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Razorcake went bowling. We were gunning for second-to-last; be Tiltwheel's wingman in honest failure.

Dammit. Someone else got last place. What remains when there's no honor and dignity in losing?

High

Handicap!!!

www.razorcake.org

We have a website that's being regularly 

updated with stuff that's not in the zine 

and filled with hard-to-find distro. 
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Visit www.razorcake.org for 
rates and details.
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•

Razorcake.
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• All ads are black and white. 
• We don’t reserve ad space.  

“You got to look on the bright side, even if there ain't one.
–Dashiell Hammett

Cover by Jessee Vidauree, www.zeroxed.com

my favorite bands—and good friends—Tiltwheel have gained the 

that they Ebay’d it all and took that money to buy a new catalytic 
converter for their van.

it. However, if you lose with dignity and honor, if you lose with class 
and spectacle, that’s something to celebrate.

that separates Tiltwheel from the rest of the population. This isn’t 

bowlers from other teams seeking retribution, and bowling balls 

to bowl—in the traditional sense—don’t be on my team. You’ll be 
bummed. Just try not to slip.”

Last year, Tiltwheel and their buddies wore costumes: a banana, 
a nun, a dinosaur, a bunny with a trombone and a breathalyzer 

then rolled it down the lane, but it proved to be an act of brains. As 
the ball rolled down the middle of the lane, it smeared bits of hot dog 

and bun. From that point on, whenever someone mistakenly rolled 
a ball that could potentially hit a lot of pins, it hit the snack bits and 

below the knees for ventilation (which, in all honesty, made me look 

tap, tap on my shoulder.
Security guard: 
Me:
Security guard: You look really hot. Last year, that bunny got 

dehydrated. Try drinking some water.
Me: Thanks. That’s a good idea. (Smile.)
Security guard: 

bowling balls chattered into gutters.

afterglow good: having fun, being with friends and loved ones. 
Those mundane and real pressures of everyday life really had been 
momentarily erased by throwing a ball down a lane, truly not caring 
about hitting any pins. 

Liquor laws are no 
match for Half-Pint; 

two of the seven 
pints and four 
pitchers 

taken from a sports 
bar in Minneapolis 
after last call.

What I Learned in a Bear Suit

–Todd Taylor 

Contact Razorcake via our regularly updated website: www.razorcake.org

THANK YOU:  Jessee, not only is your artistic kung fu like Jet 
Li's, your digital prowess is of considerable might, too. Thanks 
for a well-spelled cover; It looks like that plane's leaking a 
mighty amount of fluids thanks to Kris Tripplaar for his photo in 
Liz's column; mas leche en mi margarita thanks to Ryan Gelatin 
for his illustration in Jim's column; Please be nice when you 
take over our country thanks to Miao Tie Fu for his illustration in 
Amy's column; Drooly, 45s-for-eyes, jukebox thanks to Travis T.'s 
illustration in Nørb's column; I bet a quarter that the Chicken's 
post-chili farts could have melted a nice ice fishing hole thanks 
to Dr. Phil Arnold for his Rhythm Chicken photo; In the future, all 
trees will be electrical and margaritas will be served at recess 
thanks to Steve Larder for his illustration in Dale's column; She 
always knew everyone's birthdays thanks to Brad Beshaw for 
his illustration in Sean's column; I'm saying it first: Joan Jett and 
Kat Jetson have the same cheekbones, and Nardwuar and Joan 
look a little related thanks to Chris Nelson and Bev Davies; Did 
you know that Abi Yoyo was a children's book that Pete Seeger 
made, which was adapted by African folklore? thanks to Eric 
Butterworth and Zed Brecherman; hundreds of thousands of elk 
die on the roads of Sweden each year thanks to Miss Erika for 
her Vicious interview and photos; Buddy Rich was talented... and 
a dick thanks to Chris Peigler for the Young People With Faces 
interview and Steve Bynum for those photos; 1981 seems like a 
different planet, but The Brat look essentially the same thanks to 
Jimmy Alvarado and Diane Gamboa for the interview and pictures; 
Cocksure thanks to Lindsay Beaumont for the Stressface pictures; 
These people did reviews. (When you send hate mail, please let 
us know which band you're referring to and who did the review. 
We've got about 12,000 reviews under our belts now.) Kurt Morris, 
Ty Stranglehold, Keith Rosson, Dave Disorder, Stevo, Ryan Leach, 
Maddy Tight Pants, Joe Evans III, Chris Prorock, Mike Faloon, 
Sean Koepenick, Norb, Jessica T., Aphid Peewit, Mike Frame, 
Comrade Bree, Josh Benke, Dongofthedead, Susan Chung, Jimmy 
Alvarado, Lord Kveldulfr, Brian Mosher, Cuss Baxter, Buttertooth, 
and Chris Devlin; I wish it was like "Bewitched" where someone 
we knew came and twinkled their nose and the issue would magi-
cally fly out the window into your mailbox thanks to Ryan, Mor, 
Daryl, Chris Devlin, and Fose for helping pack up the last issue; Art 
Fuentes who made funny monkeys for our headers. Monkeys over 
robots! Boo! to the person who stole my camera. Yay! to Jairo and 
Stacy for helping me out with a new (to me) one.  
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I’M AGAINST IT

We arrived at the airport over two hours 
prior to departure, as the itinerary advised. 
Carlos sat with me as we waited through a 
string of soft rock tunes that prompted us to 

impersonations until we actually heard 

the call for boarding.

make-up case is not the same as packing it in 
a regulation Ziploc baggie. There are baggies 

to wonder if Ziploc has some sort of deal with 
the FAA. After that, it took another ten minutes 

the conveyor and through the x-ray six times 

thrown separately in my handbag. After getting 

so passengers went through the same pat down. 

one bothered to turn on a cell phone.

viewed from 30,000 feet and the sky had 

the plane and through a series of hallways 
leading to the shuttle that took us to the 
main airport deposit. The glare refracted 

was an oversized, airbrushed portrait of 

So, this is Vegas.

to people living on the East Coast, but when 
you’re from Los Angeles, saying that you 

have never been to Vegas is like saying that 

is a right of passage. You go when you turn 
twenty-one, or when one of your friends 
turns twenty-one, and you keep going a few 
weekends a year until you’re too old to handle 
anything more than the senior bus trip to the 

kept it up through most of the decade, thus 
missing everyone’s big weekend out. After a 

without ever seeing the lights of the Strip. 
Then Vegoose, the annual music festival 

trip than a six-hundred word write-up of what 

what was the deal with Vegas.

was in the back seat of a cab headed towards 

on the local modern rock station. 

the cab driver.

over there,” he motioned around the corner 
of an expansive palm tree-lined boulevard 

Southern California.

thinking that there was a guy named Sam 
whose name weaved in and out of the 

Las Vegas.

a lot of money,” the cab driver answered.

Still wondering who the hell Sam was, 

various stages of fucked-up along the way. 

the weekend and head over to the stage that 

tracks off Sam’s Town
out who Sam is.

Vegas didn’t hit me until the second 
day. At night, going back and forth to a 
concert on the edge of the city, it could 
have been any town in California. Even the 
bright lights and billboards were familiar. 

or any number of tourist traps. No, Vegas 
didn’t feel like Vegas until we went next 

breakfast and the hostess asked, “Smoking 

Los Angeles banned smoking in 
restaurants sometime during my high school 

to neighboring San Fernando, which isn’t in 

with a smoking section. Then the whole state 

smoked in a restaurant less than ten times in 

is one thing to say about high-end casinos, it 

Vegas hit again when we headed back to 

LIZ O

“I had half an 
omelet, a Diet Pepsi, 
and one Parliament 
Light 100 for 
breakfast.”

GUERRILLA MY DREAMS

essons Learned in Las VegasL

When you’re from Los Angeles, saying that you have never been 
to Vegas is like saying that you have never eaten Mexican food.



minimum of three frisks and anyone carrying 
alcoholic beverages not purchased at the 
stadium would have been dragged back to 
the parking lot and probably maced if he 

and tie-dye who walked in holding his three-
foot glass bong.

with utmost seriousness to the middle-aged 
woman in the uniform windbreaker. 

That night, we got into the backseat 
of another cab, one that smelled like the 
neighboring dorm room sophomore year 
of college, the room belonging to the guys 

The cab driver sounded vaguely apologetic.

could smoke.”

was the sort of concert where nearly all of 
my conversations with strangers involved 
listening to their tallies of Dead shows before 

We hit the fabled Strip after the show 
Sunday night, exiting another cab somewhere 

along with the tide across a bridge. Catcalls 
came in through both ears. The guys with 
beer in their hands wanted us to party with 
them and the guys without beer wanted us 

sized slabs of paper. Collect the whole series, 

faintly exotic Leilani really the girls who will 
show up to your suite if you call the number 

Nah, it’s probably best to keep walking.
We hit the mall that links Caesar’s and 

Chanel. The girl who grew up reading Vogue
emerged, eyeing black dresses and yearning 
to feel what kind of fabric constitutes 
spending a few months salary on one article 

sternly not to touch anything. The sales lady 

understand English.

totally faux real.

food, so we walked through a cobblestone 
maze, growing disoriented by the series of 
twists in the road and the unnaturally blue-

found was the one she intended to locate, but 
the food was good and we could hear a lady 

Dolls song that was a big hit earlier that year 

learned what everyone else has known for years. 

This is the place where you can be a pop star, 
stoner, or big spender even when the truth of 

can make up stories about the girls on the playing 
cards and the guys with the buildings named after 
them and never really bother to learn the truth 

we will wake up early and catch a shuttle back 
to the airport. We will sit next to birthday boys 

machines, chatting up the hippies as we wait for 

that in a half hour, we’ll be back home and all of 
this will be nothing but a clouded memory.

–Liz Ohanesian
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L
LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

home for the last ten years. 

don’t love it. At least not yet anyway. Even 
though it’s probably too early to talk smack 
about the place, one thing has become clear: 
San Diegans sure do love their city. 

Some cities have inferiority complexes. 

be a stinking shithole stuck in the shadow of 
New York. 

San Diegans, on the other hand, suffer 

with outright arrogance. San Diegans aren’t 
as bad as San Franciscans in their hatred of 
L.A., but they’re close. While there’s a lot to 
like about San Diego, there’s more to being a 
great place to live than beautiful beaches and 

10. THE SPRAWL

get in your car and drive for thirty minutes 

places, you can drive for thirty minutes on 
the same street.) There’s something vaguely 
reassuring about this. No matter where you 

you drive for thirty minutes you’re going 
to end up in the ocean, the mountains, the 

isn’t an improvement.

9. TRAFFIC

the next person, but San Diegans act like 

pretty much the same thing as saying you’re a 
pussy. We’re not talking about ocean voyages 

th century caravel in the dead of winter, 

coast, north-south movement is going to be 

this doesn’t explain why so many Angelenos 
refuse to venture from the West Side to the 
East Side (and vice versa), but anywhere 
you go, there are bound to be cowards. San 
Diegans are proud of having embraced the 

8. TACO TRUCKS

everywhere, but in San Diego city ordinances 
make them verboten. They want their tourists 

There was a taco truck parked on Wilshire 

lines at the border are hella long, so it’s not the 
same. Van con el dios pocos carros del taco!

7. L.A. TIMES/L.A. WEEKLY/
LACTATING NIPPLES
The Los Angeles Times gets a lot of heat 
for not being The New York Times, but now 

is The San Diego Union-Tribune
what a stellar publication it is. The Union-
Tribune Sports page is particularly appalling. 

the L.A. Weekly, The Reader, is also strange 
as the publisher refuses to run sex ads. 
That means no gentlemen’s clubs, no self-
employed strippers, no pregnant women 
with lactating nipples looking for their sugar 

without a lactating nipple fetish.

6. THE ABSENCE OF 
A PRO FOOTBALL TEAM

love pro 

is neither the time nor the place to explain 
why mine is a higher, purer form of fandom, 

breathing fans. What makes matters worse is 
that the San Diego Chargers have, arguably, the 
best player in the entire football league on their 

this has cultivated a sense of entitlement in their 

game it is to play, how hard it is to win at this 
brutal sport on a consistent basis. Their fans 
now expect their star player to breeze into the 
end zone twice a game and rack up incredible 

glad the Chargers got bounced out 
of the playoffs. 

5. RANCHO LA BREA TAR PITS

a stupidly redundant name if there ever 

pits.” The tar pits stank. The asphalt oozed 

parked each morning. They were a magnet for 

it has something to do with the sterile, climate 

be there with the rest of the tourists.

4. MOLLY BURGERS
Everyone has their own view of what 

nothing to do with geography, but the place 
that is most representative, most alluring, the 
launch-pad for a Los Angeles experience. For 

me, it’s the intersection of Fairfax and Wilshire 

serve food at lunch, but the same cook has been 
back there slinging sliders for the last ten years, 
lending a remarkable consistency to the best 

comes with bacon and cheese and is served 
with lettuce, tomatoes, pickles, and onions 
on the side. They also have twelve-year-old 
Jameson’s on the whiskey menu so that you can 
turn your meal to remember into an afternoon 
you’ll probably forget.

3. EL COYOTE 
SCRATCH MARGARITAS 

but the less said about the food the better. The 

LEAVING LOS ANGELES

JIM RULAND

“To my ears, it’s 
pretty much 
the same thing 
as saying that 
you’re a pussy.”

LAZY MICK



scratch margarita isn’t on the menu and it’s 
shorthand for “made from scratch.” Just tell 
Fran, the bar waitress, you want a scratch 

prepare to be knocked out of your huaraches.

2. MUSEUM OF 
JURASSIC TECHNOLOGY 

the most disorienting place in all of Los 

of the museums, but its Culver City address 
doesn’t have any signs or windows. From the 
outside, it looks like an abandoned recording 
studio or soundstage. The hours aren’t friendly 
for working stiffs and the dark lobby isn’t 
exactly inviting, but once you’re in it’s like 

sense—your imagination—be your guide. (To 
learn more about this fascinating place, check 
out Lawrence Weschler’s fascinating book 
Mr. Wilson’s Cabinet of Wonder

an odd little room outside the theater where 
you can sit, sip the free tea, and succumb to 
the feeling that you’re a gentleman explorer 
recently returned from an expedition to a far-
off land. 

1. DODGER STADIUM

is the most democratic thing you can do in the 

you can see people from all walks of life, 

of the few places where virtually all ethnicities 
in the cultural stewpot of Los Angeles are 

don’t mean the way TV shows represent the 
racial spectrum (one black male and one Asian 
female for every fourteen hot blondes). The 
mix at Dodger Stadium is accurate portrayal of 
the makeup of the city, unlike Staples Center 
on basketball night when the only black people 
in the building are athletes and entertainers, or 

on hockey night where everyone is a white 
transplant from an Eastern city with brutal 
winters. No, Dodger Stadium gets it right. 
Latinos boycotted the L.A. Dodgers after 

to love the Dodgers. The result: the best 

other reasons to love the Dodgers: the palm 
trees, Dodger dogs, Whittier native Nomar 

face of the Dodgers, and the golden throat of 
Vin Scully, who has more knowledge locked 
up in his brainbox than all the supercomputers 
at Cooperstown. 

heart is somewhere on the loge level on the 
third base side, shucking peanuts out of their 
shells, cheering for the home team.

–Jim Ruland

Illustration by Ryan Gelatin
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I’M AGAINST IT

Winter is over for me and all it took was 
a trip to the ballpark. That’s right, one week 
after freezing my ass off in Las Vegas for the 

my game, and college ball has started—so 

was yellow rather than green—it was baseball 

in the world is utterly ridiculous, but college 

catcher could make about the same distance 
throw as he would trying to throw out a runner 
at second base, and my cost is a mere ten 

sit that close; you’ll pay in the hundreds if you 

only saw it happen twice last year, and both 
times, it was a coach. No babies in college 
ball. Lastly, these guys give one hundred 
percent all the time. There are no big contracts 

to the next level, you don’t complain and you 
show off your god-given talent. 

The alumni game is a contest between 
former players—many of whom play in the 

like these guys were all having fun, even if 

lose by one run to a bunch of pro players, 
you must have a decent team. And, let me 
tell you, what a great place to get autographs. 
All one has to do is lean over, ask nicely, 

guy sign a stack of cards for a kid. The great 

didn’t have to shell out top dollars to get an 

must have been the way baseball was done in 

baseball program, even if we are in the same 
league as Cal State Fullerton. We’ve been to 

the college world series before and we have 

to fame is our team’s nickname, the Dirtbags. 

more souvenirs than anyone, based on our 
nickname, so we’ve got that going for us.

The boys of spring or winter are here 
and for ten bucks and another seven or eight 

and booze are much cheaper also. A dog and 
a beer at Dodger Stadium will run you ten to 
eleven bucks, you’ll wait in a long line, and 

on opening day at Dodger Stadium one year. 

the beer at college games is supposed to be 

have it for at least one more season. 

and you want someone to watch baseball with, 

if they sell it. So yeah, college sports rule, and 

and gloves. Come say hello if you see me.

SMUT PEDDLER,
An Anthology of Erotic 
Comics #1

Now here’s a saucy bunch of comics. The 
whole idea of sex in comics is somewhat 

comics, the female super heroes have massive 

Smut Peddler, for the 

This book even has a clown self explode when 

is the guy who gets a stripper from his mom 
because he’s alone on his birthday. Limpness 
is induced by a stripper because she whispers, 
“Happy birthday big boy, from mom,” in his 
ear. This book is great because it gives that 
special meaning to sex, that it’s a free for all. 
The act is silly, the act is serious, it is fun, it 

all in here in thirteen different versions. Some 
are graphic and some are comic but it is all 
sex-driven. To be honest, it’s more Playboy
sex than it is Hustler
prude, it’s not for you, but if you have a little 

NOBODY CAN EAT 50 EGGS

to be a dull, this-is-my-life comic, but 

understanding all the curveballs life has to 
throw. For example, how does a regular Joe 

this only works for women—because even if 

have a ban on same sex marriages and you 

Hunter,” which goes into the whole Steve 

into the night. (Eat50eggs@hotmail .com)

NATE RELOCATES

Well, it is what the title says. Nate Relocates
is an autobiography similar to that which 
thousands of California kids could write. Nate 

could say great things because Nate seems 
like a great guy, but nothing over the top 

SQUEEZE MY HORN

“Our claim to fame 
is our team’s 
nickname, the 
Dirtbags. How 
punk rock is that?”

GARY HORNBERGER

THE
DIRTBAGS



and friends and did what most of us did as we 

)

MONSTER PARADE

this book would be the museum, because 
it is chalked full of them. The winter storm 
is eerily entertaining: the images seem to 
emanate from a child’s mind and into an 

stories is haunting also: the blackness of the 
storm melding into the smoke from the train, 

the city’s chimneys. This book is wonderfully 

monster stories, then this one is a must have. 

TALES DESIGNED 
TO THRIZZLE #3

This comic thrizzles me greatly. There is 
nothing funnier than comic book parody, and 

Thrizzle. This 
book makes fun at the Flash, Dick Tracy, and 

of the Flash, or as known in Thrizzle—the
Spurt. There is a new guy playing the part 
of the Spurt since the old Spurt has retired, 

Spurt changing into costume at high speed. 
Well, that didn’t turn out right. From ads to 

masterpiece for making one laugh out loud in 
a room by oneself. An added plus is the sexy 
devil chick on the front cover. What the owl 
is for, who knows. Tales Designed to Thrizzle

RUNAWAY COMIC #2

that this had a lot in common with some 
Mad Magazine

of Mad. So now that my thunder has been 

kind of way of story telling. Who knew 

using superhero ass and has a mastery of 
the English language. This comic has some 
breakout potential. (Fantagraphics)

THE LAST
LONELY SATURDAY

who, on a visit to his wife’s grave, is given 

morbid to my wife, but the guy got a free ride 
ticket to spend eternity with the one he loved 
and seemed pretty happy to ride the wind 

me that everyone ends up happy in the book, 
so what the hey. (Fantagraphics)

–Gary Hornberger 
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T“Trouble of English Learners”

one of the people whose country have over 

so many words in English. Sometimes they 
have the same meaning, but not the same 
pronunciation. And some words sound same, 

Chinese students to tell from them. 
After making efforts to write them, 

them, not listening and speak. As a result 
of this, many of the Chinese students can’t 
say a single word correctly though they can 
write thousands of words. That’s too bad. 

