… 

long enough.  is one of my 
favorite zines. The writing is always 
strong, the stories and interviews are 
interesting, and most of all, ,
in their words, is a “love letter” to 
Geneva, New York. A highlight in this 
issue is the interview with a local apple 
grower. I grew up in Michigan picking 
apples and blueberries, but that was 
the extent of my experience working 
on large orchards. And, quite frankly, 

hours in the dusty, hot sun while all 
my friends were at the beach, drinking 
beers with pretty girls. An interview 
with a self-described “businessman 
with a passion for farming” illuminates 
the apple-growing industry and tackles 
the migrant worker controversy as 
well. An interview with a migrant 
worker also relates some of the 
story from his viewpoint. Lastly, 
the interview with a scientist, Susan 
Brown, from the NY Agricultural 
Experimental Station, is honest and 
intelligent. If you’re interested in how 
apple varieties are discovered and 
created, the dialogue with Professor 
Brown is a crisp and delicious treat. 

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.
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“To describe this 
comic/zine any 
other way than 
fucked up would be 
lying, so we’ll leave 
it at that. ”

–Gary Hornberger 
SORRY OFFICER, PLEASE 

DON’T TELL MY MOM!



JAPAN JAUNT #1, $2, 8 ½” x 11”, 
photocopied, 15 pgs.
Wow. Okay. An incredibly strange and 
formally written zine about traveling in 
Japan. It includes very detailed instructions 
on how to ride trains there, and how to 
purchase train tickets at the airport, down 
to which touchscreens you’ll need to 
view. Also, there’s a comprehensive list 
of which bars in Tokyo and Yokohama 
sell craft beer and where to get ramen. 
Most disturbingly, this is followed by a 
play-by-play report on a soccer match 
and a very extensive list of the best places 
to buy Japanese porn (including the 

“consensual non-consensual” variety) 
and how best to package them in your 
suitcase back to the U.S. The advice here 
is, uh, very thorough, to say the least. The 
author has been a member of the Central 
Electric Railfans’ Association since 

to gently set down and slowly walk away 
from without turning your back. –Keith 

MENUDO & HERB, $?, 5 ½” x 6”, 
photocopied, 44 pgs.
If I could hazard a guess as to why 

probably because the two forms already 
lend themselves to over indulgent navel-
gazing. When they blend together, the 
result is often unbearably self-involved, 
not to mention boring and hackneyed. 
Yet this short book of even shorter poems 
is a great exception to that. Myriam 
Gurba, the author, is sharp and clever 
without an ounce of pretense. Most of 
her poems concentrate on wordplay, 
with intentional disregard for the borders 
between the Spanish and English 
languages (one example is the poem 
Feminine The Feminine The Feminine 
The, the body of which consists only 
of “La la la,” or 
Mexican Dishes, which is merely “where 
have all the menudodos gone?”). In some 
ways, this almost reads as a book of puns, 
which could sound like a dig, but I love 
puns and these actually achieve thought 
provocation with their simplicity. I 
wouldn’t be surprised if this lady had 
a hilarious Twitter account. –Dave 
Brainwreck (lesbrain.wordpress.com)

P/P/J #17, $2, 8 ½” x 5 ½”, 
photocopied, 32 pgs.
Yikes. P/P/J, subtitled Psionic Plastic 

, is, 
as far as I can tell, an anarcho-primitivist 
zine with a passing nod towards some 
pretty wild, anti-technology conspiracy 
theories. There’s stuff by plenty of 
contributors (John Zerzan’s the only 

name I recognize) about technology, 
Dadaism, and becoming a “psychic 
nomad, advancing theory and praxis 
as mobile actions.” There’s also some 
(frequently violent) poetry and short 

telling, a brief article about a guy who 
apparently runs a record label and is an 
“information-intelligence operative in 
sonic-warfare methodology, covertly 
implemented on an unsuspecting 
audience.’” The guy is such a big deal 
that, according to P/P/J, the government 
used HAARP technology to send a 
tornado to the guy’s town in an attempt 

one. –Keith Rosson (Jason Rodgers, 

PHILADELPHIA FREEDOM $2, 
8 ½” x 5 ½”, photocopied, 18 pgs.
Ever wonder what it is like living in a 
single shitty apartment in Philadelphia? 
Well now you can have somewhat of an 
idea.  covers the 
horrible Philadelphia experience of the 