Those are only problems about words, 
not including sentences, grammar and so on. 
That’s why so many people learn English 
and so many people hate English. 

-Qu Qian

“How We Like Sleeping”
Everyday, after busy work. All of us 

felt very tired. Everyone want to sleep 

become colder and colder, more and more 
people want to stay in bed longer. When we 
woke up in the morning, we found no one 
get up and the weather was so cold, we came 
back to sleep again. We felt the time went 
faster while sleeping, so a story happened. 

A year ago, it was snowing. Although all 
members of our dormitory were so excited 
but no one wanted to get up. So we talked 
about whether we should get up or not. 
Finally we decided not to go to class to do 
the morning reading. So all of us sleeped 
again. A few minutes later, boom, our door 
was shooted out by our class adviser, he 
bursted through angry. All of us were more 
afraid of his angry, then he taken our blanket 

class adviser was so angry, that we could 

not face to face with him but made our head 
down, then he sent us to classroom, and we 
had to sweep the snow away. 

-Wang Zheng

“The World of Music”

and makes people lose themselves in it. 

and think the problems carefully. 
When we feel lonely, music can make 

us remember the happiness with our friends 
and make us happy. 

When we are after a day’s study and 
feel tired, listen to it, it can make us relax 
in body and in mind and let us throw in the 
study again. 

Although music gives us many 

makes some students listen to music all day 
instead of studying. As a result, their study 

music in free time to relax. 
We should use the music this paintbrush 

add color to our life and share the excellent life. 
-Fan Fen

“My Utopian World”

Close Range

cowboy to live with my lovely sheep, cows, 
horses, the prairie, the clear blue sky, the 
wooden fences and so on. 

from my home and located in a place with 

the birds and the insects begin to chirp, the 

fondling all of them. Then, we follow the 
path to the top of the mountain. High on the 

sing country romantic songs which have moved 

my sheep are always accompanying me. 

When the setting sun goes slowly down 
to the west. When the sky over the mountain 
is covered with red rays of evening sunlights. 

my lovely work day. 

across some little children who are singing 

that we are all free from care. 
After a while, a long trip bus passes by 

us. We begin to run after the bus crazily and 

of the road…”

of my little wooden house, taking a glance of 
the shadows on the hills, missing my friends 
and parents, thinking of those words by Jack 

-Zhu Cheng

“Our School”

for us to study. Everywhere you can see 
green trees. The air here is fresh. Sometimes 
you can hear birds singing. When you are 

the beauty of nature. Then you’ll be full of 
energy to study again. 

There are four teaching buildings in 
total, which are both bright and clean. The 
teachers here are kind, and easy-going. 
They all have a strong responsibility on us. 

(sisters). And take good care of us on all 

but after class they are our friends. 
You are welcome to visit our school if you 

by it. Not only its beauty but also its people. 

“Auld Lang Syne”
Have you ever heard the song “Auld 

song always make me feel something. 
There is also existing a friendship in my 
heart forever. 

Tan Lin, who is an ordinary-looking 
girl, but in my eyes, is more beautiful than 

East Side Stories
AMY ADOYZIE

“Music is a magi-
cal thing, it has a 
force and makes 
people lose them-
selves in it.”

MONSTER OF FUN



Illustration by Miao Tie Fu

any other girl. She has big eyes. She always 
smiles to everyone. Lin and me have been 
friends for more than ten years. When we were 
young, we studied hard and played together. 
What’s more, we went to the same primary 
school and middle school together, but now 
we are separated for studying at different 

each other to study hard. We promise that we 
will build a bright future together. 

will spend my whole life watering it. Auld 
Lang Syne! 

-Jiang Yanhui

“Let The Mouse Away From My House”

mouse away from my house. 

bedroom. Then put it in a small cage. Next, 

some pictures on that mouse’s face with color 

in its house, the mouse’s hole. Finally other 

mouses looked it with frighten looks and all 
run away from my house. 

-FXW

“My Class – 0518” 

spend most of time in my classroom before 

Second Family.”
We can work with “brothers” and 

“sisters.” They are very clever and friendly. 
For example, Cao Hongau is the best sample 
of our class. Not only his progress is good, but 
also he can do well in singing and reciting. 
Another person is Liu Lizhi, who is fond of 
Crazy English. Wherever he goes, you can 
hear English pronounced like an American. 

think we will be good at it with his help. 

an unforgettable experience in my lifetime. 
-Liu Zheng

“My Foreign Teacher”

At last, we knowed she was a Chinese-
American coming from Los Angeles. 

she is very kindness. She gave me a English 

should protect our environment, and she 

were Huarong people and we didn’t know 
that we should protect our home, but she is a 

were really moved by her. 

week we talked about our daily life, our holiday 

but also our good friends. 
-Yang Wen

–Amy Adoyzie
amyadoyzie.com

“I still want to be a cowboy to live with my lovely 
sheep, cows, horses, the prairie, the clear blue 
sky, the wooden fences and so on.” 

 13





 15



I

LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

I am torn! Befuddled! Highly 
discombobulated!
a puzzled panther, and it appears i’ll be 
leaving it like a partially lobotomized 
platypus! Here is the reason for the 
discombobulation, as it stands: Today, i 

patent leather shoes on the hound dog feet 
and all, but, in this instance, it merely heaps 

contemplating lifeboat ethics and 
promulgating cutthroat competition: The 

not for purposes of adoration from afar, but 
to be proudly and dutifully loaded into my 

“deluxe” model, which was presumably not 
psychedelic in the least, although i’m sure it 

dismissively]); hauling capacity precisely 

and then spending the next day or two 

at the top of my lungs like a frigging fruitcake 
is not, in and of itself, a highly problematical 
experience either. The problem stems from 

in, i have 
to take something else out. And, i’ll have you 

perfect as it 
is—its contents honed during several nights 
of drunken trial and error, each record 
exhaustively bench-tested against its peers, 
each coveted spot duly battled for in impartial, 
battle royal style sonic combat. My jukebox 
is so perfect it makes Curt Hennig look like 
Barry Horowitz!!! (now, i admit this much: 

you’d get shitfaced too if you 
hadda haul this fucking thing out of your 

TON. 

make it roughly the size of a dresser {albeit 

lower and wider}, add some glass and a weird 

moider!
of us well over six feet tall—a half hour of 
back-breaking straining and grunting to roll 

idea at the time, like pretty much anything 

similarly fey sales pitch on the label—e.g. 

light of further analysis, none of these records 
delivered on their implicit promise to rock 

duty at all. BLASPHEMERS! SIMONISTS!

Trick at S8, which is only intended to be a 

exactly one single acts as a placeholder for 

perfection—some completely perfect record 
must yield its hallowed spot and let something 

is A1—currently
Sprinkler’s highly cerebral “Little Yellow 

(well, imagine that!). This record, 
regardless of pedigree, would be beyond 
reproach were it the original yellow-with-a-
small-hole pressing; however, the nature of 

much less cool black-with-a-big-hole 

big-hole or no, the permanence of this record 
can best be explained by referring you, the 

Rev. 
Nørb, have you had sex with any Asian girls 
on top of your jukebox yet? Why, yes. Yes i 
have. Rev. Nørb, did you play your old band’s 
song “Little Yellow Box” whilst so doing? 
Why, yes. Yes i did. Then there is likely no 

chance in fucking hell you’re taking that 
record off, is there? Why no. No there isn’t. 

use whether or not the playing records are 
visible as a line of demarcation as to which 

real test of whether a 

is whether or not 
you can shag on it without having to bend 
anyone into some prohibitively fucked up 
position
prohibitively fucked up fucked up positions, 

Trust me, guys: You are going to want to fuck 
on your jukebox. And girls are going to want 

leave that for the Canadians, represented by 
the Stampeders’ “Sweet City Woman” at E1].

invertebrate,
at crotch height!
stars get in touch via nrevorb@tds.net, no 

C1 spot currently 

called the “Wonders” but i refuse to 
acknowledge their slave name) “That Thing 

like that song (it was a 
far better song than a movie), and if the 

situated in my dinette area (to all of you with 

cannot bump G1, E2 or S1

all by Sweet (unless you count “Little Willy” 

bumped out of L1 to make way for the Storey 

REV. NORB

“My jukebox is so 
perfect it makes 
Curt Hennig 
look like Barry 
Horowitz!!!”

POWER POP POLICEI
I

STEVE MILLER 3, THE RECORDS 1...

I I

WHAT THE HELL KINDA POLICEMAN ARE YOU, ANYWAY?



(vun vun vun!) so 

J1 to make room for 

Express—meaning that with Sweet down to 

“Yummy Yummy Yummy” and “Chewy 
Chewy” at Q5 and S5
Steal” secretly lodged at J2 (i say “secretly” 

N1/P1

i’m more a traditionalist and go for a more or 

wave aesthetics being primarily constrained 

Timm made each one with custom graphics, 

lame, to be honest, but i really liked the 
Dickies one—possibly because that’s one of 

that the song would never actually be what it 

really fuck shit up by actually having it 

what record is really underneath the “Fan 
J2/K2. YOU HAVE BEEN 

WARNED.) Timm also gave me a couple of 

Q1 (one of the best 

might recall me writing a line-by-line 
dissection of this masterpiece for Hit List a 

at U8 (primo bubblegum played by 
chimpanzee secret agents disguised as a rock 
band. You think i’m kidding, but i’m not)—
neither of which will be moved from their 
slots ‘til i’m fucking dead and graverobbers 
dig me up and steal ‘em as i intend to be 

U1 is similarly beyond reproach; i’d 
put every damn record this band recorded on 

go back to the black-with-a-big-hole thing 

Essex at A2 seems vulnerable, but that song 
sounded good when my mom took me 
rollerskating in third grade and the chicks 
seem to dig it, so it stays. The Strawberry 

seems similarly unstable, yet, during arduous 
head-to-head testing, it has always performed 
well enough to hold onto the C2 G2,
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Illustration by Travis T.

Trust me, guys: 

And girls are going 
to want to fuck on 

your jukebox.

You are going to 
want to fuck on your 
jukebox.





a beat that sounds like stoned Nazis 
methodically goosestepping metal garbage 

early, boogie-woogie piano instrumental 
“Like, Long Hair” at L2 to the seminal punk 

L7 to 
S7 can 

of A5

V4, “Take The 
U7

(N2) might be overthrown some day, if only 

Dewey) nor my favorite (Searchers) version, 

Q2
unmovable, especially now that i’ve taken 

S2/T2 is an 
unlikely crowd pleaser (and may possibly 
serve the same functional utility as A1 in

enough to hold the fort at U2 at least until my 

A3
discussion; the fact that it’s the edited version 
where she “puts you in your place” instead of 
“sitting on your face” is slightly counteracted 

E7 and C3, respectively) count as power pop 

count goddamn SCANDAL as power pop, i 

the original versions of two of the songs they 
covered on “21st

Q3, and the immortal “Starry 
N5. Let the…er…

record
P5
of the record that i’ve seen actually have a 

J8/K8,
don’tcha know). At E3
Dog With Dorothy Stratten” remains my 
favorite Angry Samoans song bar none, with 

entertainment value—actually following up 
“Letter” with an unadvertised repeat of the 
A-side, followed by an unadvertised repeat 

G3, although i reserve the right to 

New Adventures at J3 is a strangely 

at L3 is so straight-up perfect that, in my 
youth, i once made my dad turn off the 
clippers during a garage haircut when i heard 
it playing on the radio, and “Aba-Daba-Do 

N3 is 
pretty much the greatest record ever. Even 

S3,
U3

Travel” (T3) and “You Weren’t Using Your 
Head” (V3) more than the a-sides these days. 
At A4

stereo mix you get nowadays so it can’t be 
budged— nor can C4
Trashmen, for obvious reasons (i.e., i don’t 

that it booted the Viletones from the E4 slot, 
and i once embarrassed my cousin by playing 
G4
hangout, so it obviously has to stay so i can 

band ever to include the son of a two-time 

J4/K4, and 
i’m not sure if the fact that i once sold a copy 
of this record for $200 and now got it on my 

N8.

The guy who did the sleeve graphics for N8
also played drums on J4/K4

L4, but replaced it with the 
Hentchmen’s version as a nod to Johnny 
Hentch, because i once partied in his 

so there ya go. At N4,

P4
sagging punkness ratings, the next two 

ep at Q4/R4
T4. S4

Hop” from C5, but, although close, have 

E5/F5
the West” by the Clash at G5/H5 are
untouchable, and i demand to have at least 
one Aerosmith record on this thing at all 

J5 it is! 

Stone” at L5/M5 needs no further explanation 
(although i will admit that i removed “Valleri” 

liked “Valleri” as much as everybody else 
seems to). While Duane Eddy has taken 

decade or two—mainly on accounta not bein’ 

at U5 is superior to anything Link Wray ever 

Don’t Care” at A6/B6, if for no other reason 

C6
is beginning to wear on me, but i refuse to 
remove it sheerly on general principle! So 

NO!
NO!

NO! NO! A THOUSAND 
TIMES NO! NOT “Lies” by the 

NOT “Dizzy” by Tommy 
NOT “Tears of a Clown” or “Come on 

nrevorb@tds.net. Thank you, and keep your 
noses clean on my beat.

Evol,
Nørb
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Bob Seger has a beat that sounds like stoned Nazis 
methodically goosestepping metal garbage cans to 
death and is voted off no Island of Rock, ever.



T

I’M AGAINST IT

(Commentary by Francis Funyuns)

Cold, cold, cold

unfortunate discomfort. Today is by far the 
coldest day of this Wisconsin winter, but the 
cold is not the direct source of my discomfort. 

different kinds of chili is my fault, but the 

should back up a bit here.

all wearing their chili buttons and holding 
their chili signs. We went to six taverns here 
in northern Door County. Every participant 
had at least one cup of the house chili at each 
location, washed down with large amounts 
of beer. We marched into each establishment 

fumes!” We were a menace!

such an important day in proper fashion. 

breakfast! Then at the chili run’s starting 

temps were in the negative single digits, 

We had a trophy for who ate the most chili, 

and awards for stinkiest farts, worst breath, 
and best chili attire! We had all achieved 

it’s the new Christmas!

The last two evenings we had a low 
temperature of twenty below zero. This is the 

with my bowels packed full of eight different 
chilis and nowhere to crap! 

necessities should freeze the morning after

should give us some dinghole reports to help 
keep your mind off your rising chili pressure. 
- Dr. S.]

birthday party and he left a message on 

sister had rented out their local small 
town indoor pool for his party. There were 
twenty-some eight- and nine-year-old 

across the state. 
His party started promptly at six o’clock, 

they would all be occupied swimming and 

locker room and set up directly behind the 

kids splashing and yelling. The time was 

the door, and mounted my kit. A few of the 
swimming boys noticed the door open and a 
large chicken sitting down behind a drumset. 
They were somewhat confused.

Then with a monstrous, thundering 

screaming. They were screaming like little 
girls
some rhythms as my ears bounced to and 

rhythms and listen to the monstrous echo. 
deafening! The boys screamed and 

screamed. Slowly, they all left the water 
and stood around the locker room door. 
Some of them started dancing while others 

nephew was bragging to his friends how the 
uncle! After a few 

the locker room door shut. A few of the boys 
were yelling, “Come back, Chicken man!” 

CHILIGASM!!
RHYTHM CHICKEN

“Tempera-
ture was a 
balmy zero. 
Heat wave!”

THE DINGHOLE REPORTS

  We had a trophy for who ate the 
              chili, and awards for
stinkiest farts, worst breath,

and best chili attire!

most



Finding myself in northern Wisconsin 

to partake in my favorite winter event: 

largest winter festival in the county, and 
most of it takes place outdoors. There are 
various gaming “events,” such as the bike 
toss, the toilet seat toss, ice volleyball, 
and minnow races. There is also a large 
tent where one can purchase beer, brats, 
and chili!

precariously—

directly outside the tent entrance. The sun 
was out and the temperature was a balmy 
zero. Heat wave

opening drumroll roared through the games. 
A few folks left the heated beer tent to inspect 
the ruckus and offer their cheers. The games 

the air! Ruckus!

the chicken kit up two blocks to the main 
intersection in town. There, on the corner, was 

white bird with a few younger ones below 
hatching from their eggs. The large bird held his 

sidewalk and was soon dispensing more winter 

and clapped! Dogs howled! There was a small 
group of girls who followed the ruckus from 

moved the kit to the third and most anticipated 

times, but never inside. This was to be the day! 

goers. We moved the kit to the center of the room 

where the rest of the band was. Ha
time pulling the head on and lettin’ loose with 
the ruckus! The tavern erupted with hoots and 
hollers! There was a little girl sitting at the table 
directly behind me. She was plugging her ears 
during my entire show! Ruckus! There was a 
cocktail waitress who couldn’t get through. She 
stood there patiently holding her tray of beers, 

trying to make sense of the chicken concert in 

Tavern was the third stop on our chili run! 

my belly!

brown! - Dr. S.]

how
you can hold in eight different kinds of chili 

arctic cold, screaming, until he simply explodes,
leaving a large brown splatter on his snow-

–Rhythm Chicken
rhythmchicken@hotmail.com
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A few of the boys were yelling, 
“Come back, Chicken man!”



I

I’M AGAINST IT

degrees of change all around you, from 
your earliest, vague thoughts as a revved-
up heathen looking forward to starting 
kindergarten all the way up to your current 
state, sitting here with this magazine in your 
hands. When you’re a lil’ grade-schooler, 
the most noticeable winds of change usually 
include how the class workloads seem to 
get increasingly larger, not to mention much 

to do what

then biting down on said metal, hoping that 
some kind of math revelation would drop on 
your head like birdshit from above. “Wait 
a minute; you’re saying that our three-page 
report means writing on both sides of each 

out a way to insert bigger words, use longer 

noticed other airs of change in my elementary 
school days: what was happening in music 

about girls, and the fact that there were a 
small percentage of kids in our age bracket 
who were experimenting with cigs, booze, 
and other forms of narcotic entertainment. 

types around the 5th th

grade seems a likely age for little Johnny to 
bootleg some of his parents’ smokes and try 
‘em on for size with his or her pals. We’ve 

still a pretty young time for any ten year old 
to be giving it the old college try with booze 

Around 5th grade, the mother of one of my 

often had some gnarly parties at her house. 
She was always way cool, but shooed us 
outta the living room as booze, buds, and 

was crazy getting my head around the idea 
that parties like this were happening at one 
of my friend’s houses, as there was a big 
cross section of different types of families 

always cool with the fact that his mom made 
damn sure that we weren’t trying to horn in 

th grade who brought a 

sandwich baggy full of green capsules to 
school one day, only to get severely busted 
after trying to sell some. 

line, and our school district had shut down 

th grade and then straight to high school, 
th through 12th grade; no in 

was a great middle class neighborhood to 
grow up in during my grade school years, 
and there were a lot of teenagers and older 
people living around us at the time, all of 
whom were always looking out for my older 
brother, sister, and me.

What was so strange to me was that even 
in my 5th

you couldn’t help but see them constantly 

parents’ garages, or down the block, hanging 
out at the park, getting loaded on god knows 

actually boosted his mom’s blender out of 
the kitchen because he’d found a working 

riding up on my Schwinn Stingray to the 
clattering, ice-rattling scene of him and his 
pals mixing margaritas during the middle of 
a summer afternoon in a public park. To me, 
that was pretty fucking funny. There were 

any of ‘em for it ‘cause they did what they 
did and it was what it was. 

They all seemed to respect my parents, 
probably more out of fear because of my 
dad not thinking twice to put one of his 
boots up their asses if they ever offered any 
of us three a beer or what they happened to 

mom still is) very adamant about the end 
result of screwing around with dope. Even 
when we were real young, it was never 
sugarcoated or swept under the rug when it 
came to doling out the cold, hard facts of why 
some addicted folks ended up the way they 

kinda puzzled me as to why he’d be saying 

things like that to me for simply screwing 
around, or being loud or disruptive in class. 

wasn’t a literal warning, but instead a heed 

a slippery slope type of situation. 

really started to understand what it meant to 
learn by example, even if it was pretty black 

as my dad was, but speaks in a lower, more 
rational tone backed with solid reasoning 

chasing. To this day, both my parents have 
never given me one single piece of bad 

and wouldn’t trade any of it for anything in 
the world. The best part of all of it is that 
it taught me to make my own decisions 

taught me to not live in a protected, Ned 

difference of being overly cautious and 

pretty good not being paranoid simply by 
paying attention to the examples of things 
happening around me. 

be able to tell as he himself was keen on 

didn’t smoke, she could smell it on me a 

having the sit-down with the both of ‘em 
after getting home one night. The weird 
thing was that neither of ‘em were ready 
to explode; the conversation was actually 
pretty calm. Dad’s remarks were something 

‘cause this shit ain’t good for you,” going on 

for so many years. (Shit excuse, if you ask 

not a single redeeming value in lighting up 
a cig. (And there really isn’t, if you stop and 
think about it.) 

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

difference of being 
overly cautious and 
just plain exercising 
caution”

NO PREACHING ALLOWED
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and cancer runs on both sides of my 
family and that smoking really upped the 

bit strange to walk away from a talk with 
my parents with them leaving a decision 
like that completely up to me. No reverse 
psychology, no physical punishment or 

found its way into my brain over the years 
and that felt pretty damn cool. Needless to 

few years later and shitcanned the idea of 
smoking altogether. 

really got into the whole drinking thing 
during my last years of high school when 
everyone else was going full throttle. 
Drinking really never interested me to 
begin with, even though both my parents 
drank on occasion, and my brother and 
sister were knocking out their fair share of 
rounds. What’s funny is that it’s not that 

point of getting past a coupla sips of any 

still support anyone who wishes to do so. 

some years back, my old bass player (The 

high with additional 12oz frosty treats. A 
stranger approached us and said, “Damn, 
your bass player is gonna die if he keeps 

Torrez toasted the nosey fuck and replied, 
“Everyone’s gotta die of something.” 

too long.” Assholes like this need to mind 

or partake of the vast narcotic cornucopia. 

years ago by my old Flipside cohort and 

guitar for The Humpers. The name stuck 
after driving them both home after a gig 
one night and they noticed how much 
of a golden ticket it is to have a reliable 
designated driver when the evening winds 
down in the wee hours of the morning. 
Anyone who really knows me knows that 

no
so-called “straight edge movement.” No 

someone doesn’t want to put his or her body 
through drugs, alcohol, meat, caffeine, or 
promiscuous sex, they should do so on 
their own and not be so goddamned vocal 

this are like listening to those boastful 
types in the crowd speaking loudly about 
their “cool band,” swinging their dick 
about how fucking rad they are. C’mon. 

you want for yourself, then 
that’s all that matters. The ones who get 

being fanatical like a large percentile of 

(That’s a whole other column…don’t even 
get me started). 

comes to doing my own thing, it sure isn’t 
fucking around with anyone else’s way 
of life. Tolerance, like change, can be a 

surprisingly good thing. Don’t be scared. 

that needs barbecuing and a colon that needs 

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

Illustration by Steve Larder

I’ll never forget riding up on my Schwinn 
Stingray to the clattering, ice-rattling scene 
of him and his pals mixing margaritas dur-
ing the middle of a summer afternoon in 
a public park.
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LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

sell “Free Jones Hand” T-shirts. Jones Hand 

behind me in an advanced algebra class. We 
weren’t friends, exactly, but we talked a lot. 

thinking that Jones was a good enough guy, 
even if he did reek of booze most mornings. 

A few years later, Jones had a psychotic 
break and attacked his Narcotics Anonymous 
sponsor with a hatchet. Jones cracked the 
poor guy’s head open.

When the news hit my hometown, most 

was friends with Charles Hand, Jones’s 
younger brother. Charles was rightfully torn 

brother’s idea about a “Free Jones Hand” 

with that long, slow, scolding “dude.” As in, 
“Duuuude. Not funny.”

those T-shirts.

name. He’d been in a high school Spanish 

Spanish class name. He was a suburban 
white kid like the rest of us. He worked at the 

uncommon for my brother, my friends, and 
me to get a big soda at the mall, spike it with 
whiskey, and get drunk on the mall benches. 

often on the receiving end of this heckling. 
Nothing malicious. Just longwinded hoots of 

off the heckles with a wave of his hand.

hooker’s body. They both got caught.

with back then. She was a sweet girl. There’s 
no other way to put it. She dated my brother 

for a while. Even my brother would say, 
“She’s too nice of a girl to date a guy like 
me.” They broke up after a couple of months. 

anything. Everyone remained friends. She 
was still part of the crew.

Wendy had a thing about birthdays. 
She always remembered people’s birthdays. 

all day with my brother. He forgot. No 

didn’t remember. That night, we all went 
out drinking. Not to celebrate my birthday. 

into Wendy that night. She said, “Happy 
birthday.” She bought me a beer.

all went out to celebrate. Since he actually 
didn’t turn twenty-one until midnight, we 
started the night at the restaurant where 

nodded. Wendy said, “Happy birthday.” She 
served us several pitchers before the ten 
o’clock closing time.

legal drink at the strip club around the corner. 

to be polite. Very politely, Wendy said, “No 
thanks.” She was hanging out with a dude. 

shook his hand.
Later that night, after the rest of us had 

closed the strip club and stumbled drunkenly 
home, Wendy’s dude took the same hand 
that he’d used to shake my hand, wrapped it 
around Wendy’s neck, and strangled her.

have a birthday.

about the name; it’s real—outside a bar in 

kicked Steve. Steve fell on the curb, cut open 
his head, and, because he was a hemophiliac, 

the technology. They could not rebuild him. 

he made parole in his third year.

He introduced me to a couple of other servers 
who would become lifelong friends of mine.

girl, Nikki. Nikki was pregnant with John’s 
baby. They were keeping the baby and 

John spent a good bit of time cheating on 
Nikki. Sometimes, he’d take his dates to the 

back to Atlanta, worked with John again at 

but a lot of hours of my life have been spent 
drinking with John.

like he was smuggling a tangerine in his 
cheek. We played darts, did some shots, talked 

see John that night. Usually, it was good to 

bursts inside your mouth and you swallow 
the poison, it’s gonna kill you.”

tooth, anyway.
A couple of years later, back in Atlanta, 

hanging out with one of those lifelong friends 
John had introduced me to, talking about all 

shook my head. “Nikki was cheating on him 
and he couldn’t take it. He came home one 
night, shot her, and shot himself.”

“No. He killed Nikki, but when he shot 
himself, it didn’t kill him. He’s paralyzed.”

SEAN CARSWELL

“Of course your 
kid’s gonna be a 
drug addict if you 
give him ‘Jones’ 

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

Memories of Murder in My Life



“Living with Nikki’s mom.”

Tom Schwering was a shop teacher at 

on a carpentry crew with him. The guy 
was kind of a hero to me. He was always 
giving me advice about dating girls, and 
the thing was, his advice actually worked. 

Schwering got shot in a botched coke 

high school, though, and moved back 
to his hometown in upstate New York. 

coke deal in New York, and that time, he 
didn’t survive.

And so on.

one night. At closing time, only three people 

part owner and everyone else outranked me, 

kitchen, emptied the trash, wiped the bottles 
and the bar, counted out the bank and the tips, 

manager kept drinking 
and chatting through it 

and suggested darts.
We played several 

games, all with little 

them all.

about the little man purse 
that he always carried 

should not have let the 
manager pull the bottle 
of Jagermeister out of 
the cooler.

Two shots of Jager, 
one more game of darts 

he carried in his man 

showed it to my by 
pointing it at my head. 
“Do you know what this 

have no idea what that 

all the lines of coke that 

inhaled off my freshly 

someone telling me 

Cox and Nikki because they were both still 
alive and walking at this point. Had they not 

Finally, he put the fucking gun down.

walked straight out the door.

–Sean Carswell

Illustration by Brad Beshaw
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I should not have started teasing 
Glenn about the little man purse 
that he always carried around.



N

I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar:
Joan Jett: 
Nardwuar: Now Joan, you produced The 

Joan:
‘cause Darby came to see us in England, and, 
you know, he was probably a bit out of it. 

too clearly, either. And Lemmy and some of 

Laguna, my songwriting partner, we had to 
stop the beating.
Nardwuar: Joan Jett, you have a new song 

Joan: That’s one of the songs on the new 
CD, yeah.

Nardwuar: Did Canada, at one time, give The 

Joan: 

made a few remarks here and there, yeah.
Nardwuar:
That’s like Canada’s national band! Have 

Joan: You know, it’s kind of vague because 

said something derogatory about us. We’re, you 
know, standing side stage or something and 

people who are threatened by women playing 

the audience liked us better or something.
Nardwuar:
you!

Joan: 
the time.
Nardwuar: Now looking closely. What are 

Joan:
that is!
Nardwuar: There’s something around your 

Joan: 
sort of a remembrance—something to signify 

got off the plane and were greeted by hundreds 

We were like totally confused by the whole 

Japan where we were also held in high esteem 

little more because, in Japanese society, women 
are second class citizens. So girls were looking 

that’s what that’s about.
Nardwuar:
Jett! Another Canadian that loves you is 

Joan:

weeks ago.
Nardwuar:
body hair. Do you think feminine body hair 

Joan:

“Joan actually 
opened the Panama 
Canal physically 
with the big wheel.”

Nardwuar
the Human Servietteardwuarwu

vs.Joan Jett
Photo by C

hris N
elson
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Nardwuar: Joan Jett, you also 
have a song called “Fetish.”
Joan: Yes.
Nardwuar: Now speaking of 

Joan: Yeah, that is true.
Nardwuar:
gave one guy who messed with us 
a pee popsicle that was ten percent 
lemonade and ninety percent 
pee.”
Joan: Yeah, that wasn’t all The 

party house that we used to keep 
them there for if we needed them.
Nardwuar: Then he goes, “This 
tastes like shit.” Without missing a 
beat Joan Jett said, “You’re gettin’ 
close!”
Joan:
if that was exactly the words 

sounds pretty close.
Nardwuar: So why did he get a 

Joan: 

revenge on people who would screw with my 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, are you ever going 

Joan:
Nardwuar:

The Boy Looked 
at Johnny

this book at all.
Joan:
Nardwuar:
rock’n’roll star as you know it in the world. 
Never again will glamour, youth, melody, 

time stage in one teenage body.”
Joan: How can you even comment on 

humbled by those statements.
Nardwuar: 
were complete punks. They hated everything 
American except for Joan Jett. Let me continue. 
“After Joan Jett, all Americans are peanuts.”
Joan:
Nardwuar: Then they go on to say, 

Joan Jett is the best thing about American 
punk rock.”
Joan:
Nardwuar:

You are held in high esteem by these snobby 
punks. That’s must’ve been a great feeling.
Joan:
when they wrote that and it did make me feel 

Nardwuar: Joan Jett, did you also party on 

Sid Vicious’ house boat and did Sid Vicious 

Joan:
We rented it for a couple of weeks because 
we were there to make a record. So we were 

and we never made the record because things 

a party boat. And some of the girls would 
party with their friends, which is more of like 
a heavy metal party thing, and my friends 
were people like Sid and Nancy. 
Nardwuar: Joan Jett, were you really 

Joan:
Nardwuar:

Joan:

he was a fan or he wanted to meet me or....
Kenny Laguna:
Nardwuar: No, go ahead! Come on in 

Joan:
Nardwuar: 
Joan:
partner. He produces all my records and he’s 

years at least.
Nardwuar:
Kenny:
Nardwuar: 
Kenny:

though those guys (Van Halen) had that song 

was a huge thing. We did a live television show 

done, there were thousands of kids outside of 

the television studio and a riot ensued. And 
Noriega’s troops did come and settle that down. 

we ran over his foot and we left him behind. 

army got everybody out and then a day went by 

all nervous. And they said that Noriega sent his 

and wanted Joan to get on that plane and spend 
the evening at the palace with him. And Joan 

Nardwuar: An evening at the palace 
with Noriega.
Joan:
little frightening. Alone. 
Kenny:
running the country, so the State Department, 
who watch when you’re doing these things, 
hooked us up with this and that. Joan actually 

but they were all nervous about this because 
the protocol has to be handled carefully. So 
they worked out something weird and they 
whisked us out of the country through the 
American military. And you guys know 

Nardwuar: Thank you very much for the 

Joan: Yeah, well, he remembers those details. 

Nardwuar: Do you have any tips for 

Joan:
Nardwuar:

Kenny: You dirty rat! How could you know 

Nardwuar: 

Photo by Bev Davies
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understand people were throwing hot dogs and 
watermelon rinds at you Joan, and you were 
able to overcome this. How do you win them 

Joan:

Kenny:

then they put out that record and, we had hits 
that same year, but they had that monster record: 
Every Breath You Take. And we started doing 
stadiums together. So we did two tours in a row 

snobby kinda things going on, where they were 
saying rock’n’roll wasn’t good enough for us. 
“We have something else we’re doing,” whatever 

stage, the sky went black with garbage. They 
were throwing it on the stage. And Joan doesn’t 
really give in that easily.
Joan:

the stage. Nobody’s gettin’ me to leave the 

Nardwuar:
also wanted to ask you about Evil Stig. You 
contributed to the Evil Stig recording, and, in 

murder. A cold case was actually solved. That 
must make you feel great.
Joan:

popular with her fans. And to take it around 
the country and explain what happened to 
people and to be in this band Evil Stig, which 

Nardwuar:
you about this book. Are you familiar with 
this book here at all, The Devil’s Disciples

Joan:
Nardwuar: The Devil’s Disciples: The Truth 
about Rock
Joan:
Nardwuar: Well, what it says, Joan Jett, is, 

The Devil’s Disciples: The 
Truth About Rock. Very scary. The Devil’s 
Disciples
which included a version on cassette of an 

Joan: “Fucker.”
Nardwuar: “With a title like that she 
should’ve known better, but rock stars think 
they can get away with anything as long as 
we let them. When the Stones tried to market 
the same tune, their record label made them 

change the title to ‘Star Star’ and mumble 
their way through the offensive lyric, which 
they did. Joan didn’t bother and, boy, was 

about that song, they refused to handle the 
product and started shipping back the tapes. 
Since cassettes now outsell albums, that hurt. 

boycott.
action they also followed suit and before long, 
Joan Jett’s new album was stalled on the charts 
and falling.” The Devil’s Disciple. What’s the 

Joan:

Nardwuar: Do you remember any of 

Kenny:

happened was we went in to—the artwork gets 
done ahead of time, because that’s the longest 

in those days, if you remember, cassettes would 
be uneven, so there’d be this long blank thing 
if one side was longer than another, so we had 

something in and we looked at what was in the 

a, you know, a groove because we’re playing 
it live and it was a big number for us live and 

room. And at the last second we said, “Let’s give 
them some extra music.” And we thought that 
was a cool cut. We didn’t really think the whole 
thing through. And when they discovered it—
remember, it was unmarked so that’s the thing 

that got us in trouble—it didn’t have any kind of 

So they’d get through the whole thing and, all 
of a sudden, these parents would be listening to 

three months goin’ around the country and going 

end, we made some good relationships. 
Nardwuar: And, in the end, you made the 
book, The Devil’s Disciples. Congratulations!
Joan:
Nardwuar: Why should people care about 

Joan: 
Nardwuar: Why should people care about 

Joan:
Kenny:

in a vacuum. There was no model, there was 
no one to really point to, or to compare to. 
They were in a vacuum. They took a lot of 
abuse, a lot of hits for the home team, and 
that’s one reason. The other thing is Joan has 

to the music world around her. She’s always 
been out of style from the get-go and has 
managed to have a few hits in spite of it.
Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much Joan Jett 

free world. And doot doola doot doo…
Joan: Doot doot.

To hear this interview visit www.nardwuar.com
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Mill Valley

Daryl: You guys are from the suburbs of San Francisco. Do you 

Shawn:

Matt:
it was.
Daryl:
Shawn: Mill Valley
Daryl: Yeah.
Shawn:
Daryl: Sure, why not.
Shawn:

kind of a cool name for an album. ‘Cause all the songs on the actual 

Daryl:

Shawn:

Daryl:
Shawn:
Matt: Huey Lewis.
Shawn: Dana Carvey.
Matt: MASH MASH.
Daryl:
Shawn:

gave him the bird. 
Matt:
Shawn: Yeah, he lives there.
Matt: Yeah, my mom, my dad, my brother.
Shawn:
Daryl: What about the cover of Huey Lewis and News’ Sports
Matt:
Daryl:
Matt:
Daryl: What’s the “toilet seat guitar” that’s supposedly featured on 
the cover of Sports
Shawn: Charlie Deal’s invention.
Daryl:
Matt:
Shawn:
Matt:
Daryl:
Shawn:
toilet seat. And Charlie Deal is the sole manufacturer of the toilet 



Photo by Eric Butterworth

this old dude who walks everywhere, and has been sporting Chucks 
for like a million years.

Matt:

Daryl:

Shawn:

nothing to do, it’s really fun to say, “Lets go drinking down at The 

Matt: That’s not true. We never drink there.
Shawn:
Matt:
Shawn: Yeah.
Matt:
Shawn: You wouldn’t know because you weren’t at my birthday party.
Matt:
Shawn:
Daryl:

Matt:
Shawn:

Matt:
Shawn:

Razorcake
Guardian

who were still awake—and we broke into the mini-fridge in the 
hotel room and drank all the shots, and got really wasted, and when 

leave in the hotel room. So it ended up being a combination of 

in their rightful places in the mini-fridge, and then went in from the 
back of the entertainment center, and locked it back up. 
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Francisco bands all playing together. We didn’t have anywhere for 

went swimming in the warm, warm ocean under a full moon and 
then camped out in the dunes. And there were dolphins like thirty 
feet off the coast. 
Daryl:
Shawn:

Matt:
four hours and watched some weird bug…
Shawn:
sit on the tree long enough to change its color from soft-green to a 

say, in all, it was like a seven hour process and we sat there and 

were shitty parts.
Matt: That was one of my highlights: watching a bug metamorphose.
Shawn:
He believed that another bug, like that one, had tried to kill him 
earlier. And that he needed to put an end to this one. So we had to 
fend him off.
Matt:
Shawn:
no air conditioning in the van and it was hot a lot. The breakdown 

back here. 
Matt:

hella crazy bug and his foot swelled up to the size of a football. And 

the whole time. 
Shawn:

showed up, the guy whose house the show was at said it was too late 

Matt:
Shawn:

Matt:
Shawn:

Matt: Yeah, my least favorite part of tour was Shawn and Darren 

Shawn:

trying to get him. He was running full speed, too, in pitch black on 

ball leaves the candle. Each time a ball would come out, you’d see 

this one red ball nail him right on the side of the neck. Sweet, sweet 

Matt: We though we could tame America, but she had her way with us.