Now personally, I love Philadelphia, but it 
isn’t always the great city I wish it would 
be. The narrator lives through sexual 
harassment on a constant basis, multiple 
muggings, stolen bikes, and altogether 
horrid situations that would make anyone 
want to leave. It’s an amazing view into 
how fucked up city living can become, 
and it honestly shocked me. Give it a 
read, but I hope it doesn’t scare any of 
y’all away from Philly. –James Meier 
(bibliophiliac.bigcartel.com)

RAW DAMAGE: A SAN DIEGO 
PUNK READER #1, $? 8 ½” x 5 ½”, 
photocopied, 18 pgs. 
Pretty savvy zine here. For instance, 
when they could have done a boring 
interview of a band (DEA) with a 
couple of skinheads in it, they instead 
did an interview titled “I’ve Got Some 
Questions for the Skinheads...” and 
interviewed the two skinheads about 
their lifestyle and questioned why they 
were drawn to it. The piece on sobriety, 
appropriately titled “Expanding the 
Discussion,” is certainly the best, if not 
only, decent argument for being sober 
and how alcoholism is harmful to 
underground communities like punk. 
To quote any one section of the piece 
here would be to isolate a part of a 
well-rounded piece, so I won’t do that, 
but I certainly recommend reading it. 
There’s a piece called “Small World: 
A Recollection of Growing up Punk 
in a Small Town” about coming up 
punk in Hawaii and how isolating it 
was. An interesting personal piece for 

sure, seriously, how many punks do 
you know from Hawaii? Then there’s a 
good poem, some record reviews, and 
interviews with the band Golos Truda 

Truda interview was insightful because 
they were an anarchist band and the 
interviewer held them accountable by 
questioning them about radical politics 
in San Diego. A simple punk zine here, 

(ear?). I’m interested in seeing where 
this one goes. –Craven Rock (Matt K., 

SCAM #9, $3, 4 ¼” x 5 ½”, 
photocopied, 56 pgs.
Thirty-plus years since its initial 

Damaged, continues to 

the music world. Oddly enough, or 
more likely as per usual, the thirtieth 
anniversary of its release largely went 
unnoticed by the music world, which 
was too busy at the time fawning over 
the twentieth anniversary of Nirvana’s 
Nevermind and trying in vain to shove 
a stillborn grunge “revival” down the 
throat of American culture. To their 
credit, the L.A. Weekly tapped writer 
Erick Lyle to pen a history of the 
making of Damaged, and he set about 
interviewing as many of those involved 
with the band and the recording of the 
album as possible. According to the 
introduction to this zine, however, the 
local rag didn’t have enough space 

product, so he instead published it here, 
in his own zine, and kudos for him for 
doing so. Here is not only the story of 
Black Flag and the recording of one 
of the most important albums in punk 
rock’s history, but also the backdrop 
within which the band lived and drew 
inspiration for the songs—the birth of 
L.A. punk, the rise of beach-thug “HB” 
culture and hardcore, the band in all 
its complicated brilliance, the endless 
cycle of police harassment of both 
band and scene (I’ve said it before, 
but as someone who remembers from 
experience, it cannot be stressed 
enough how truly oppressive, fucked 
up, and hostile police were to punk 

members of the band experienced 
within the scene, the riots, the makeshift 
living conditions in which the band 
existed, the violence, and all the shit 
the older generation remembers with 
a shudder and the younger generation 
romanticizes. The story ends with 
the band’s dissolution and leaves 
the reader ultimately wondering if a 

similar moment in time can again gel 
from a modern underground that is 
often ripped from its roots by media 
conglomerates playing on artists’ need 
to eat, and populated by a generation 
more obsessed with documenting events 
with the video apps on their cell phones 
than actually experiencing them. Lyle’s 

into a half-size zine what others have 
failed to do in entire books—and is 
reverent without coming off as fanboy 
geekdom, recounting the story in a 
way that puts the reader right in the 
middle of all the drama as it unfolds 

and eventually comes crashing down. 