Daryl:
Matt:

That’s the only way wars can get backed anymore: through lying. 
Daryl:

Matt:

up from a dream and is being faced today with the nightmares of 

and in between, more importantly.
Daryl:

Shawn: That’s a tough one, man. 
Matt:
Shawn:

Daryl:
Shawn:

Daryl: Sure.
Shawn:

Matt:

Daryl:

Shawn: 12 Monkeys
Daryl: No.
Matt:
Shawn:

Daryl:

Shawn:
Daryl:
Shawn: We can’t say anything stupid like: puke green.
Matt: Sea foam green.
Daryl: You can also pick the color for the paper on the inside. 
Shawn:
say like a purple and gold. 
Matt:
Shawn:
Daryl:

Matt:
Shawn:

Matt:
Daryl:
Shawn:
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The cobblestone streets and canals of Stockholm 
greeted me as I drove with Memphis’ River City Tanlines to the Debaser. I was especially 
excited because this particular night I would be doing my interview with Umeå’s The Vicious, 
who had members of the Regulations, Insurgent Kid, International Noise Conspiracy, and DS-
13. There was an electricity that moved through the air as we pulled into the alley behind the 
Debaser; it mixed with the ocean air and pissed-on trash cans. The nervousness of my coming 
interview bounced around in my stomach along with the hot dog I had eaten an hour before. I 
had resolved to avoid my usual nervous drinking after hearing that 75% of the band didn’t drink. 
With this in mind, I sipped rather than chugged. I supposed, since this was the last show of their 
European tour, I’d find four beaten musicians eager to get the interview over with and get home. 
Rather, I encountered a group of tired but, for whatever reason, enthusiastic Swedes. As they 
took the stage, beer burps mingled with excited stomach acid plagued me as I readied myself to 
commence some serious rocking out. 

As the curtain opened and I took a nervously excited swig of my beer and looked up to see two lanky, 
young guys: singer, Robert Pettersson and, bassist, Erik Viklund, and a totally hot girl in a red leather 
jacket, Sara Almgren. She stood holding the guitar; ominous and sturdy with strands of hair dangling down 
around her face. Behind the drums sat a shirtless drummer in jean shorts, more menacing than the other 
three, Andre Sandström. They played a set so thrilling I got goose bumps while the nervous knot grew 
bigger. They coolly destroyed the entire club with a powerful punk rock force and it didn’t look like they 
even broke a sweat doing it. All the energy of the catchy, simple, furious, flurried sound swept the crowd 
and it smacked me around as I ducked through them taking pictures and trying to not to drop my beer. 
Sweaty and exhausted, we began the interview with the washing machine keeping time and the sounds of 
the dance club that had begun buzzing just outside the door.

LAYOUT by KEITH ROSSON

PHOTOS by MISS ERIKA

INTERVIEW by MISS ERIKA & 

      TODD TAYLOR



Miss Erika: 
Robert:

have all the good answers.
Erik:
Miss Erika: 
Robert: No, but people usually think we’re 

Miss Erika: Yeah, this city that you’re 
from, Umeå.

Erik: We’re actually not from there. We’re 
from a town like three hours north called 

Miss Erika: 

excited and into it. What is it about the love 
for music that you have that makes you play 
something that can be so easy to duplicate 
but you do it without it sounding contrived 

Robert:
We haven’t been excited about any bands in a 

Erik: Well, in some people’s eyes we’re 

it, though, is to have some sort of idea for 
how you want your music to sound and not 
compromise it. Then play hard! We try to be 
that band that we think is missing. 
Robert: Yeah, not trying to sound exactly 
like some other band but having the idea 
there’s one band that should exist and maybe 

song can make or break it.
Miss Erika: 

overtly violent: well thought out anger. 
Robert:

of them exactly. 
Miss Erika: You want to use what you learn 
from them and form your own sound.
Robert:
how to express myself in this language. Well, 

together when we practice. Everyone has 

method” for creating music. We all know 
exactly how we want things and everyone 
contributes with riffs and ideas.
Miss Erika: 

horrible and their lyrics were in English, but 
it was like they cut and pasted New York Dolls 
lyrics and made songs out of them. The thing 

Robert: 

the language. So, the lyrics can be really simple.
Erik:

to put something personal in too. That gets 
really scary.
Robert:
to take the personal stuff out of them. Then 

Erik:

easier to sing it than say it, too.
Todd:

someone really get beat up at Disneyland and 

Robert: All the lyrics have a meaning to 

recently started writing in Swedish. About 

got thrown out of this theme park for getting 

up for helping a friend.
Erik:
more with music than in The Vicious, things 

it not being too aggressive is something you 
try to achieve when you see it in other bands, 

a feeling. 
Robert: 
first impression.
Todd: Do you ever have to tell Andre to slow 
down and de-DS-13 a drumbeat or has he 

Erik: No, unfortunately we have not met that 
problem yet. Would be interesting if he put 

beat-singalong-parts anyway.
Todd: There’s some belief that Sweden is a 

soft totalitarian state. That it looks great from 
the outside, but its citizens have to accept 
that the state pervades nearly all aspects of 
their lives. Do you agree with this, because 
there are tons of mentions in your lyrics to 
uniforms, boots, and the walking dead.
Robert: 

the power that comes with putting on a uniform. 
That said, two of our songs on the Alienated
are about the Danish cops and my experiences 
with them. The Danish police are a little harder 
to reason with.
Erik: Sweden is nice, but our reputation as 
a “developed” state gets to people’s heads. 

we have the best standards, so they feel a bit 
ashamed in the same way; born with a silver 
spoon in the mouth….. Swedish people travel 
to see how exotic—poor—other countries 
are, not taking it for what it is. And the state’s 
involvement in the cultural life is huge.
Todd: Has anyone in the band accidentally 

elk are killed every year in Sweden.
Erik:
a pretty long time ago. The elk died. The car 
was wrecked. We bought a new car. Happens 

Miss Erika: You guys are going to go home, 

home and take a shower and a crap in your own 
bathroom, and sleep in your own bed. What 

Robert:

the Tyrades and uh….
Erik: ...some Spanish band.
Robert:

Erik:

Miss Erika: You guys have been on tour here 

sure you’re sick of dirty clothes and stinky 

Erik: 
home. We did a lot of good shows. We 

because in Sweden people at shows have a 
lot of trouble showing their appreciation, 
but when you go to other countries its so 
much better. 
Miss Erika: 
U.S. and going on tour in Europe are totally 
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Miss Erika: 

Sara:

lucky, ‘cause in Umeå the punk and hardcore 

Noise Conspiracy and The Vicious it never 

thought about it that way. For me, it’s always 

up with hippie parents and they listened to a lot 
of music. They used to sing and play guitar at 

mostly classical music like, piano and violin. 

have ever since!
Todd: Do you have any methods of staving 
off the depression that must come with so 

Robert: No. You can’t escape the darkness 
here. The only way to survive is to have so 
much fun during the summer that you can 
live off the memories during the winter or 

Erik: The “no-sleep-all-fun” attitude gets 
pretty compulsive during the two months of 
sun here.
Miss Erika: What is the one thing that you 
listen to that no one would ever imagine you 

Robert:
No, let me think.
Erik:

Robert:

did you feel the same when you went to the 

Robert:
in the States in terms of people showing their 
appreciation. They’re not so uptight.
Miss Erika: You think that has something 
do with the fact that things tend to be a 
more conservative and unstable in the 
U.S. compared to European countries like 

the lifestyles are totally different.
Erik:
stake for us.
Miss Erika: So, what do you guys do for 

Robert:

of sucked. 
Erik: 
Miss Erika: 

Erik: That’s really funny ‘cause you’re like 
the third woman who’s told me that. There’s 
never been a guy who’s said that, though.
Robert:
Erik:
Miss Erika: Hey wait a minute! When did 

boys, and was a tomboy. That might be 

thinking about how my entire life revolves 
around music. There are very few girls who 
approach or incorporate music in such a 
big way into their lives. And there are only 
small handfuls of girls in the scene that 
regard music as their main catalyst to go to 
shows or buy records. 

Miss Erika: 
Trio. There was a period of about three months 

Robert:
and they really suck.
Erik:

Robert: That’s really heavy.
Erik: 

really

Miss Erika: 
You’ve had plenty of time to think while Erik 

musical pleasures. 
Robert:

thing. We’ll talk about that later Erik.
Todd:

Robert: Why does every white guy on Cops

Erik:

at my work a while ago said that he could 

Todd:

Erik: 

can’t guarantee this amazing method for 
everyone, though.
Robert:
becoming invisible.
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Chris:

Matt:

had been listening to it for a long time.
Alice: Yeah, it was always on in my 

familiar with a lot of the stuff without 
having made a precise study of it.
Chris:

Alice:

Matt:
working at a movie theater and he was the 

got the No Thanks
Killed By Death and went on from there.
Chris: Those records that are shown all 

over your album’s artwork; do those belong 

Matt: Yeah. A lot of them are her dad’s. The 

few of those old, original records but he has 

Chris:
Simone:

I have always been fascinated with punk bands from small 
towns, probably because I grew up in a small town myself. 
If you form a punk band in a small town it probably isn’t 
because you want to be the big band in your local scene as, 
usually, there is no scene! About a year ago, I began reading 
good reviews of Young People With Faces, a punk band from 
Ketchum, Idaho. In my twenty-plus years of keeping up with 
American punk rock and old school hardcore, the only other 
Idaho punk band that I can think of was an ‘80s band called 
State Of Confusion. I did a little internet research on Ketchum. 
The population was 3,003, according to the 2000 census, and 
the town sits in the same valley with the adjacent Sun Valley—
beneath Bald Mountain—known for what Wikipedia.com called 
its “world famous skiing.” Apparently, after the development 
of Sun Valley, the area became popular with celebrities. In 
other words, these kids are from a tourist town. 

So what about Young People With Faces? Would I think that 
they were just as good if they were from L.A. or NYC? I think 
that they would be just as good, actually. Musically speaking, 

isn’t so unusual these days, but these kids sound strikingly 
authentic. Recording their self-released, self-titled CD (now 
available on Rapid Pulse as an LP with new bonus track) in an 
old analog recording studio helped them perfect that sound 
but the analog tape doesn’t lie if you aren’t already in the 

ballpark. And there is at least one song here that is as good as 

Jeff Magnum (Dead Boys), are now fans of the band.)
“Sick Girl” opens their album and I’ve listened to it multiple 

times in a row on numerous occasions. How interesting to hear 
the voice of a young woman from one of the most conservative 
states in the U.S. (I recently saw where Idaho is one of three 
states where President Bush’s approval rating is still above 

pills are withheld by my own Big Brother/My breath and my 
clothes are stagnant/What’ll I do if I get pregnant?” The guitar 
slices through just like the “switchblade knife” mentioned in 

“How dare you?/Start a war when you’ve abandoned me?/
How dare you?/You’ve corrupted my reality.” It is an amazing 
song and performance that deserves to live on even if their 
band disappears post-college. 

This young band has impressive and insightful lyrics 
and music that genuinely captures another generations 
perspective on the world around them. Honestly, every time 
I hear Sophia’s and Matt’s voices meet up on the choruses of 
“Unlovable People,” I get the same thrill that I got twenty-

“When Our Love Passed Out on the Couch.” I interviewed 
the band one week before three-quarters of the band left 
Ketchum for college.

Interview by Chris Peigler
Photos by Steve BynumAlice Bynum—drums

Sophia Dilley—vocals, keyboards

Simone Kastner—guitar 

Matt Mayhem—bass



that era.
Chris:
Alice:
a different school than he and Simone but we 
both worked at the movie theater so we had 
that connection and we talked several times 

We started off with a different singer who we 

Matt:

‘Forming,’ and if they can do it, we can do it!” 

how to play their instruments at all! Simone 
played tenor saxophone in the school band, 

the greatest recording artist of all time and 

girl, CJ, to sing and she was actually pretty 

one day Simone was at somebody’s house 
spending the night and we had band practice 
the next morning.
Sophia: And she was talking to me and she 

practice one day.
Matt: And a month later we played our 

Chris:

Matt:
Alice: We almost died! We wrote a song 

huge van to drive there and, at one point, this 

college age guys, with all of them yelling out 
the windows and weaving all over the road. 

actually trying to warn us that we were about 
to ram into the back of this huge farm vehicle. 

next to us we couldn’t get in the other lane. 
We were trapped straddling the dotted line in 
the center of the road.
Matt:
broke off the rear view mirror.

Alice:

moment, but when we 
came upon the tractor 
he slammed the video 

screamed “Jesus,” 
which is not really 

scream when 

but that’s what 
happened.
Matt: Then we 
played a show 

The Absolute 

Sophia: At
the show 
they asked 
us to do this 
thing called “The 

into it. We were all standing in a line in front of 
the stage and then they had us sit down and it 

screaming, then somebody kicked me in the 

much after that.
Matt: You went to the hospital.
Sophia:

Chris:

Matt: 
asshole drummer! Well, he was a really 
good drummer but he was a total asshole 

that he would record him yelling at his 
band one day after a gig. That tape’s been 
circulating for years in the underground. 
He says something along the lines of: “No 

Alice:

Matt:
would be a good band name. 
Chris: You guys all started playing your 

Alice: 
to go if you want to start a band because you’re 
guaranteed that everybody is at the same level 
and everybody knows the same songs. And 
it’s also really encouraging if you get together 

can’t really imagine how you’d do it in another 
band where you’d have all sorts of level spikes. 
Then you have your hotshot guitarist who’s like, 

be terrible. This way it’s really a cooperative 

played other instruments before but this was the 

practice and get better because it was with other 

Chris:
family. What did your parents think of some 

Sophia:

not using foul language and being very 
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he said, “Why would you want to do that to 

and not at home. And they’re actually very 

parents having a problem with it.
Simone:
both chefs and have really foul mouths so….

care about it.
Chris:
all be in college in different states. What are 

Matt:

interested in studying physics and math but 

Alice:

Simone: 
want to be a ski bum, a chef, a painter—sit 

go to school. 
Sophia:

Chris:

Matt:
summer (2005) was our last stand and then 
we got together again this summer.
Alice:

other context. 
Matt:
to happen with this band, but music is very 
important to all of us, so whether we stay 

that all of us will continue making music.
Chris: Do you think you guys will all 
separate after college since where you live is 

Alice:
Even the Valley where we live which is 

secluded area.
Matt:
Sophia:
included in the rest of the world.
Simone:

mountain kid.
Matt: We have some stories from our recent 

do this tour with The Sleazies but their 
drummer screwed up his 

they didn’t get to play any 
shows with us but Jami 
still drove us everywhere. 
He and his girlfriend Jen 

were really cool and they 
drove us everywhere. 
Alice: And loaned us their 

Matt: We played this show 
in Worchester to about 

worked there, and four of 
them rode with us, so we had 

was still fun. Then we were 
supposed to play a show in 

Alice: …at this little, run-
down, illegal venue called 

little two-story place in a 

guess the idea is that the 
people who have access 
to it schedule shows 
there every so often, but 
they don’t really keep 
in touch with each other 

about that so, occasionally, they schedule 
shows there simultaneously, which is 
what happened to us! So there were two 
sets of five bands that were supposed 
to be happening in the same slot on the 

confusion. The cops had shown up earlier, 
but everyone there was over eighteen, so 
they left.
Sophia: They came back again and they 
didn’t do anything again. They came back 
a third time.

Matt: At someone’s house once, we played 

and—the person who was hosting the party, 
their mother—spoke to us afterward and told 
us how highly offended she was!
Chris:

came on to me and you got it all for free 

Sophia:
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Alice: The last time they came they decided 
to shut it down. At that point, we were the 
next band to play.
Matt: At that point, Jami decided that we 
could play a secret show in his basement. He 
lives in this beautiful, three-story Victorian 
house packed with records, instruments, and 

and set it all up again. This show had only 

Alice:
but with a ceiling about three feet lower. 
Everyone danced and it was incredible!
Matt: Everybody was pretty wasted but 
they loved it. Then we went to New York 
and played three sets in one day. We went to 

The Cherry 
Blossom Clinic
on the radio is so weird.
Alice:
on this whole tour. Terre said, “All right guys, 
you’ll be playing to a potential audience of 
half a million people!” 
Matt:
that was incredible! There were hundreds of 
people there.
Alice: Their stage guy was the best ever! He 

Matt: 
were supposed to play because the shows were 

unbelievable to play there even though it kinda 
sucks now! Too bad it’s closing, though.
Simone:
played before and after us is “butt rock.”
Alice: We got an encore.
Matt: 
came to see us. So we 

the night talking to him 

were the coolest!
Sophia: Then Simone 

got hit on by random 
people.
Chris:
break are you guys 

Matt: Next summer is 
a better bet. We’ve been 
talking about recording 
a song for a Killed by 
Trash comp put out by 

modern bands to interpret 
songs from those Killed by 
Death comps we all love. 
We love doing covers 
of our old favorite punk 
songs. Hopefully, we’ll 
write some more too.
Chris: 
and why does she give you 

all the bras.”)

Simone: 
came to all of our shows and she thought 
it would be funny if she threw some of her 

the band.
Sophia: She even printed out an iron-on of 

Simone: And it wasn’t usually a bra she was 

Chris: 
there anything else you guys wanted to 

Alice: 
great if we had a regular venue because 
whenever we played in town, we had to pay 
the venue to play. We thought, “We’re not 
making money off these shows, but we’d 

own place we could have a permanent setup 

at all these random places that we knew 
never had anything going on in them that 
could be potential venues. Then Simone 

house that’s sitting on the lot we bought for 
our restaurant.” We were like “What?” and 
braked and turned around in the street and 
went over there. So we got the key and went 
in and this was around midnight and it was 

was uneven, the ceilings were low, the 
staircase was narrow, and everything about it 

the refrigerator and 

there was this pool of blood in the bottom 
from some dissolved meat that had been left 
in there to rot. Later on, we painted it and 

and then we had a real place to play. We 

of shows there.
Matt: We Got 
the Neutron Bomb

Chris: 
Simone:

my friends play there then my brother and his 
really messed-up friend moved in there…
Matt: 
Simone: 

sleepovers, but once our stuff got stolen it 

lives there, but the house is probably going 
go get torn down eventually.
Matt:

Simone: We want to have a house destruction 
party! The cheapest way to take it down is for 

Alice:
Chris: Do you want to end the interview on 

Matt: Yeah, sure!
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Megan:

Eric:
as proclaimed by the Seattle Stranger.
Andrew: The weekly there reviewed one of the 
parties that we…they have this column called 
Party Crasher, and they talk about parties.
Andrew: They voted our house as possibly 

a super-cheap shithole up in the Central District 

and there’s construction on the other side. 

neighbors: we communicate with them about 
what time they’re going to pray, and we don’t 
play music then. We have shows like once a 
month that we’ve never had any real complaints 
with the cops. Sometimes the cops came by 
because they hear you playing music, like when 

Max: And there haven’t been complaints.
Andrew: …we’ve been there for about two 
and a half years.
Max: About a month ago, we had a 
problem with the ceiling in our living room 
spontaneously collapsing.
Andrew:
the drywall in the ceiling collapsed, our 
bathroom’s got this weird, black mold.

The Trashies are exemplary ambassadors of 
what is missing in much of the world. They 
understand that serious statements aren’t 
d iscounted by jokes and that having a 

keyboard might not hurt 
either. They are tongue-in-
cheek social commentators 

whose message is brought 
through spazzy, dancey 
songs. They are part 

Jonathan Swift and part 
Spits. They are Northwest 

trashcore.
Max—Jesse Cody Trash—keyboards and vocals
Ian—Ricky Robot Dregon Retardo Trash—drums
Andrew—Billy Goat Trash—bass
Eric—Ron Wolfman Trash—guitar vocals

Interview and photos by Megan Pants
Art and layout pooped out by Dave Disorder



Max:
Andrew:

Someone burned a hole in the rug.
Max:

Ian:
Max: He’s trying to clean up his act.
Ian:
Andrew:
music whenever we want. We have an unspoken 
arrangement where we don’t complain to them 
(the owners) about anything unless it’s going to 
kill us, and we pay our rent on time, and they 
don’t ever stop by or anything.
Megan:
Andrew:
bedroom house with a basement. There have 
been times where we’ve had four people living 
there; one person living in the basement. 
Actually, there was a time that there were 

basement, and we each had a bedroom. For 
Seattle, that’s ultra-cheap. Some people pay 

Max:

Megan:
Max:

Doors movie-core. 

Megan: The
Doors
Max:
Eric:
Oliver Stoned.
Megan:
Max:
most trivial…the most mundane, ridiculous 

as we can.
Megan: Well, then do you consider the 

All: Yeah.
Megan:
Andrew: Well, it started off as a one-off. 
Three of us are from a small town called 
Longview, Washington, which is where we 

bizarre place to live, like any other…
Ian: Any small town you grew up in.
Megan:
Andrew: Yeah.
Max:
Andrew:

Daddy a Chicken Sandwich” was a true story of 

that we turned into songs; bizarre Northwest 

from small town Longview, Washington.
Megan: What’s the worst you’ve been hurt 

Max: Andrew knocked one of my fake teeth 

Andrew: With a dog-pile leg drop.
Max:

Andrew: You almost broke your ankle twice 
on that tour. At one point, we stopped to go 

look at his ankle and it was bright purple and 
yellow and black.
Eric:

Max: He dislocated his arm the day before 
we left to go on tour.
Andrew:
weapon, and falling down the stairs.
Ian:
entire thing.
Megan:
Max:

Eric: He was running down stairs.
Andrew:

shoulder, fractured his shoulder blade, 

and was screaming at the emergency room 

Completely blacked out.
Max: So now we’ve got a worthless, shitbag 
roadie with a broken wing, but we love him.
Megan:

Max:

dropped down this amazing close-out and big 
wave, shallow water, face hits sand, no teeth. 

get them replaced.
Megan:
Max:
might be an interesting punk rock trivia fact.
Andrew: He’s a punk rock all star.
Megan: And how. 
Megan: Andrew, how did you convince Sub 

Andrew:

and everyone there is into hippie shit and are 
pretty cool people…
Eric:
Andrew: Yeah, they’re all a bunch of fucking 
granola-heads, so they decided it was a good 

made sense.
Megan:
Andrew:

power and wind power, rather than coal-
burning and gas.
Megan:

Andrew:
free beer.
Ian: That gives us inspiration to play music. 
Max:
Ian:
it’s on Capital Hill, but that’s not the case.
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Andrew:
get four dollar pitchers of any beer.
Ian: They let me leave for three weeks at a 
time, so it makes touring easier.
Andrew: And sometimes we would play at 
the bar that’s two blocks down the street, and 

Supposedly, he was supposed to go back, but 

Megan:
Eric:

and they pay me pretty well, but, other than 

Megan:
Eric:

get to enter the area where airplanes take off.
Andrew: He works all hours of the night, so 

when we try to practice, we always have to do 
it later in the afternoon.
Megan:

Andrew:

all the way through, that was the version that 

Eric:
playing the kick drum.
Ian:

Max:
we recorded.
Megan: You’d never played drums 

Ian: This is my punk rock training bra.

Andrew: We fucking slapped a keyboard in 

Max:
there.
Megan: How did you meet up with the rest 

Max:
Andrew:
Max:
The Somethingtons.
Megan:

Max:

Andrew’s previous band a couple of times. 
Then, Andrew moved to Seattle. We’d hung 
out a bit.
Andrew: We ended up getting to know each 

Megan:

Max: Yeah, there were a couple of reasons. 
Firstly, this was a couple of months ago…it 
wasn’t playing in The Spits; they wanted me 

the Trashies to be linked with the Spits for all 
posterity, besides the fact that we started out as 
a Spits rip-off band. Also, my understanding 
is that they have a guarantee when they play 
shows. They can certainly do their own thing, 

in a band that has those kinds of expectations. 

option of playing basement shows and 
more obscure venues or other unpredictable 

responsibilities of playing with the Trashies. 

work on together.
Andrew: Friend rock.
Max: We all shake hands before practice, and 
there’s a big group hug and we pray and shit.
Andrew:
Megan: How long have the rest of you known 

Andrew:

moved to Seattle….
Eric: We convinced him to buy a drum kit 
because we didn’t have a drummer.
Andrew:
town, ever.
Megan: You guys were in a band that played 
at your high school once.
Andrew:

how you know that. We played our high 
school lobby during Spirit Week or some shit 

that it all got thrown together and we played 

Eric: No. What happened was Andrew 

and we were all standing there.
Andrew:

Megan:
Andrew:

We all shake hands before practice, 
and there’s a big group hug and we pray and shit.



were all about saying “fuck,” “shit,” “balls,” 

Somehow, someone thought it would be a 
good idea to put us in the lobby of our high 
school and play. Clearly, it was not.
Megan:

Ian:

days straight. Something ridiculous like that. 

Max: He needed a day off. He had to relax.
Ian: The thing was, this person was living in 

was always busting my balls about taking 

shrooms. You’ll feel a thousand times better. 

Max:
Ian:
back and my buddies Johnny and Dave came 
by—they’re part of the collective. They were 

moment of clarity. Everything came together at 

Eric:
Andrew: He threw a cymbal across the room, cut 
a microphone cord, broke a bunch of our dishes, 

the wrong bus straight to the donut shop to get 

Eric: They told him never to go back 
there again.
Andrew: And he’s listening to Van 

Ian:

Max:

really confused.
Andrew:
Megan:
Max:
things that we don’t understand.
Megan:
Andrew: The Trashies played a children’s 

site and it was supposed to be for children. 
We show up a little bit late. We actually had 
to ride the bus there. All of us had to ride the 

that one person drove. We borrowed a car to 

that car. We showed up pretty late and there 
were like three kids, even though it’s an event 
designed for children. And there were about 

Ian:
a great idea, a great thing, but it went so shitty. 

The cops showed up. They’d rented the space 

the noise complaint were the people who had 
rented them the space.
Megan:
All: Yeah.
Andrew: We got there right when the last 
cake was being given away.
Megan:
as a dance that was around the time that 
Vaudeville and minstrel shows were starting. 

fun of how upright and rigid the dances were. 

Andrew: This has people in a circle, and 
if you land in the right spot, they call out a 
number and you get a cake.
Megan:
Max: An entire cake.
Andrew:

Megan: What happens when you ride your 

Ian: You crash and burn.
Andrew:
your face.

Megan: What happens if you play tennis 

Andrew:

my friends and my balls were hanging out 

Megan:
with the racket.
Andrew:
my bike blacked out drunk, but never while 
playing tennis.
Eric:
Andrew:
Ian:…been exposed
Eric:
Andrew:

won that game. Distraction is key.
Megan:
Max:
invented to accommodate the idea of the 
Taz tattoo and then it kind of took off 
from there.
Andrew: We don’t like to write songs about 
mullets and Camaros.
Max:

messages towards the willfully ignorant.

We try to encapsulate more than just what could be 
considered white trash. That’s why we talk about 

the willfully ignorant
—no matter race, class, creed.
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Andrew: And culturally poor things like blue 
tarps being spread everywhere.
Max:
of the tradition of talking about things that 

Andrew:

our friends were all on unemployment and 

his girlfriend there, and then afterwards had a 
coupon for Arby’s, and went to Arby’s.
Max:
Andrew:
had a fucking super-killer grocery store down 
the street from our house. They used to sell 
meat that was going to be rotten in a day, and 
we would go buy it and cook it on the grill.
Max: We couldn’t afford anything else.
Megan:

Max: The white trash aesthetic. “Look at 

a stereotype that we capitalize on for the sake 
of convenience.
Ian:

Andrew:

Megan: Why do you think it’s something that 

Max:
culture that can be co-opted and made into 

No, you’re not trashy.
Andrew:
Max: You go to a barbershop and a pay a 
lot of money to look like you’ve got a Fu 

that we work within. These stereotypes are so 
easily mimed.
Megan: There’s a site called White Trash 

Andrew:

Megan: They have a link to a blog of a 
“white trash” mom. And she talks about how 
white trash she is because she’s coordinated 
how to drive her SUV, talk on her cell phone, 
and yell at her kids in the backseat. How is 

Max:
Megan:

white trash.
Andrew: For like ninety bucks.
Megan:
from second-hand stores and they cut off 
the waistband and sew their own waistband. 

Max: The new white trash aesthetic, as co-
opted by…
Andrew: The rich, white trash.
Max:
We’ve openly mocked—because we’re 
assholes—someone’s parents who are 
completely and utterly conservative 

mentality as completely trashy. That’s the 
willful ignorance that we’re talking about. 
Someone who chooses complete comfort and 
security, even upper class they may be.
Andrew: And then the people who want to 
bring that. The people who want to pay $150 

Megan:
town, but it was a paper town, so it’s probably 
pretty similar.
Andrew: We had paper mills in Longview.
Megan:

Ian: Longview was a giant mill town because 

nine mills. Now it’s warehouses and a steel mill.
Eric:
two remaining paper mills.
Andrew:
used to work in the same aluminum mill.
Ian:
he worked at the aluminum mill.
Andrew: And then that place went out of 
business. There’s two or three mills left in 

all chain stores, strip malls, and franchises. 
There are no independent businesses. We 
avoid it at all costs.
Megan:
used to be this town where you got out of high 
school and you worked in the same mill that 
your dad worked in and that your grandfather 
worked in, and it was a good position to be in. 
You were going to be successful.
Max:

you’re bringing up working class people, 

not about that.
Andrew:
Max: Who’s the country pop star who had 

development of the characters is as much like 

Eric:
become a fan.
Max:
Andrew: Wrestling is a good frame of 
reference for the Trashies. When he was 
explaining it to his parents, he used that as a 
frame of reference. 
Max: The characters, the spectacle. We do 
have characters. Jesse Cody is a completely 

all of us.
Eric:

with and put it out as The Wolfman.
Ian:
going to become our fathers.

Megan:

these people.
Andrew:

part of it.
Megan:
acceptance—that they didn’t even want to try 
to think in a different way.
Andrew: And that’s why, for us, Longview is 
such a horrible place to go to now because even 

there have turned into these bizarre characters.
Eric:
years, started talking to my dad about politics, 

saw my dad, he came up pretending to hug 
me, and then turning his back on me and 

and we had a really long discussion about gay 
marriage. He’s kind of old school about that, 

the issue, which was an excellent moment.
Megan: That’s impressive because there are 
a lot of people who won’t ever rethink their 
position on an issue.
Max:
Don’t Care” encapsulates that mentality of 
“this is something new and, therefore, it makes 

like a political song in the way that Crass 
writes political songs. The song is generally 

The development of the characters is as much 
like Joseph Campbell as it is WWE.



class tour: here’s the mills, here’s 
the Taz tattoo. That was a big 

grasp it.
Megan: Do you have 

Max:
Andrew: The day before a show. 
Max:
there, there, there, there, and 
on my elbow.
Megan: What were you trying 

Ian: He went from a banana board 
to an actual downhill board.
Andrew: We live on a 
pseudo-steep hill and he had 
a shitty banana board that 
goes real slow, and he could 
carve down on that. Then he 
went to a real skateboard.
Max:
Andrew:

were going to practice. We had 
a show the next day. 
Ian:
and scabbed.

Andrew: We played the show and bled on 
everyone.
Eric: The second day of this tour, we were 

weird piece of wood hanging from the ceiling 

my face.
Andrew:
from when he was thrashin’ on his skateboard 
down an eight-foot vert and rolled his ankle 
completely backwards.
Ian:
Eric: And he rode away in the ambulance 
screaming, “Skate or die!”
Ian:
Andrew: And thrashin’ super hard.
Ian:
Eric: And now he’s got a metal leg. He’s 
a robot.
Andrew:
face on a toilet bowl once.
Ian:

care of me, and they put ice on it immediately 

to crack and get really raw and awful. And 

pretty dumb anyway, but it feels good to do 
something to make a song like that, or make 

The
Colbert Report.
Megan: There is a whole school of thought 
that white trash is when people aren’t acting 

offensive. There’s this theory that there isn’t a 
set stereotype of what it is to be white, but that 

part of it. That it’s below whatever standards 
white people are supposed to be living.
Andrew:
what could be considered white trash. That’s 
why we talk about the willfully ignorant—no 
matter race, class, creed.
Max:
Andrew:

Song “Small Town.” 
Max:

middle class intellectual family; both of my 

to the trashcore mentality. We recorded our 

ointment. So they rubbed this third degree 
burn with icy hot. And then, all we had for 
bandages was one of those family-sized 
boxes of bandages…
Megan:
Ian:
hundred bandages from the top of my back to 

with a T-shirt half on in some sort of a fetal 

take each one of those band-aids off. Then, 

my back.
Megan:
that Andrew is sponsored by Sparks.
Andrew:
bring them to our parties at our house; it’s 
very bizarre. They seem like if you ask them 
the right way, they’ll give it to you because 

Party Crasher.

pictures and it was right when Sparks was 

that eventually showed up in The Stranger,

talked about Sparks a bunch. Emailed that to 
them, contact continued.
Max: He wasn’t even twenty one, and they 
sent him free Sparks.
Andrew:
contact with a guy who would show up with 

it to parties. There’s no reason at all for them 
to do it.
Megan: There was a letter to MRR a while 
back that said that Sparks was killing the 

was because you end up doing shit that you 

this wouldn’t be an issue. 
Andrew:
Megan: The other part was that you can go 
on benders because you can drink for days 
and stay up. And it was in the tone that “We 
didn’t have Sparks. We had to drink through 
the sleepiness.”
Ian:

avoided triceratops.”
What happens when the keyboard gets 

Max:
past year.
Andrew: Last night when we played with the 

all the keys out and hit it with drumsticks and 

Max: Talismans.
Andrew: There’s some destructive 
preservation of all his keyboards.

We take the most trival... the most mundane, 
ridiculous thing and squeeze as much bullshit 

out of it as we can.
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I was gonna use this space to talk about The Brat’s initial 
struggle to fit into an Eastside music scene oblivious to 
the fact that disco sucked and a greater Los Angeles music 
community that continues to treat the area east of the L.A. 
river like a leper colony, the Westside-centric punk scene of the 
1980s hostile reaction to them, and the oppressive, obtusely 
misguided and sometimes outright racist intentions of assorted 
producers and managers who didn’t know what the fuck to do 
with them. After typing (and retyping, and retyping) numerous 
attempts, however, I figure I’ll just let them tell you all about 
that themselves. 

I do want to stress, however, that I think they are, to use 
a woefully inadequate word, amazing, and that their Attitudes
EP, with its pitch-perfect blend of punk aggro and pure pop, is 
easily one of the best records ever to come out of either side 
of the Los Angeles River. It’s a damned shame that its brilliance 
has been too long overlooked, and that so many unnecessary 
hindrances conspired to prevent any sort of follow-up during 
their initial runs is an even bigger shame. Luckily for those of 
us in L.A. - east of the river or otherwise - they have not only 

reissued Attitudes on CD, but an anthology of unreleased 
recordings and a DVD of assorted live performances are rumored 
to be in the works and they are once again gigging around town 
to enthusiastic audiences.

The East L.A. punk scene is sort of like a tight-knit family 
- some could rightfully argue it’s at times a dysfunctional family, 
but even a cursory glance at who’s played in bands with who 
illustrates how small the degrees of separation are from one 
person to the next -with sometimes clear delineations between 
generations. Shane White and I were talking about this a few 
years ago and, at one point, he said he thought of bands like 
The Stains, Los Illegals, Thee Undertakers, and The Brat as older 
siblings able to play clubs like the Vex and the Whisky, while we, 
their bratty brothers and sisters, had to resort to doing our 
own thing in backyards across East L.A., maybe with a little 
jealousy at times, but always looking up to them. I think he’s 
right on the money with that. That said; this bratty younger 
brother is pleased as punch to see The Brat finally get the 
respect and admiration they’ve long deserved.

Diane Gamboa: 1981 at the Whisky



Jimmy: 
Teresa: 

that whole experience growing up of being 
assimilated, like coming from a family that 
was already trying to assimilate into the 

what got me on the track of being more aware 
of things coming from Europe, and American 
music, that kind of stuff. That’s kind of what 

Jimmy:

Teresa: 

to become American, so we celebrated all 
the American holidays and we didn’t do 
anything that was even remotely traditionally 

or all of the patron saints, or any of that. 

remotely traditional was make tamales for 
Christmas. We grew up listening to swing 

started meeting other Chicanos that were into 

up in a family, sad to say, that really sort of 

where they came from. 
Jimmy:
Teresa: 

was still a lot of racism here in Los Angeles 

me about public pools here. There would 

go swimming, and it would be the day right 
before they cleaned the water. There’d be 
signs at different places, “No Chinese, no 

for us to not have to go through that, so they 
really made sure we learned English and that 

we’re not American, and it kind of took me 
going through that experience to realize 

accept me as an American, and they’re not 

be proud of it.
Jimmy: Was it an essentially happy childhood 

Teresa: 
mean, we were poor, so we struggled. We 
didn’t have a lot, but it was, you know, an 
average childhood. 
Jimmy:
Rudy: Well, all my brothers and sisters 

have green eyes, really light complexion. 
The whole family came to the United States 
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America.) He worked here during World 

and my younger sister, myself, and another 
brother—there’s eleven of us—were born 

going to school, that’s when the culture shock 

now

Jimmy:
Rudy: Assumption (a local Los Angeles 
Catholic school).
Jimmy:
Heights area.
Rudy: 
nightmare

had a parent conference one time and the teacher 

was telling my parents, through 
my sister translating, that there 
must be something wrong with 

Teresa: There must be 
something wrong with that 

“Hello, he doesn’t speak 

Rudy:
“Well, they’re the educated 
ones. They know.” 
Teresa: Yeah, but that is so 

Rudy: 

was pretty rough. What ended 

Spanish all over again.
Jimmy: How do you think 
that fed into what happened 

these things helped push 

you get into it for an entirely 

Rudy: What really got me 
into the whole punk rock thing 

year and a half older. We’re 
real close in age, and he was 
into Ziggy Stardust, New York 
Dolls, and all that real glam 
stuff. He was introducing me 
to stuff, and he took me to my 

guitar—my thing was always 

three bucks. There were about a hundred 

met Teresa and she was listening to that same 
record, The Ramones.
Teresa: Yeah.
Rudy: 
that record. 
Teresa: 

we knew music was the thing. There was this 

was three years old, getting up in front of the 
family and belting out a tune. 
Jimmy: What was it about music that 

Teresa: 

unfortunately, since we both came from 
fairly poor families, we really didn’t have 
the resources for our parents to say, “You 
know, they show an aptitude for music. Let’s 

get them some lessons. Let’s get them some 
instruments….”
Rudy:
some food on the table.” 
Teresa: 
us, too, as we started leaning towards music, 
our parents actually tried to discourage it, 
because, in their eyes, “You’re not going to 
make any money doing music. You’ve got to 
do something else.” 
Rudy: Yeah, in the beginning there was 

your time.” That was my dad’s reaction.
Jimmy: So the life of an entertainer wasn’t 
looked at positively, then.
Teresa: 

come into my room and tell me, “Who are 

Thanks a lot.”
Jimmy: What was it about punk as a subculture 

Rudy: The energy.
Teresa: For me, it was the fact that you looked 
at these bands, you went and saw these bands 
and it wasn’t that they were great musicians, 
it wasn’t that they were technicians or 
anything, it was all do-it-yourself. Anybody 
can do it. All it takes is the desire to express 
yourself and, if you’re expressing yourself 
and doing it genuinely, that’s all you need. 