SEVEN INCHES TO FREEDOM 
FANZINE #10, $3 U.S., $6.50 
elsewhere, 5½” x 8½”, printed, 36 pgs.
Seven Inches To Freedom (SITF) is the 
awesome zine out of Florida primarily 
written, edited, and printed by Joe 
Lachut. I discovered this zine through 
Joe’s guest column in Self Aware

zine features contributions from Bob 
Suren, Krystina Krysiak (Curmudgeon 
vocalist), Bill Chamberlain, John 
Fahy (MRR columnist), and others. 
This issue focuses on records, those 
slabs of vinyl goodness we all know 
and love. From reviews to stories by 

issue is a loving tribute to all things 

is well-laid out, with a two-color cover 
and red instead of black ink inside, 
making it unique and easy to read, 
with a simultaneously classy and DIY 
feel. Joe discusses some of the creative 
decisions for the issue in his column. 
All of the articles, columns, and reviews 
are excellent, but of particular note was 
Bob Suren’s column. Bob’s column 
tells of his dream in younger days to 
own every punk vinyl ever and his visit 
to Maximum Rock’n’roll Headquarters 

largest punk vinyl collection anywhere 
in the world. If a claim could be staked 
to having every punk record ever, 
it is certainly MRR’s by right. Bob 
describes meeting MRR founder Tim 
Yohannan and seeing the sheer size of 
the MRR collection as a life-changing 
experience. The “Library of Congress 
of Punk” is how Bob describes the 
MRR archive. This story leads him to 
a great point, which I think should be 
the moral followed by every record 
collector: “Record collecting isn’t a 

like. Who cares if a record is rare if it 
105

“...all the shit the older generation remembers with a 
shudder and the younger generation romanticizes. ”

–Jimmy Alvarado | SCAM #9





doesn’t rock?” Amen to that. –Paul 
J. Comeau (SITF Zine/Joe Lachut, 

hiszeroisgone@yahoo.com)

SORRY OFFICER, PLEASE 
DON’T TELL MY MOM!, $?
This comic is so crude that it makes 
me laugh. Maybe not so hard as to 
pee my pants, like the picture inside, 
but I laughed. Warning: this book is 

porn, and much more indescribable 
nonsense. The sick humor is exactly 
that, sick humor. To describe this 
comic/zine any other way than 
fucked up would be lying, so we’ll 
leave it at that. –Gary Hornberger 
(doublefurpress.org)

SPECIOUS SPECIES #5, $10 ppd., 
5 ¾” x 8 ¼”, 188 pgs.

 reminds me a 
lot of RE/Search. And that’s a 
high compliment in my book. The 
reason being, the interviews are 

so interesting it gets my mental 
gears to working. Each issue of this 
publication broadens my mind, turns 
me on to new people, new places, 
and new ideas. Where else today, in 
this world of market demographics 
and “lifestyle” magazines, can 
you read an interview with Mark 
McCloud from the LSD Museum? 

Or Ethan Waters, author of Crazy 

American Psyche? It’s obvious 
that the editor, Joe Donohoe, is not 
content to let things come to him—
he’s actively searching this stuff out. 
In a good way, it makes me feel like 
I’m spinning my wheels and need 

out there. There are interviews 
with Dave King (designer of the 
Crass logo), artist Alex Grey, the 
Residents, and so many more. I’m 

take my time and absorb it. Get 
 and broaden your 

mind and your horizons. Your world 
will be a better place. –M.Avrg 

WHITE GIRL NAMED 
SHAQUANDA: A CHOMO 
ALLEGORY AND TREWISH 
STORY, A, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
photocopied, 57 pgs.
The core of this zine/long short story 
is the coming-of-age story written by 
Myriam Gurba of a Mexican Polish 
girl in Southern California, told from 

perspective. Body parts are explicitly 
described, down to urethras and 
tightening buttholes. (If the word 
“cunt” bothers you, skip the middle 
of the zine, where the staples show. 
I’m sorta surprised she didn’t make 
a clit reference there, since eight of 

delicious power in the text. Bilingual 
puns abound, words are scratched 
out—showing both an obvious 

playfulness that words can bend and 

protagonist is enduring on-going 
molestation from the kid sitting next 

during history. It’s contextualized, 
smart, and equally funny/tragic. 
Gurba illustrates the ripples of 
physical molestation, to mental 
molestation, to cultural molestation. 
The story ends with the powerful set 
of lines, “His smirk couldn’t touch 
us. Only we could touch each other.” 
I wish there was contact info on here 
somewhere. There isn’t. She handed 
this to me at the L.A. Zine Fest. 
Thank you. –Todd Taylor 