“Wow, this is doable. You don’t have to go 

man can do this” type of feel it had. 
Rudy:

Teresa: And they were all really amateurish, 
and that was what was really appealing for 
me. There wasn’t a great distance between 
the audience and the performers. 
Jimmy: That whole “no rock star” attitude.
Teresa: Yeah, yeah. A lot of these bands were 

Rudy:
Teresa: 
them a pass, and the genuine feeling about it.
Rudy: After rehearsals, we would go down 

night we would go over and bug the hell out 

see a lot of bands that way, bands that would 
inspire you to get your own band together. 
Jimmy:
other people is that they viewed punk as this 
new identity for them that wasn’t based on 

Teresa: 
Jimmy: Yeah.
Teresa: 

we were doing musically, as being really 
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part of a group, and it doesn’t matter what group 

punk clubs and stuff and not really feeling like 

for the band. As we started getting a little more 
recognition, we kind of got pigeonholed as 
being an East L.A. band, or a Chicano band, and 
suddenly, when you’re given a label like that, 
there are certain expectations that people have 

people would say, “Well they’re an East L.A. 
Chicano band, but they’re not political enough,” 
or “They’re supposed to be representing this, 
or representing that.” And it’s like, “You know 

have to do music.”

Jimmy: And then you get into that whole 
argument about “You’re not singing in 
Spanish….”
Teresa: 

a pocha—and feeling down, making me feel 

And then you get the Americans giving you 

Rudy: The thing is, people put that label on 
you and they expect you to be that label.
Jimmy: They try to put you in this little 
pigeonhole.
Teresa: 
seems to happen with minorities. You get 
these other white bands and no one ever 
expects them to hold the banner for their 

and they don’t have to represent the Celts or 

Jimmy:
Teresa: 

Rudy:
Jimmy:
Teresa: 
Jimmy: 
having a lot of expectations of us as minorities.
Teresa: Expectations or stereotypes about 

Jimmy: There are certain expectations based on 
their stereotypes. There’s a reason why a band 
like Los Lobos is loved and are considered….
Teresa: 
Jimmy: ….right, me too… are considered the 
greatest band in the world, where somebody 

were completely marginalized.
Teresa: So you think that is because the Lobos 
were doing—what they were representing—
was something people could relate to as being 

Jimmy: They had one number one hit, and it 

Teresa: Yeah, and it was like, “Hey, well, 

Jimmy: So, you guys were involved with the 
Hollywood stuff, went to the Starwood and 

Teresa: 

felt kinship with the scene, getting really 

and doing music together, but that wasn’t 

Rudy: There were bands at the time that 
helped us out a lot.
Teresa: Yeah, but you’re talking more like a 
sense of community with these people, like 

Jimmy: Yeah, the initial Hollywood group. 
There were some Chicanos involved there, 
some Latinos in general that were involved 
with that initial Hollywood scene, which is 
something that’s really kind of glossed over. 

who were from Chula Vista, as the only 
Chicanos there. Alice isn’t even considered 
a Chicana in a lot of the stuff that’s out there.
And there was Danny Hidalgo from the 

were Chicanos. Did you network with any of 

Rudy: For gigs, yes, but as friends, “Let’s 
hang out,” not really. 
Teresa: 
helped us out a lot and Exene (Cervenka of 
X) helped us kind of get our foot in with the 
Hollywood scene. 
Rudy: She got us a lot of shows. John Doe’s 
(X) the one that called me up and set up our 

Teresa: And we had been trying, actually, 

meeting up with walls until they intervened 
on our behalf.
Rudy: John Doe had us open up for them. 
Teresa: And that’s like, again, scenes, it’s 

face until John or Exene, because they’re part 
of that scene....
Rudy:
Teresa: Yeah, like, “Well, if they like them, if 
they think they’re okay, then okay then.” And 
that, to me, seems so wrong.
Rudy:

was there. All these people showed up at a 
backyard party that ended up being really key 
to the scene. They were there and someone 

Teresa: Vaguely.
Rudy: psshooo!—
they took off and they said, “Don’t go to East 

the Hollywood crowd. They wouldn’t come to 

started. That gunshot while we were playing.

Jimmy:
Rudy:
women’s prison).
Teresa: 
time we started playing, that whole “golden 

know from Alice that, when the scene was 

very open, and very, “Come on along. We’ll 

but like any scene, once you get your ranks, 

have any more people in. You want to keep 

scene had already closed up and if you were 
not there from the beginning, they really 
didn’t accept you as being part of that scene.
Rudy: You weren’t welcome.
Jimmy: They were also going through that 
period of decline where they were kind of 
being alienated from their own scene and 
these suburban kids were coming in and 
raising hell.
Teresa: Yeah, so it was already kind of 

it in the beginning because it sounded like a 
really cool time. 
Rudy: We went to a lot of those shows. 

Jimmy:
Rudy:
anyone so crazy on stage. Didn’t she have on 



her later.
Jimmy:
Rudy:

Jimmy: That was when The Jam was 

Teresa: Yeah, The Jam, The Weirdos and 
The Zeros. 
Rudy: 
Teresa: 

want to do it.”
Rudy:
went nowhere, but it was fun.
Teresa: He needed this. He needed a real singer. 

Jimmy:
Rudy: No, he’s my nephew, actually.
Teresa: 
Rudy:
into that whole glam thing. He used to wear 

Teresa: And this is in East L.A. He probably 
got his butt kicked all the time for wearing 

Jimmy:
to be the thing that brought them all in, the 

Rudy: 

Jimmy: Jesse Fixx from the Stains said he 

Teresa: 

Jimmy:

attract all these girls and he would get all 
this shit. The thing, though, was those guys 

came to it through this art aspect, the Stains 
came from the street, but they ended up in the 
same kind of thing, and the Stains had this 

whole artistic aspect that Jesse said he never 
even took into consideration. They would go 
around dressed as Nazi storm troopers, and 
he said almost got killed on First and Soto 
because he was dressed in a full SS uniform 

Rudy: That’s pretty crazy, man. 
Jimmy: Yeah, but it was all this matter of 
creativity that they were expressing in this 
weird, bizarre way and it was all based on the 

all came from that, and that you found your 
way in from there as well. So what was the 

Rudy: The original lineup was Teresa and 
myself, and we had these two brothers on 
bass and drums. They were real nice guys. 
They were cool to have in the band because 

Teresa: 

Rudy: They were real nice guys. Still are.
Teresa: 
backyard show somewhere.
Rudy: No, we played at a small bar in 

Teresa: 

Rudy:
wanted to play somewhere. There was 

After that, we started doing a lot of disco 
parties. We did a ton of those, man, and we 
used to get paid well.

Teresa: Yeah, a lot. They were very 

shows where the band was the break for the 

Rudy: We were the “new wave” thing that 
was coming in that was entertainment for a 
half hour or whatever. 
Jimmy: Was that the period when Lowrider
Magazine
Teresa: No, that was later. 
Rudy: We started doing these bigger shows. 

started hooking us up with these big shows, 
car club shows. Those paid really well, too, 

them because they paid well.
Teresa: And we couldn’t get shows in 
Hollywood.
Jimmy: So the way you managed to 
circumvent the fact you couldn’t get a club 
show is that you would play these shows.
Teresa: These backyard parties.
Rudy: So we went from making money to 
doing Hollywood shows, and all the money 

money wasn’t there. We were doing all original 
material, though, which is interesting.
Teresa: 
really not receptive to what we were doing. 
They were disco crowds. They were dance 
crowds that wanted to hear something they 
could dance to. The girls were all dressed up....
Rudy:
Teresa: Yeah, the cha-cha girls, so we were 
kind of out of our element. 
Rudy:
those shows.
Jimmy:

Rudy:

for us it was good. 
Teresa: 
Rudy:
Teresa: 
Jimmy: Now he’s like, “Well, we didn’t make 

reaction to you was basically negative then. 
Rudy:
Teresa: 
Jimmy: When you were doing the backyards, 
was it something you were actively promoting 

Rudy: Yeah. We would build a stage, set up 

Jimmy: You guys would hunt down the 

Rudy: Yeah. 

Jimmy: Was there any kind of network that 
you would work through, or was it a matter 

Rudy: Exactly.

got packed. Where these people came from 

backyard parties. 
Jimmy: Any that were particularly 

Rudy: 

Teresa: You know, you’re mentioning all these 

Rudy: 
Teresa: 
for a lot of this stuff. 
Rudy: We did some with Thee Undertakers. 
Those were always fun. 
Teresa: 
Thee Undertakers. 
Rudy:

week so let’s blow them away this week.” 

Teresa: 
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always liked hearing bands. No competition 

Rudy: Well, you want to sound your best, 

Jimmy: And you want to be the band 
everyone remembers. 
Teresa: 
Rudy: Yeah, but they were good, man. They 
were tight.
Teresa: 
Rudy: And so you would try to live up to 

You know what really got things going was 

came over when we were practicing at my 
mom’s house, and they wanted to know if we 
wanted to do this big show they were going 

Teresa: 
located in East L.A. that, for a time, became 
the focal point of the of the L.A. punk scene) 

They came down to watch us to see if we were 

Rudy:
didn’t call them. They came down. 
Teresa: Yeah, they came down and they 
liked us.
Rudy: And from that show, we met Jerry 
Dreva....
Teresa: Tito (Larriva)....
Rudy:
Teresa: 
that was a real pivotal show.
open for us.

Rudy:
these key people that guided our career 
from then on, out of East L.A. and into the 
Hollywood scene. 
Teresa: And you know how you were talking 
about community, how you have those places 
where you all kind of get together and you do 

musicians that were hanging out there. There 
were writers there, there were poets....
Rudy: 
Jimmy:
Teresa: 

guys, all these different people.
Rudy: We met a lot of important people there. 
Teresa: 
always remember that one.
Rudy:
Teresa: 

Rudy: 
those people.
Jimmy: So that’s how your involvement 

Teresa: Yeah, from that one show.
Rudy:
Teresa: 
hooked up with Tito. Tito expressed an 
interest in producing a record for us, and 
that’s how he kind of stepped in and produced 

Rudy:

Jimmy:

were political, some were straight-forward, 
and some of it was poetic. Did you approach 

Teresa: 

got into listening to how people would put 

of words. When you read good literature, the 

wanted it to not only be pretty, but also wanted 

how he can tell a story, but do it poetically, 

for the same reason. 
Jimmy: Was a lot of what you were writing 
at the time informed by what was going on 

Teresa: 

worse now. So that informed a lot of the 
songs we wrote. We had songs about....
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Rudy:
“Soldier.”
Teresa: Which were all political commentary 
on what was going on, whether it was 

neighborhoods, soldiers being recruited and 
they don’t even know what they’re going off 

Rudy: Just like now.
Teresa: 
stuff. So, yeah, it’s was always kind of informed. 

personal side, too. Feminists say the personal is 

Jimmy: Did you guys experience any overt 
racism in the greater L.A. scene because you 

Teresa: 
Jimmy: Yeah, and personally.
Teresa: 
but it’s kind of hard for me to distinguish 

think, collectively as a band, the racism we 
got was a little of what we talking were about 

of opportunities because of the assumptions 
people made about what we were about.
Jimmy: So you didn’t have crowds of people 
screaming “taco punk” at you or anything 

Teresa: No, not that we heard, but we did 

trash and gum.

Rudy:
Teresa: 

Rudy:
were the wrong group to have open up for 

there was that much racism exhibited toward 
us. We had pretty good shows.
Teresa: And if there was, it wasn’t really 

far as the band. 
Jimmy: You guys were coming right as 
the Hollywood scene was declining, that 
egalitarian aspect of Hollywood, and the 
rise of the suburban hardcore culture, the 

were much more violent. That must’ve been 

being a woman and a Latina in this sea of 

Teresa: 

of the “golden age” of punk. 

Rudy: There was a while where we were 

beach area and there were all these hardcore 

Teresa: Yeah, yeah. There was a point 

Rudy: 

Jimmy: Did it present any challenges for 
you, Teresa, because you being the focus of 

Teresa: 
management, but we played so many shows 

into the type of music we were doing. And 
that happened often.
Rudy:
every band.
Teresa: 
that certain point where it was getting a 
little more violent and it was more like the 
skinhead punk. We did a lot of shows, ‘cause 

County and San Diego, and those were 
always strange shows to do because the 

they could kick someone’s ass. 
Rudy: Exactly, and slam.
Teresa: Just to hurt someone.
Rudy: And it didn’t matter who was playing 

as long as it had a certain tempo. 
Teresa: 
thrash around.
Jimmy: Why do you think East L.A. bands 

Rudy: During the time when we were coming 

think as time went on, a lot of the hardcore 
bands were very similar, especially with the 

Teresa: 
“punk” the way most people came to think of 

punk ended up meaning music that was very 
aggressive and violent and not very musical. 
Rudy:
Teresa: 

started, we maybe had two songs like that, 
that were really fast and thrashy and the 
vocals were really screamy.

Rudy: Like the school of the Clash and the 

Teresa: 
always had a melody. There was always a 
vocal melody. There was a song in there. 
There was a structure to it.
Rudy: 

Teresa: 
when the scene leveled out and that became 

the groups you’re talking about, like the 
Stains, they started out with that as the way 
they approached it. They were very aggressive 
and the music had that manic energy, so they 

Rudy: They were good, too.
Teresa: Yeah, they were great. There’s a time 

performer, that wasn’t my preferential way 

“Aaauuughh!”
Jimmy: To go nuts.
Teresa: 

musical in it. 
Rudy:
Teresa: 

the kids listen to.
Rudy:
The lyrics don’t have to suck that bad, and a 

Jimmy: To me, there are a lot of parallels 
between punk and hip-hop. There’s this 
militant aspect of it and the saddest part for 
me is to see what’s happened with women 

Teresa: 

Jimmy: Even Queen Latifah. And then, all 
of a sudden, there’s all these other girls that 

Teresa: And they’re the ones who make it.
Jimmy: Yeah, that lowest common denominator 
that the public seems to identify with for some 

dramas with some semblance of a good story 
can’t hold a candle to the latest remake of a 

Teresa: That Vex show for me and then 

Jimmy:
62



and the Vex any more than as performers and 

Rudy:
Teresa: 

go over and be in photographs with groups of 
people. He’d have ensembles and put together 

of that. We did a lot art show openings. We did 

Rudy: That was a pretty big show. How 

Jimmy: So you weren’t actively involved with 

Teresa: 

Jimmy: What do you think is the biggest 

Teresa: 
Jimmy: How would you have described 

Teresa: 
Aggressive pop.
Rudy: 
something else, we were punk. When it was 
more individualistic, that’s when we were punk. 

Jimmy: 

Rudy:

closest to.
Teresa: 

Rudy:
Teresa: 

that had a little bit more intricacy to it.
Jimmy:
when they started out. 
Rudy:
Teresa: 
ish type of band. See, but were they really 

Jimmy:
Teresa: 
weren’t part of....
Rudy: They became disco-Dannys and....
Teresa: And a new wave band.
Rudy: Well, that’s what people started calling 
us after a while: new wave.
Jimmy: And, for a while, “new wave” was 

claiming the negative connotations.
Teresa: 

were looking at the attitude we had when we 
were younger, it was like a punk attitude. 

going to do it anyway. Here were are.” 
Rudy: We could dress any way we wanted to 
and everyone was like, “You’ve got a lot of 
nerve.” That was our punk attitude.

Jimmy: And then you got kind of pushed....

into that pigeonhole. That happened to a lot of 

of that. Everybody tried to force them into that 

Teresa: They were something totally different.
Jimmy: 

Teresa: 
Jimmy:
the two big bands in Texas. Them and a band 
called the Dicks, who were almost like a blues 

with a horn section and they still managed 

they forced themselves back into it.
Teresa: 
Jimmy:
weren’t fast enough. They sang—the singer 
had a great voice—so comparing them to 

sing—in comparison to that, they were really 

mean, that you guys kind of got pushed off of 
that ever-narrowing road.
Teresa: 
that we had some sort of control of our career 
in the beginning.
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Rudy:

Jimmy:
Rudy:
Teresa: Yeah, very early, maybe very soon 
after the whole Vex thing, the guys hooked 
up with these management people.
Rudy: “The guys....”
Teresa: You know, from the very beginning, 

sooo wrong.” 

drove the band into the ground. 
Jimmy:
Teresa: 
it was us making these decisions, anything 

nothing to do with us. 
Jimmy: What were they saying you were 

Teresa: We had an opportunity early on to 
start releasing music on a little independent 
label, and these management people had 
a whole different plan which was totally 

commercial. They were trying to get us signed 
to these big labels and doing these countless 

know shit about what good music is or what 

endlessly trying to please these assholes, you 

we would get new music, record it, put it 
out, record it, put it out. Who cares if it’s 
only 500 copies that you’re putting out at 

work and you’re putting it out there and 

were managed by the guy who managed The 

were going to have a hit and he was going to 
make a bunch of money.
Jimmy: So you became more of a cash cow 
than a band.
Teresa: 
actually, he probably did make some money 
off of us.
Rudy:
development deal. They gave us money….
Teresa: That we never saw. That we got no 
part of.
Rudy: 
We weren’t in control of the band. You 
know, when we were on our own, we 
had a record out, it was getting medium 

interviewing the group....
Jimmy: This is the Fatima (Tito Larriva’s 

Attitudes

Teresa: Yeah.
Rudy: Jed the Fish was playing the record, 
we were getting good shows on our own with 
Adam Ant and whatever. Everything was 
happening, pretty much, and the plan was we 

which was going to be Romance

Teresa: 
Rudy: 

Teresa: ...that had nothing to do with the band 
anymore. They took the band and what we 
wanted and it turned into what they wanted. 
They killed the spirit of the band. 
Rudy: So what we ended up doing was 
working with a lot of different producers, 
and everyone had their own idea of what we 

should sound like. Some had this fantastic 
idea we should have maracas, or fuckin’ 
castanets because we were a “Spanish” band, 

Jimmy:
complete opposite of what you were.
Rudy:
guy, Victor, who had a fuckin’ truckload of 

a fortune on this shit.
Teresa: And they never bothered to ask the 

Rudy: 
shot down. 
Teresa: 
Jimmy: That’s kind of sad.
Teresa: That’s totally sad. 
Jimmy: That you’ve got these ideas for your own 
band and people that aren’t even in the band....
Teresa: Are telling you what to do.
Rudy: They were like, “No, that’s not what 
we’re doing here.”
Teresa: 
Rudy:
out of that whole fuckin’ experience is that 
we have a shitload of recorded music. Some 
of it is good and some of it is not, but it’s 
all recorded, and that’s what’s going to be 
released pretty soon.
Jimmy: That’s right. You’re doing an 
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Rudy: Yeah, but some of it was not the way 
we wanted to approach the production or the 
mixing. Fortunately, we were able to remix 

Jimmy:
Rudy: The multi-tracks, yeah.
Jimmy:
Rudy:
Jimmy: 

Teresa: 
Rudy: Yeah, we beat the dead horse for three 
or four years. 
Teresa: 
Jimmy: 

Teresa: About three years kind of dragging 

bad, and it 
was like the end, and it was kind of a way to 

Jimmy:

Rudy:
Teresa: 
Rudy:

Teresa: Now don’t say “we.” They thought.
Jimmy: 
Teresa: 
Rudy: Yeah, she was dragged along for 
the ride. 
Jimmy:

maybe a couple of the others.
Rudy:
Jimmy:

Rudy: Yeah. 
Teresa: There were some different players in it, 
too. There was a new bass player and drummer. 
Rudy: They were good musicians, but we 
had already killed the momentum. The spirit 

Teresa: 
get to the point where you dread playing.
Jimmy:
Rudy: There were a ton of bands she played in 

We were still friends and everything, but....
Jimmy: Teresa, you had Las Tres and 

Teresa: Yeah.
Jimmy: Was that an extension of what was 

Teresa: Well, there was a good gap between 

thing, and the music was totally different, 

acoustic, almost folkish.
Jimmy: 

Rudy:

going to fall apart—the glue is falling apart 

baked and transferred soon, they’re going to 
be gone forever. We’ve got so many tapes: 
crates of all these multi-tracks and mixes. 
Jimmy: Tracy Skull said your basement was 
full of all these tapes or something.
Rudy: Well, it’s not that much, but, basically, 

them all transferred and when we started taking 

we could mix some of this stuff,” ‘cause the 

was horrendous, all these over-produced.... 
Anyway, we were able to mix it down to what 
the band’s about, 
and so a lot of these 
mixes are more to our 

you (Teresa) made a 
comment like, “Now 

Teresa: The two that 

before, it’s kind of sad, 

any of the music we 
recorded because it 

want to hear it.”
Rudy: 
going back and 
listening to this stuff 
because there was so 
much that was negative 
connected to it. 
Teresa: 
wanted to play again 
because, after listening 
to some of that music, 
for me personally 
listening to it again 
after it was remixed, 
the songs were still 

“You know, that was a 
good song. That was 

nice to play these again now that there’s not all 
this baggage and stuff happening all around.”
Rudy: We’re in control now.
Teresa: 

Rudy: You know; it’s a funny thing. The 
element of fun is coming back into playing, 
and we haven’t had that in so long. We had so 
much fun at the last show. 
Teresa: 

are still interested in hearing it and seeing it 
performed, then we’re more than happy to 

a lot of the songs we wrote back then.
Jimmy: Are you doing it as a viable band 
thing, or is it more kind of you guys getting 
together to play some shows and play a lot of 

Teresa: 

up, or we get some shows, we’ll rehearse and 
play them.
Jimmy: So it’s not a case of active, “Let’s 
write new material.”
Teresa: We’ve been trying to write some 

musical tastes are a little different now, so 

because we don’t see things eye to eye and it’s 

my own, so if there’s something he likes that 

Rudy: We’re working on the songwriting 
department.
Jimmy: Are you guys getting a better 

be a lot more people into the band.
Rudy:
at the response we’re getting.
Teresa: 

First of all, we were playing in front of a bunch 
of audiences that didn’t appreciate us. A lot of 
times we were doing arrangements and music 
that weren’t stuff that we’d agreed on.
Rudy: The producer was forcing upon us.
Teresa: 

reception and people are so kind, they’re so 

Todd Taylor



Rudy: We’re not used to that at all. 
Jimmy: Have you heard any of the covers 

Teresa: No.
Jimmy: The Tyrades do a cover of “High 
School.”
Teresa: 
Rudy:
Jimmy: Yeah, on a compilation or something.
Teresa: That is so cool.
Jimmy: They’re an underground band, but 
they’ve got a female singer and they do a 

atonal, but you can identify it. 