WORDS UNSPOKEN, Free or trade, 
11” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 18 pgs.
Although I deduced it myself (the 
author is given on the front cover 

this explains it as a compilation of 
responses written in a high school 
creative writing class. Mostly, it 
contains short stories and essays 
explaining adversity the students 
have had to overcome in their lives, 
as well as a few poems. The writing 
is rough-hewn, un-self-conscious, 

and generally pretty fucking 
awesome. The content tends towards 
some pretty serious times—drive-
bys, losing family members, young 
pregnancies and abortions—but 
there is an incredible array of 
approaches people take in their 
writing styles, and the voices stand 
as well-rounded yet emphatically 
distinct from one another. Take this 
opening paragraph, which indicates 
a strong noirish writer: “One day I 
got stabbed. During the time that I 
spent healing, my mom sent me to 
my dad’s house so I could stay off the 
streets and get cured. Time was going 
by and school was already starting 
back in Watts.” Creative writing 
classes are funny—theoretically, 

their own unique voice and channel 
it to tell their story, so mediating 
that through an institution’s program 
seems counterintuitive, or even like 
meddling; however, I know a lot 
of people need a bit of guidance or 
encouragement to start following 

I was extremely thankful that all 
the writers within have begun to do 
that. This is a fantastic read. –Dave 

1,905 more zine reviews
 can be found at razorcake.org
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Barred for Life
By Stewart Dean Ebersole, 322 pgs.

I have been looking forward to Barred for Life for a number of years 
now. The subtitle says it all: “How Black Flag’s Iconic Logo Became 
Punk Rock’s Secret Handshake.” As someone who has “The Bars” (as 
they’re called), I was intrigued with what author Stewart Dean Ebersole 
would come up with. The book is hefty and depending on how punk 
rock your house is, it would make for a good coffee table book. The 

general thrust of the book is a plethora of photos of people with their 

ups of the tattoos, rather the focus is on the individual. Sometimes The 

about their experience with the logo. Each photo comes with some basic 

Kurt Morris

Home: Boston, MA
Occupation: Researcher/Librarian
Favorite Singer: Rollins
Favorite Song: “In My Head”
Favorite Album: Who’s Got the 10 ½?
In addition to their photo, they also have a snippet of text about The 

from the United States, Canada, and parts of Western Europe. While 
the photographs are the thrust of the book, there are also interviews 
with a number of members of Black Flag (Chuck Dukowski, Dez 
Cadena, Ron Reyes, Kira Roessler, and Keith Morris), as well as those 
associated with the band (tattooist Rick Spellman and photographers 
Edward Colver and Glen Friedman). Additionally, Ebersole has written 
essays about his experience with punk rock and Black Flag that are 
spread throughout the book and around the photos. 

The photographs were well-done and intriguing. I wanted to 
learn more about each of these individuals, but, obviously, that is 
outside the scope of this text. The decision to focus on the individual 
over the tattoo was key in the success of Barred for Life. It shows 

Bars has affected so many people. The size of each photograph 
was generous, reminding the reader that this was the heart of the 
book. However, by the end of it, the amount of photographs felt 
overwhelming. There were so many, and unless the person had a 

funny pose or said something unique, they blurred together. One 
or two-dozen fewer photos would have still slacked my thirst for 
The Bars.

That being said, it seems a poor choice to intersperse Ebersole’s 
essays around the photographs. Separating the essays, photos, and 
interviews into discrete sections would have been a smarter choice. 
While it’s interesting to read how the forty-something Ebersole got 

The interviews are great, though. But it’s misleading to call them 
interviews. They’re actually essays by the individuals with no questions 
interspersed. I learned things about the band and the lives of the 
individuals outside the band, as well as their thoughts on Black Flag 
all these years later. It’s a shame they couldn’t have been longer and 
included even more members. (Morris and Dukowski have talked about 
their time in Black Flag quite a bit, but what about Bill Stevenson or 
Anthony Martinez?) It’s unfortunate Greg Ginn and Henry Rollins 
weren’t included, but it’s not really a surprise, either, considering their 
past lack of interest in giving interviews about their time in Black Flag. 

While the essays were largely unnecessary, Barred for Life is still a 
pretty cool book. It adds another level of depth to the history of one of 

for fans of Black Flag as well as those interested in punk rock tattoos. 
–

Better If You Don’t Come Back
By Joseph DeMough

is? I had to look it up and I’m still not sure if I get it. Growing up, I loved 
skating—it was my main transportation until I was into my thirties. But 
I hardly ever learned any tricks and while my friends would skate pools 

and smoke pot. Anyway, this is a fun novel about skating and smoking 

your life. Furthermore, it is obvious that the author skates a lot and isn’t 
using skateboarding as a marketing ploy. His infectious enthusiasm is on 
every page. (In fact, he even wrote a few messages to the reviewer in 
the margins –fuck Stephen Hawking indeed!). The expert use of dialogue 
makes the book read quickly and the literary device where Thomas Becket 
is referenced is brilliant. It almost reads as a play or screenplay. If you’re 

Fatthumbpublishing@gmail.com) 

Dew Dew, Dew Its
By Hiro-nobu Tanaka
This well-constructed, high gloss photobook showcases the 
considerable talent of Hiro Tanaka. Much like one of my favorite 
contemporary photographers, Dan Monick, there is loads of subtext 
beyond the mechanical action of capturing a visual rectangle. 
Absolutely, the photos are artful. They’re color-saturated. Hiro’s 
timing and framing are immaculate. And yet, there’s more. Taken as 
a whole, Dew Dew is an intimate document of one strain of current 
independent music: shots taken strides away from a vehicle at a 
rest station, when the show’s torn down, when the band’s in transit. 
Hiro’s power is in his dynamics of dualism—like hot/cold water 

boredom. “Fame”/ very-real anonymity. Human-electric shows/
blow-outs in never-enough-rest hotel rooms. Body claustrophobia/

overgrown weeds/brown desert heat. It’s a beautiful document with 
no words framing who or what is in any picture. As much as music’s 
about notes vibrating air, these photos, inspired by the making of 
music, ring and reverberate long after the book’s closed. Excellent 
stuff. –Todd Taylor (asianmanrecords.com/hiro)
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“...the book is about more than just the tattoo; it’s about how 
The Bars has affected so many people.” –Kurt Morris, Barred for Life





Free Pizza for Life: Or, The Early Days of Plan-It-X Records
By Chris Clavin

I’ve had this book for awhile and put off reviewing it, for which 
I apologize. Free Pizza is a long story of friends, roommates, love 

and free pizza. In many ways, it parallels many stories of people I once 

of surviving that horrible time—surviving the hunger and loneliness—
the confusion and that weird feeling of being in constant danger, living 

to sleep (and not kill you). I can’t say I “liked” this book. It’s hard to 

wishing they would walk away from their friends and start a new life 
somewhere else. Nevertheless, I totally recommend this book to anyone 
and everyone—especially the “straight people” who have no idea how 
we were living for the past few decades. Give them this book and tell 

Lord of Garbage
By Kim Fowley, 146 pgs.