Teresa: That’s exciting. That makes me 

Rudy: We only released one record, you 

there, and that’s all that’s been keeping us 

Teresa: Yeah, probably.
Jimmy: 

Todd from Razorcake a record and he couldn’t 

Rudy:
Teresa: That was Todd. He was shocked. 
He said, “Dude, he was trying to give it to 

“You should’ve taken 

Jimmy: 
Rudy:
money. Wow, cool!”
Jimmy: Were there any other bands from the 
neighborhood going on back then that you 

Rudy: Thee Undertakers, sometimes they 
don’t get recognized and we always feel 

(Teresa) feel that way.
Teresa: 
think they’ve gotten 
the recognition they 
deserve, but they were 
really good. They were 
probably better than we 
were back in the day.
Rudy: Yeah. They gave 
us a run for our money. 
Jimmy: What did you 

Teresa: 
they had a whole theme 
down. They had an idea 

get together and play.” 
Rudy:

they would carry in 
Anthony (Undertakers 

day, and he’d come out 
and go berserk onstage. 
Teresa: And this was 
before goth was cool, 

and all that. And their 
songs were funny. They 
had a sense of humor, 
and they were also dark, 
and they were furious. 
Their presentation 

and they were good 
musicians. You know, 

about them is that most 
of them, all of them, 
came from like nothing, 

with no resources.
Rudy:
look onstage. 

Teresa: Somehow they would get it together.
Rudy: They had their white shirts.
Teresa: And their thrift store suits.
Jimmy: There’s this picture of them, and it’s 
so funny because they’re in these black suits 

the headstones, and they’re all in these black 
suits with white tennis shoes.
Teresa: 
afford the dress shoes.
Jimmy:
East L.A. to me because it’s like, yeah, 

Teresa: 
but we’re going to take it as far as we can.” 
Jimmy:
Teresa: 
he was more involved with the other groups. 

really didn’t....
Jimmy: There really wasn’t any other band 
besides Thee Undertakers that made you 

Teresa: 
Rudy:
should’ve had more attention, but they were 
always ready to implode.
Teresa: 

she’s never really had a band long enough to 

her as a songwriter. She’s a great songwriter.
Rudy: She’s never had a good opportunity to 
showcase her work.
Teresa: 
get more recognition. 
Jimmy:
Rudy: 
Teresa: See, they were a great group and they 

Rudy:

was ready to sign them up.
Jimmy: 
them putting out was a song on the Los 
Angelinos compilation.
Teresa: Yeah, they had that one song.
Rudy: Angelinos
Teresa: 
Rudy: Yeah.
Teresa: Umm.... You know, unfortunately, 
unlike you, Jimmy, who seems to know every 

Jimmy: 

Rudy: 
Teresa: 
They were interesting. 
Rudy:
punk rock
Teresa: 
good, yeah. A lot of screaming.
Rudy:
looked great and....
Teresa: 
had the image down pat, the look.
Rudy:
looked so cool as a band, but they couldn’t 
really play.
Teresa: 

good performers. They were fun to watch.
Jimmy: What were your impressions of 

Rudy:

Teresa: 

over in Hollywood—where you actually had 
a crowd that was really nicely mixed.
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Rudy: Diverse.
Teresa: Yeah, wasn’t that kind of cool 

west (Los Angeles) together in a really nice 

people and they’re all kind of there in a good 
atmosphere.
Rudy:

Teresa: That had a nice mix, too, yeah.
Jimmy: That was a good show. 

Teresa: 

Rudy:
Teresa: They had a really nice mix of people 
that would come down to see these shows. 
That was kind of cool.
Jimmy:

Teresa: No.
Rudy:
not cool.
Teresa: 

Rudy:

Teresa: 
throwing chairs out of the windows.
Jimmy: Yeah, something about throwing a 
forty-pound table out of a window.
Rudy:
outside people were coming into our place 

we had a good time.” That’s how it felt, and 
it wasn’t a good feeling.
Jimmy: 

Rudy: They closed it after that. That was the 
last show.

Jimmy: Did you go to any of the other 

Rudy:

Jimmy:
Rudy: 
those bands play—The Adolescents used to 
play there a lot—but, for me, it had lost the 

Jimmy:

Rudy: Not really.
Jimmy:
while, too.

Rudy: Yeah, for two years maybe. Tracy 

Teresa: 
We’re trying to do some songwriting together.
Jimmy:
Teresa: Yeah, well, we were....
Jimmy:

Teresa: 
Alice, and right before Alice left the three 

When she left, we were trying to keep it 
together by still writing and doing CDs back 

Rudy: She’s a key ingredient. You need her 
down here.
Teresa: 
that little recording studio, so we’re trying to do 

Jimmy:
Teresa: 

Rudy:

John Avila and Johnny “Vatos” (both from 

Teresa: 
some of those songs. 
Jimmy:
Rudy: 

have it available.
Jimmy: John Avila’s been involved with a 
lot of the East L.A. stuff in recent years. 

Rudy: Yeah. 
Jimmy:

Rudy: 
think they’re playing again with a new 
singer or something—but he makes his 
income recording bands in his backyard. 
He has a really nice studio. Cactus Flower 
were his guinea pigs. After that, he’s been 
recording Quetzal...
Teresa: Quetzal’s actually getting some 

some things.
Rudy: Quetzal’s been really helpful. He 

Jimmy:
generation of kids have an advantage over 

Rudy:
All those people who showed up at that show 

Teresa: 
to be able to do it yourself. Now you’ve got 





could conceivably make a good sounding 
record at home, and you don’t need to kneel 

your soul.
Jimmy: Fifteen dollars and a computer get 
you a hundred copies of your record. 
Teresa: 
easier to do now. 
Rudy: We didn’t have that.
Teresa: 
think it would’ve taken a lot more effort. 
Rudy:

concentrate on my art, and they’ll take care 

You have to be involved in every aspect.
Jimmy: 
Teresa: 
older now, but it seems like everything’s been 
done and it’s harder to break new ground, to 
truly be an innovator; to do something that’s 

this great big monolith and it seems like even 
culture’s turning that way—where you have 

these little underground things happening, 

there’s always going to be that. There’s 
always going to be people that go around the 

now. 
Jimmy: To be honest, that’s what gives me 
hope—outside society as a whole, there’s 
always going to be these kids.
Teresa: The only way it’s going to be saved is 

Jimmy: Are there any bands out now that 
you see as paralleling what you guys were 

Rudy:
to this group is…. Do you remember the 
old skateboarders who started that whole 

Jimmy: Dogtown and Z-Boys.
Rudy:

wrote our own music, and it’s become this 

so huge, and it basically started from writing 

a parallel with that movie.
Teresa: 
the other bands that are out there, and we 
actually knew where they were and where 

We’d see these really young kids who are 
expressing themselves, who are doing it out 
of the mainstream, that are creating their own 
little niche for themselves.
Rudy:
Teresa: 

sure there are parallels all over the place. 
Anybody that’s out there doing anything 

parallel, ‘cause probably they’re doing it out 
of a love of it. They’re doing it because they 
have to express. They’re doing it because 
they feel this need to be creative and those 
are the same things that drove us to do what 
we were doing.
Jimmy: What do you think was the most 
important thing you took out of your 

Rudy: For me it’s always been about music. 
That’s really my driving force, and everything 
else revolved around 

to get a guitar. That’s 
really the one thing. 

playing music. 
Jimmy: How do 
you think your life 
would’ve been 

Rudy:

Teresa: 
probably for me the 

out of that is, in a 
way, we left—not to 
sound pretentious or 
anything—a legacy. 
When we play now 
there are really 
young kids who 
come and see us and 

my uncle had this 
record of you....” 
Rudy: Yeah, we get 
emails like that.
Teresa: 
email from this 
woman in New 

and said she was 
going through a pile 
of old records her 
friend had and she 
found our record 
and she listened to it. 
She wrote and said, 

idea that Chicanas 
were doing this at 

it was only me.” 
That for me is what 
is important, and 

opportunity, no matter how good or bad it 

wanted, which was to sing in a band and write 

Even if at the moment that we were doing it 
that wasn’t my intent and that wasn’t even in 

Rudy:
Teresa: 

appreciate it at the moment, but looking back 
on it, it was good. And people are looking 
back on it and they’re getting something 
from it; a new generation of young women 

able to be at that place and leave that. 
Jimmy: How do you feel your life would’ve 

Teresa: 

Jimmy:
Teresa: 
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Okay, I understand that I’m not that quick witted and I don’t mind being 

Ladies and gentlemen, introducing the fabulous Stressface.

N

as Odin, in Decline of Western Civilization, Part II: The Metal Years:

mitts on their debut CD, Oh… You’re Welcome

“we rock 

even when 

we’re brushing 

our teeth”

Layout by 
Uri Garcia

Interview by 
Todd Taylor

Pictures by 
Lindsay Beaumont
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Todd: 
Bad Mr. Frosty: 
the one from outer space. 
The Blade:
is still a little hazy. He was a great guitar 
player so far ahead of his time that he had to 
be frozen and launched into space until earth 
was ready for his brilliance. He was frozen 

Todd: A bit.
Irish Stout: The origin story is indeed a hazy 

that can be better described similar to that 

Vardcore: Dirty Dancing
Todd: 

in Your Face!” 
The Blade: Just Frosty. Does a frozen hot 

be overstepping the truth.
Irish Stout: Frosty indeed had to be frozen 

able to delicately preserve his mighty, riff-
slaying hands. When the time came to unite 
the “face,” the signal was sent via satellite to 

wake from his slumber and defrost the vessel 
with his own urine. He then descended to 
earth and the rest is history.
Vardcore: Some cultures view the event as 
the earth ascending to Frosty’s plane. This 

dance. We added that element.
Todd: 

Marbs Attacks: The Shakers, actually. 
They have since died out as a sect, but their 

Bad Mr. Frosty: 
conspiracy. There was a two-prong attack 
working against me—or for humanity—
depending on how you look at it. What 

playing around with some groups in the 
New York area, and after a gig at the newly 

away that he instantly realized that what 

the Apollo missions team was brought in, as 
my civilian alter ego was about expose their 
moon landing hoax. After being abducted by 

of residing in a hot tub in exchange for giving 
up my former civilian identity, thus ending 
the threat towards the faux lunar landings 
and sparing the musical landscape until a 
more feasible time.
Todd: 

The Blade: When earth was ready for 

of science to locate the rest of us to get it 
together. He activated the homing device in 

steel. The songs we crafted were so good 
that the only ears that could pick up on our 

the rest is history. We now all live together in 
a big, two-story brick house eight blocks from 
a twenty-four-hour pizza delivery station. So 
we don’t have to carpool anymore. We don’t 
even have a van… or cabinets… but that’s 
another story.

Irish Stout: As hot as it gets in Florida, 
we’ve never been pushed to the point of 

that’s a little over-the-top and indulgent, even 

Todd: 

Marbs Attacks:
sight but without the love, and he actually
heard it, not saw it, and it was precognitive.
Todd: A little more about space, for a 
second. Compare and contrast: Stressface, 

Marbs Attacks: 
of the originality we do. Have you seen 

Earth

pretty much the comparison between us and 
anybody else.
Irish Stout: 

with a dwarf singing and they spelled their 
name backwards so no one was confused—

At all.

Todd: Are there any other words that can be 

The Blade: For our album debut tour, 
we needed four roadies. Their uniforms 

of combinations with nine pairs of letters. 

exclamation point.

Todd:

Marbs Attacks:
illusion. He, in fact, has much, much wider 
shoulders than the rest of us. 
Bad Mr. Frosty:
The Blade: He’s the frontman. Duh. All of 

Vardcore: 
optical illusion prints, where you have to 
stare at it and defocus your eyes to see the 

probably have a spot on the spaceship.
Irish Stout: How big you see it usually 

Todd: Have you ever thought of putting 
another message on the back of your 

The Blade: No, the number 53 on the back is 

started. Never thought about an alternate 
back message. We’re confusing enough to 
the crowds. We do have different uniforms. 
There’s also our formal sleeveless wear with 

were slated to play the same bill. The night 
before, Jack, their guitar player, told us they 
were going to wear dresses and perform as 



out what to do. We made togas and found 
visors. We performed as “Savage Dudetality.” 
They didn’t show up in dresses. We ruled the 
fake challenge.
Irish Stout: 
guys are posers.
Todd: Speaking of showmanship and 
“moves,” does Stressface’s eyeliner serve 
any special function—like glare reduction 
for a football player or hats in America in the 

Marbs Attacks: The eyeliner was a parody 

was an attempt to show everyone how stupid 
it looks. Then we realized it looked really 
good on us so we have since dispensed with 
the eyeliner.
The Blade: Weeks of rocking can have its toll. 
Sometimes it’s not eyeliner; see band name.
Irish Stout: For awhile, for me at least, it 
was this like ultimate “Fuck You” gesture 

badass band—Stressface—rocking your ass 
off so hard and you are so wrapped up in this 
tornado of envy, worship, and astonishment 
that you want to fucking knock their lights 
out for being so unbelievable... but, holy shit, 
wait a minute... look at that, they’ve blacked 

it was extremely frustrating and possibly 
even rewarding for the spectators.
Todd: Healing. The power of rock seems 
to be with Stressface. What transformative 
powers have you seen with your own eyes 

Bad Mr. Frosty: Spontaneous
desleevement.
Marbs Attacks:
men, women, and children reborn. They shed 
their skin of mediocrity and banality and are 
uplifted to a higher realm: kind of like heaven 

people still believe in that shit. Fucking lame-
os. When the spaceship comes to take us away 
and you are all left pouting on Earth’s surface, 

and your silly little spook.
The Blade: 
Vardcore: The spilling of precious malty 

Todd: 
your arm, is that a variation of the 2012, 

Irish Stout: 

with Earth punks. This one particular lawn 
dude kept blowing my cover, but, lucky for 
me, he’s spent way too much time in the sun 
lately and boiled his brain like a little stewed 

looks like a walking football.
The Blade: There are lawn maintenance 
guys with the 2012 tattoo who have argued 
with him about it. Hence the song. Never 

write some lyrics and have his revenge.
Todd: To our readers who don’t know what 
it’s all about, what’s the condensed version of 

Marbs Attacks: 

Irish Stout: To anyone who is reading this, 
and doesn’t own our CD, is in sad shape. The 

the confusion. Sometimes people are lazy 
simpletons and don’t “read” liner notes. 

Razorcake a 
certain reviewer (whom we will call “Tim 
Spiderhole” to avoid embarrassment) 
obviously didn’t read the liner notes. This 
is important, people! The answer to life’s 
riddles are answered right there in our debut 

Todd: 
Week-long party beforehand so everyone’s 

Marbs Attacks: Fuck everyone else. We’re 

down enough to know what’s up, they can 
hang out here with all the other posers when 
the world ends. We’ll be toasting their demise 
from the party deck of our space cruiser.
Irish Stout: 
will indeed laugh heartedly from our party 

out of spite.
Todd: 

Marbs Attacks: 
peanuts are for cleansing purposes. Some 
hippie taught me about it. 
Todd:

Marbs Attacks: They are not sculptures, but 
monuments.
Todd: Are there other bands who you accept 
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but when you ask                    to perform, 

“We don’t have many rules,

you are asking us to headline”
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The Blade: A few great bands have stepped 
to us. We’ve blown them all off the stage. 
We don’t have many rules, but when you ask 
Stressface to perform, you are asking us to 
headline. Have you ever heard of the Fest in 

hundred of the best bands in the world get 
all riled up and come to town for a chance to 

We set up a booth to shave free mohawks 
while we were playing. So punk! No band 
has been able to touch our rock yet, so the 
Fest continues. Fest 5 is in the bank, and we 

to about how it’s a big dysfunctional family 

there’s so much drinking that weekend: failed 
bands drowning their sorrows. Honorable 

Marbs Attacks: We make an effort to be 
supportive of all of the bands out there with 
a drive and passion for truth in rocking. We 
couldn’t be happier that many are following 

sad how hard these bands have to work at the 
rocking when it comes so easy for us. You 
know, we rock even when we’re brushing 

Vardcore’s previously rocked-on guitars 
strings, so the fact that they rock is a given, 
but it still deserves to be mentioned. As far 
as peers in rocking, the short answer is “no.” 
The long answer is noooooooooooo fucking 

we had to play a show and we were all in 
a coma—maybe—then there would be room 
for comparison, but unless that happens, then 

Todd:
Stressface’s longest-running or deepest-

Bad Mr. Frosty: You know, over the course 
of our illustrious career, we have called out 
all challengers and poseurs, really. And they 
have all fallen by the wayside. So we are still 

The Blade: While there’s no bad blood, 

running. That guy is always running; great 

Friday afternoons has a show called Conner
Calling. The host is Conner. His voice is our 
nemesis. Every word out of his mouth sounds 
like a retired Army colonel falling asleep on 
the toilet. His phrasing is very breathy and 

while interviewing interesting authors. His 
interaction with callers is very awkward. 

watching... ER... listening to a car wreck. 

miss him when he’s gone. We’ve grown into 

Todd: Stressface sounds invincible. The 
amateur psychologist in me wants to know: 

Bad Mr. Frosty: Not being able to borrow 

to get the chance to open up for us, have the 

new stuff ‘cause yours sucks, then, by all 
means... please….
Marbs Attacks:

my answer. Think about it.
The Blade: 

Irish Stout: And it’s true, he does.... Not 

see a bumper sticker today that said, “They 

Disease wasn’t even discovered until the later 
part of the 20th century. So that sticker doesn’t 
even make fucking sense. Totally illogical. 