I don’t really know anything about Kim Fowley. I’ve heard plenty 
about him (wrote some wacky songs, was mean to The Runaways or 
something), but all this is like thirteenth-hand info from magazine articles, 
interviews, and the Rodney Bingenheimer documentary that Fowley inserts 

promised trilogy, published by Norton Records imprint Kicks Books. The 
writing strikes me as a combination of James Ellroy, Charles Bukowski, 
and Billy Childish. Ellroy for the self-promoting megalomania, Bukowski 
for the “woe is me, I had a rough childhood,” and Childish for the really 
whiny “woe is me”-ness. I love Childish’s music, but his writing… not so 
much. Don’t expect straight autobiography or even hard facts. Fowley’s 
irreverent style inserts personality into every sentence, and I get the sense 
that if he has to exaggerate a story to make it better, so be it. My opinion 
of the book sways between “oh this is cool rock’n’roll nostalgia from 
a fringe player” to “who cares about some overblown pop groups that 

structure and chronology. I’ll at least read the second installment. –Sal 

People’s Apocalypse, The 
Edited by Jenny Forrester and Ariel Gore

With a variety of authors and writing styles, this anthology of 
apocalyptic stories, visions, and nightmares is the stuff that kept me up as 
a child. My mom always talked about the day Jesus was going to return 
and rapture all the good Christians. That shit drove me to despair and 
nihilism for years. So, I approached this book with some trepidation. I’ve 
noticed a few of my friends have become “preppers” or people who are 
prepared for an economic collapse, war, and a shutdown of the electrical 
grid. It’s one thing to be prepared, but stockpiling cans of food, guns, and 

oven is always useful information, stockpiling food and raising goats is 
a commendable exercise, I suppose. However, I live in Maui. When the 

build a home. I understand soil science and botany and even took a few 
survival courses a long time ago, but when an entire island becomes a 
mass of starving, angry people, I doubt I will be able to protect any food or 
livestock. To paraphrase Uniform Choice, “There’s always someone with 
bigger piles of ammo, chump.” While it may be fun to hypothesize about 

maniacs to that and there’s a dystopian future I want nothing to do with. 
–Steve Hart (Lit Star Press, distributed by Microcosm Publishing)

Pussy Riot! A Punk Prayer for Freedom
150 pgs.
Pussy Riot is a complex phenomenon to wrap your head around. They 

members staged an impromptu performance in Moscow’s Cathedral of 
Christ the Saviour. Dressed in balaclavas, they launched into a “Punk 
Prayer,” calling for the Virgin Mary to drive Russian President Vladimir 
Putin from power, with the chorus: “Virgin Mary, Mother of God, put 
Putin away. Put Putin away!” After about forty seconds, security drove 
them out of the cathedral. 

If you weren’t there to witness the performance, you can view it 
on YouTube because the performance was video-taped by members 
of Pussy Riot. This is important because it suggests that the intended 
audience wasn’t so much the church-goers in attendance at that 
moment, but a larger cyber-audience. The event and, more importantly, 
the videotape of it, gained notoriety and three members of Pussy 
Riot—Maria Alyokhina, Nadezhda Tolokonnikova, and Yekaterina 
Samutsevich—were later arrested and charged with felony hooliganism 
motivated by “religious hatred.” In August, the Russian courts found the 
three guilty and sentenced them to two years each of hard labor, though 
Samutsevich eventually had her sentence suspended.

based on their own perspective. Or, perhaps more correctly, they try 

Riot is a feminist punk band holding aloft the ongoing banner of riot 
grrrl. For others, they are a feminist art collective in the tradition of the 

increasing repression of the Putin state. All of these interpretations are 
understandable, and they are also completely correct. But they are also 
extremely partial. In reality, Pussy Riot is a feminist collective that is far 
more complex and radical, defying easy categorization. Even the label 
“feminist” becomes complicated when applied to Pussy Riot.

The complexity (and revolutionary potential) of Pussy Riot and 
Westerners’ partial understanding of the phenomenon is the over-
arching and unspoken theme of Pussy Riot! A Punk Prayer for Freedom,
recently published by the Feminist Press at the City University of New 

writings attributed to Pussy Riot, especially the three defendants. We 
are presented with the lyrics to “Punk Prayer,” a few press releases 
from the group, several letters by the defendants written from prison, 
excerpts from the court transcript, and the fantastic opening and closing 
statements from the defendants. These shed light on the complexities of 

aware of Pussy Riot, I cynically assumed that they were rather naïve 
because of the simplistic nature of their lyrics (a problem faced by most 
bands trying to articulate a political philosophy within standard verse/
chorus constraints). But this collection of writings illustrates a group 
with an impressive level of political analysis, historical awareness, and 
global perspective. They knew what they were doing when they walked 
into the Cathedral with the cameras rolling.

They knew, but we still struggle to make sense of it. This is clear 
from the second part of the book, which is a collection of tributes from 
Western musicians, scholars, and activists, such as Tobi Vail, Bianca 
Jagger, and Yoko Ono. These tributes are short, with most of them not 
really worth much of your time. What they all seem to pick up on is 
the intensity of Pussy Riot’s actions. As Vail points out “Pussy Riot’s 

more. Part riot grrrl, part radical art collective, part liberal activists, 
wholly feminist, Pussy Riot is far more than the sum of its parts. This 
short little book begins to give their revolution a voice. –Kevin Dunn 
(Feminist Press at CUNY)

Seventeen Television Stories
By Justin Maurer

Fuck, Justin Maurer is a great writer. The brutal characters in his 
mostly-true (?) stories penetrate my imagination with rich imagery 

ammonia smell. A Hollywood sidewalk with its myriad of idiots and 
thieves oozes alcohol-infused urine that bakes in the sun. Stories of 

with a fun and beautiful morning waking up in the Italian countryside 
while on tour. This is a small book, with seven short stories. I wish 
it was larger, with about one hundred short stories. I will gladly read 
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anything else Justin writes and will look for his previous book as well. 

Spit and Passion 
By Cristy C. Road, 157 pgs.

ubiquitous. Over the years, I’ve been both super annoyed by her work 
and genuinely impressed. I’ve gone from being bored shitless by her 
“went here/did this” stories of punk travel in her zine Green Zine, to 
totally immersed in writing she’s done on race and class. I’ve been 
completely irritated by trite drawings she’s done of open-mouthed punks 
in dumpsters shocking suited yuppies, to enamored by surrealistic and 

as easily, someone any of us could know, elevating the mundane to the 

someone keep things interesting, even if it means being a bit spotty at 
times, than a reliable one-trick pony. 

The thing with Road is that she’s been in punk for a long time and, as 
a result, her distinct, black and white illustration style is as recognizable as 
Cometbus’s handwriting to anyone who’s been involved in DIY punk for the 
last decade. And as time passes, I see less of the wide-eyed posi-fetishism 
that I found frustrating and a more distinct take on her punk rock world, 
with thick lines of realism slipping into the visceral hearts and blood that 
symbolize the radiant and near-divine passion of her and her community. 

 is a thick graphic novel about Cristy’s attempt to 
come to terms with her queerness at thirteen. It’s not so much a story 

with Green Day, and how the band empowered her, gave her some of her 

had with being proud of her Cuban heritage but feeling like an outsider 
when faced by the homophobia of her family and friends. 

A cold way to put it would be to say that it’s simply a great piece 

to a better life where she could be out as queer and wouldn’t be stuck in 
her youthful closet. But that would throw this memoir in with all those 
bougie hacks who write all those horrible books about how Morrissey 

how they lost their virginity to (or in spite of) Black Sabbath. Road isn’t 
using Green Day as a pop culture shoe-in to a book deal—it’s deeper 
than that. It brings you into the claustrophobic closet and desperate 

Day, who she clings to like a talisman. 
The most impressive thing about  is Cristy’s ability 

to so clearly recall her youth; the strength she’s had not to block out the 

remembers little of his pre-teen years—choosing to forget fundamental 
Christianity, family, money problems, and strife, and all the hell I went 
through in middle school—one has to respect the sheer force of memory 
that Road must have to be able to describe this story in such detail. 

It will, hopefully, fall into the hands of kids as confused and alienated 
as she once was. It’s not the tired old story young punks are always 
regaled with about creating a scene and a community out of nothing, 

takes place earlier, when a closet is a place of refuge for a confused 

at school or religious uptightness at home. And the only clue she has of 
this is in the integrity of one rather mundane ex-punk band who weren’t 
afraid to stand up for queers or what they believed in. Through them 
she found faith that there was a better, more open-minded community 

she leaves some clearer and more direct markers behind for others to 

feministpress.org) Read 421 independent book reviews at 
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