Todd:
seem like a thinker. What makes your 

The Blade:

all kinds of metalworking tools and blades. 

speed steel, cobalt, titanium coating, and 
carbide dust that it has seeped into my blood, 

composes with the precision of the percussion 
and locks it in permanent form.
Vardcore: 

roll away, crushing all naysayers in its path.
Todd:
product available—one that you use all the 
time and really like—what would it be and 

Marbs Attacks:
Bad Mr. Frosty: 

de-sleever in the biz.
The Blade: the

Vardcore: 

them both.
Irish Stout: 

Todd: You guys seem to know a bit about, 
and sing songs of praise of Cindy Lauper’s 

Fun.” Do you know why Captain Lou Albano 

The Blade: You always need a rubber band. 

But that is pretty 
much the comparison 
between us and 

“We rock, he doesn’t.

anybody else.”
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rubber bands on my doorknobs. That system 
works for me. Cap’n Lou’s commitment to 
organization outshines us all.
Vardcore: They are not rubber bands at all, but 

and they will spontaneously re-grow. Truly, 
this is one of our planet’s most mysterious food 
sources. And one that is largely untapped.
Irish Stout: 
me barf.
Marbs Attacks: Captain Lou was a green 
grocer. They were for bunching broccoli, 

perfectly acceptable Valentine’s Day gift.
Bad Mr. Frosty: 

Todd:
The Blade: 

Marbs Attacks:
“Are you” and by “Stressface” you mean 
“the sexiest” and by “plays” you mean 
“man” and by “do mice” you mean “on the” 
and by “explode” you mean “planet” then by 
all means, yes.
Vardcore: The Vice explode, yes.
Todd:
Bad Mr. Frosty: 

seen or heard from him in twelve years…. 
Discuss....
Marbs Attacks: Drugs are absolutely not 

Vardcore: 

by the man with the salmon guitar. 
Todd:

Marbs Attacks:
fuck him, but there is still some disagreement 
with certain other members of the band as to 

Bad Mr. Frosty: 

and recognize.
The Blade: Stressface’s division on Tom 

wings, Frosty and Vardcore politely eat the 

reads Soy, Not Oi!

Hall of Fame. Stressface still has to wait 
another seventeen years before our demo 
tape is old enough to make us eligible for 

and the Heartbreakers three times in the last 

many hits that he can play for two hours and 

record did come out close to the time period 
of Frosty’s exile in the hot tub. 

in to check out the scene. They were instantly 
swamped with merch from all the bands. 
That’s one thing the Heartbreakers have in 
common with Stressface. We can’t even 
walk into a club to kick it without getting 
armloads of CDs, patches, sweatbands, and 

could do would be to give us a bag when 
they’re swarming us with their crap.” They 

dumpster outside where they could get rid of 
the merch.
Vardcore: Although this is hearsay, a guy 

claims that he tried to smoke aspirin to 

Todd:
this bill: An Instruction Guide for Weirdoes.
The Blade: 
Testament, but millions already believe that 

Fucked Up and Photocopied is a pretty 
good one. Also the book from the Dischord 
twenty-year box set thing.
Bad Mr. Frosty:
Marbs Attacks:
you for trying to break me.
Vardcore: 
Irish Stout: The
Doomsday Bonnet while listening to the 
Cone of Light CD. That Daniel Higgs guy 

Todd: Stressface, like it or not, are 
ambassadors. Florida. Why do its denizens 

The Blade:
of winter, we’re still weeks away from 
swimsuit season.

“Frosty indeed had to be 
frozen in champagne.

to delicately preserve his mighty, 

riff-slaying hands”



Amy Adoyzie
Top Five Things You’d Think 
Would Be a Cinch to Find in 
Chinars, But Ain’t So

3. Egg rolls and fortune cookies

Aphid Peewit
• Samhain: Live 1984 at the 
Stardust Ballroom (DVD)
• Johnny Cash, Man in Black: 
Live in Denmark 1971 (DVD)
• Mummies, Unwrapped!?! (Video)

• Stephanie Miller Show
(syndicated progressive radio 

indulge your inner toddler with 
the guilty pleasure of partisan 
politics, it goes down easiest—as 

spoonful of sophomoric humor 

right wingers seem doomed to 

that SMS is home to one of the 
absolute best impersonators in 
the business, bar none.

Brian Mosher
Haunted,

collection of stories ever.) 
Invisible Is the 

Best CD
3. Figgs, Follow Jean Through 
the Sea CD

At Sea CD
Hollywood CD

Buttertooth
Corrosion

2. The Discoverers: A History 
of Man’s Search to Know His 
World and Himself, by Daniel J. 

3. Everything You Know Is Wrong: 

the Disinformation Guide to Secrets 
and Lies (book) 
www.disinfo.com

Challenge for a 
Civilized Society CD
5. Sonic Youth, The Destroyed 
Room CD

Chris Devlin
Top Five Shows at Punk 
Rock Bowling

• Tiltwheel
• Dillinger Four
• Hoosegow

American)” during lasers and water.

Chris Peigler
• Social Circkle, Static Eyes 

• Deep Sleep, You’re Screwed 
• Artcore
with America’s Unknown

Comrade Bree
1. The Devil and Daniel 
Johnston DVD
2. Thomas Function!, Vanity 
Lights EP
3. Go Tell the Mountain: Stories 
and Lyrics of Jeffrey Lee 
Pierce (book)

There’s a 
Hole in My Face Where She 
Used to Be CD

wasted. (VHS)

Craven Rock
Top Five Bits of Culture That 
Kept Me Alive Through a Month 
of Non-Stop Cab Driving in 
Louisville, Kentucky
1. Friday Night Soundclash with 

3. Nerf Jihad
Mid-American Chants, by 

Sherwood Anderson (book)
5. America
Steadman (book)

Daryl Gussin
• The Vicious, Alienated

No
Moderation

Dave Disorder
Top Five Things I Just Found 
Between the Arm and Seat 
of My Leather Chair and the 
Soundtrack Music That Would 
Accompany My Discoveries...

Metrics
Buttloads of Rock.)

or, “crunch crunch,” if you 
will (Soundtrack: “Widows on 
Welfare” from the new Toys That 

Shanked!.)

(Soundtrack: Tiltwheel track one, 

Dead Anyways” from their split 

from the CD Jumbo’s Clown 
Room
To Candyland.)

airline-sized bottle of whiskey 

CD Ain’t It Funny 
Thorson And The Fallen Angels.)

Designated Dale

Punk, It’s Not for Rich Kid$ 
Anymore!
alive and violently kicking down 
the Southside.

Don’t even think of going on 
YouTube—they ain’t there.

There really is hope for the future.

‘em, you’d get it. Joe rules and is 
fucking hysterical.

Slayer’s Christ Illusion 
to their getting it banned in their 
country. Who needs the Quick-E-

Donofthedead
Inte Som Ni

One
Nation Under the Fist of God

Cheap Trinkets CD
The

Best of CD
• Eat The Living, Bloodbath CD

Gabe Rock

• Cranford Nix, Jr.

me, “You seem like you’re doing 
much better now.”

Francisco, CA making punk a 
threat again.

Jennifer Whiteford
Top Five Songs in Heavy 
Rotation at My House

2. Sahara Hotnights, 
“Hotnight Crash”

Fish in the Sea”

Jenny Moncayo

2. Todd wearing a bear suit with 
a cape (aka a pillowcase) 
while bowling.

entered this century. 
5. Del Taco’s Dan’s Deal. 
Fuck yeah!

Jim Ruland
1. Smogtown, Ugly American 
Makeover
2. Les Hatepinks, Tete Malade CD
3. Darkbuster at the 
Zombie Lounge

Gold in 
Peace, Iron in War 12” 

Against the Day (novel)

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE STAFF

“Anna Nicole Smith dying.”



Joe Evans
1. Lifetime, Self-titled CD

Headaches
and Moodswings CD

Virulence CD

Josh Benke 

Lamp, Sacramento
2. Los Saicos, Wild Teen Punks 
from Peru 10”
3. Los Shains, El Ritmo De… 10”

Too Young to Know 
Better…Too Hard to Care CD

Julia Smut
1. Chelsea, Faster, Cheaper & 
Better Looking” CD
2. Tom Dowd, The Language of 
Music DVD

5. Stanley Clarke at The Vault.

Kiyoshi
Five Important Comics You Can 
Read for Free Through the L.A. 
Library System
1. A Contract With God by 
Will Eisner
2. Epileptic
3. The Snakepit Book by 

Mome Anthology by various
5. V for Vendetta
and David Lloyd

The Lord Kveldulfr
1. The Beatles
2. Various Artists, Shit Like 

Business CD
3. Tom Waits, Orphans 3xCD

for Christmas.

Megan Pants
Top Five Books I Recommend
• Sherman Alexie, The Lone 

in Heaven
• Nelson Algren, The Man with 
the Golden Arm

Revenge of 
the Lawn
• Jonathan Carrol, The Land
of Laughs

The Wind-up 
Bird Chronicle

Mike Frame
1. Head, No Hugging No 
Learning
2. Lifetime, Self-titled CD
3. Rural Rock N Roll Documentary

Miss Namella J. Kim
1. Lily Allen, Alright, Still—
more attitude than an angry 
rapper but with a dazzling 
elegance that can’t be matched. 

and why didn’t he come home 

3. Chromeo’s single “Needy 

can’t deny the power of the funky 
bass lines and vocoder—take that 

Sugar Hands

turn green right about… now.
5. Ferry Corsten, L.E.F. As 
aggressive as electronic music 
gets. There’s no other contender. 

MP Johnson
Cherry Girl

(Japanese pop music. Fun stuff.)
• Barefoot and Pregnant (Comp 

Piece of Mind
• He-Man and the Masters of the 
Universe
• Dillinger Four live

Mr. Z
Top Five Current Guilty Pleasures
1. Lily Allen, Alright, Still CD 
(She samples the Specials and the 
Emannuelle softcore porn theme 
song for her self-made music.)

Cuban Ballerina
CD (Cannot stop listening to this 
motherfucker.)
3. Common, “A Dream” song 
(Some real good shit. No really.)

Welcome 
to Jamrock CD (Fun, socially 

5. Weird Al, Straight Outta 
Lynwood CD (Have you seen 
the video for “White and Nerdy” 

Naked Rob (KSCU 103.3FM)
Beso Me 

Mucho
2. The Spark, Self-titled CD

Emergency at the 
Everything

Garage Punk 
Vol. 1 
5. Zero Down, Old Time Revival 
CD (Seattle rocks!)

Nardwuar the Human Serviette

Bongo Rock
3. Fun 100, Goodbye! CD

Two Faced
, Funky Party CD

Rev. NØrb

• Spits, 2006 European Tour 12”
Blood Visions

• Various Artists, One Kiss Can 
Lead to Another: Girl Group 
Sounds, Lost and Found

• John Cooper Clarke, Ou Est La 
Maison Du Fromage? CD

Rhythm Chicken
1. We Jam Econo: The Story of 
the Minutemen DVD
2. It’s Happiness: A Polka 
Documentary DVD
3. The Life and Death of Lenin,

Century
Trails CD

Ryan Leach
1. Larry Williams and Johnny 

Two for the 
Price of One

High gap.

with greatness (go see him 
play, fuckers).

Teacher and 
Child
great book on effective, positive 
communication with young 
people and the not-so-young.) 

Sarah Shay
1. Various Artists, 
About Religion & Suicide CD
2. The Lathe Symphonic, Hello
My Name Is the Lathe Symphonic
CD

 DVD

5. The Earaches, 
Time on Fire CD

Sean Koepenick
My New Favorite Songs by The 
Jam After Seeing Paul Weller Live 
at Irving Plaza, NYC on 1/29/07 

2. “That’s Entertainment”
3. “Carnation”

Speedway Randy 
Top Five DVDs on Repeat
1. Jackass 2
2. William Eggleston in the 
Real World
3. L’Eclisse

TV Sheriff
5. Narcoleptic dogs on You Tube

Susan Chung
The First Five Punk Albums I 
Ever Listened To (Back in 1993)

Bedtime for Democracy
Energy
Suffer

5. Crass, Stations of the Crass

Todd Taylor
• Future Virgins, 

Union Pool
• The Vicious, Alienated 12”
• Tragedy, Nerve Damage

Travis T.
Cemetery

Trails 
2. Live Fast Die, Bandana
Thrash Record
3. Anna Nicole Smith dying.

Batman vs. Madmonk
Wagner comics

Weird World of...

Ty Stranglehold
Top Five Bands Jay Brown Was 
In (Rest In Peace)
1. Alcoholic White Trash
2. The Hoosegow

Uri G.

Mythical and Magical
2. Weedeater (live)
3. The Hidden Hand, The
Resurrection of Whiskey Foote

Child of Darkness
Vol I and II
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20 BELOWS, THE: 
Headaches and Moodswings: CD

if Cletus did another record, recorded 

Queer and Jughead to play on some 

again” songs. Here’s a reminder that 

7000 DYING RATS: Season in Hell: CD

of town because you always have to 
buy some kind of music when you 
go somewhere else, and the selection 

is sounded like, but probably kind of 
like this one except the metal parts 
probably weren’t as good. This one 

competent but stylistically schizo 

between-song samples that clothesline 
any momentum the during-song songs 
occasion to develop. Sincerely yours, 

ABNER TRIO/ MAN AT ARMS: Split CD
Abner Trio: pretentious, wimpy 

“intelligent” and clearly enunciated 

Arms: Quirky, mathy, honky music 

going to throw this CD in the garbage 

used record store. Not even the crappy 

ANGEL CITY OUTCASTS: 
Deadrose Junction: CD

going to be some kind of rockabilly 
or greaser rock or something… Let’s 

too sure that anyone should have to. 

like some ridiculous combination of 

their ilk with the only distinction being 
that they may have slightly better 

hearing the melancholy strumming 

the smell of denim and spandex in the 

ANSWER LIES, THE/ TULSA: Split 7”

feel like there’s no way that these 
two bands should be put together. 
They work as three releases to suit 
your mood. Here, you can throw 
on The Answer Lies when you’re 
frustrated and need something fast 
and aggressive (think when hardcore 

desperate, but are still able to laugh a 
bit at yourself (think Hickey), throw 

want to listen to a pretty awesome slab 
of wax, go ahead and listen the whole 

ANSWER LIES, THE/ TULSA: Split 7”
The Answer Lies blast out four sloppy 
fast nuggets of sun-baked desert punk 
a la Scared of Chaka or the Weird 

for real. Tulsa sure does sound a 
lot like Hickey, not that that’s a bad 

live in Tulsa, but now they’re in San 

great at what they do, but don’t really 
sound much like each other, which 
always makes for an excellent split. 

ATTIC TED, THE: Land Suite: CD
Woozy outsider-pop that has 
something in common with the 
Country Teasers and Uberhund but 
tends to be noisier or more circusy, by 
turns, than those groups. Endearing, 

BADAMPS, THE: Two Face: 7” EP
This band spends most of their 
promo material worrying about being 
perceived as sounding too much like 

ya realize you weren’t insane to like 
the Queers at one point in your life. 

movie and then he miraculously 
wound up being a white guy in the 

BAYONETTES: We’re Doomed: 7”EP
Not as stab-you-in-the-neck, hit-by-

single; more in the pocket, looking for 

afraid to sing and stay at mid tempo 
punk pop. There’s still a nice, serrated 
edge to Zoe’s voice (especially in the 
addicted-to-love song, “Hungry for 
You”), the playing’s in tune with 

and they’re zeroing in on that 
below-the-skin anxiety (focusing on 

and the world being pretty fucked) 

BEAR PROOF SUIT: 
Science Is Dead: 7”EP

Larissa Strickland) than Negative 
Approach, celebrating sprawled-out 

dismemberment over tunefulness or 

it lets on and a little weird. Yet, like 

the songs were a tad shorter and less 
repetitive because, while bearing their 

BENEDICT ARNOLD AND THE
TRAITORS: Kill the Hostages: 7” 

back when it originally came out in 

time, a number of students took over 

unlike September 11, 2001 would 
be today, and some would argue that 

like a band singing “Fuck the World 
Trade Center” today. To understand 
why a band would say such a thing, one 
would need look back at much of what 
punk was founded on philosophically. 

prankster Abbie Hoffman and Stephen 
Stink, lead singer of the band currently 
under discussion), one of the basic tenets 

be it through silly haircuts and funny 
clothes (mohawks, safety pins, and 
bondage gear), promoting unpopular 
political thought (e.g. Sidney’s 
swastika shirt, the Clash’s embracing 
the Sandinistas, Crass and their circle-
As), obnoxious names and songs (the 
Childmolesters’ wanting to see some 

et al. Taking that in mind, a song like 

And The Traitors’ genius that the song 
was so fuckin’ good that nearly thirty 
years later, when its original intent has 
been muted by an American public too 
uninterested in its own history to even 
be bothered to look up what they were 
singing about, the song is still a nice 
bit of catchy obnoxiousness. Thanks to 
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Hey! Person putting your 
reviewable in the mail: 

full album art is required 
for review. 

Pre-releases go into 
the trash.

-Ty Stranglehold

He become legendary for getting beat 
up by a teacher for cheering when the 
space shuttle exploded.

RECORD REVIEWS





have to shell out beaucoup bucks for a 

originally pressed way back when to 

which isn’t as lyrically incendiary, 

band is together again and making a 
racket. Hopefully they’re as hell-bent 
of offending and upsetting the social 
order as they were in days of yore, 
’cause lord knows it could use it. 

BIG D AND THE KIDS TABLE: 
Strictly Rude: CD

bands. There are three different types: 
the ones that are so terrible you show 
up late or stay outside during their 
set, the background music bands 
where you can listen if you want or 
complete zone it out, and the ones 

seemed like every ska show in the 

The Head opening. For me, they both 

same with this CD. They’re sort of a 
third-wave take on second-wave ska; 

BIRD FLU/ GET DEAD: 
Self-titled: Split Mini CD
Nice package: little business card 

holder with tiny lyric and info sheets 
and the brutal grindcore encoded on a 
CD that’s like a 3” CD with some of 
the round parts cut off so it’s the size of 

under one minute each. Every one of 
the songs by both groups is literally 
exploding with spastic carnage. You’ll 
wish you were dead before you get 
through all four seconds of “Fury of 
the Neckbeard,” mark my words. 

BLACK FAG: Self-titled: CD

parody is not only one of the most 
hilarious things ever, but also one of 

live in a world where Weird Al is a 

songs being played really well. That’s 

gay that to take it any further would 
be to make them into showtunes. 

they didn’t change many of the 

was expecting full lyric changes like 

that proceeds from the sales of this 
CD go to various gay and lesbian 

charities and education funds. Nice 

no address)

BLAG DAHLIA: 
Nina…and Other Delights: CD
This CD, described by one radio 
interviewer as “writings, ramblings 
and general punk rock nihilism 

a spoken-word companion disc 

Nina
parasitic twin is a companion; while it 

plain weirder than its “host.” Along 
with readings from several chapters 

bits from a radio interview (where he 
wisely asserts: “You haven’t really 
come to terms with anything if you 
can’t make fun of it”) and readings 
from a column he writes called “How 

he puts forth the proposition that hard 

creative muse of the elite writers of 

that or not—the literary landscape is 
littered with gin-blossomed faces and 
crusted-up livers, going back for ages 

here. His manner suggests something 
more disagreeable; he is snide, cocky, 

words, his usual charming self. And 

that he’s turned feminist now that 

he’s written a book featuring a smart 
and empowered young woman as the 

an improvised piece entitled “This 

the black humor aspects of the 

a piece that’s likely to be considered 
wildly insensitive by many and it’s 
bound to get some foreheads heated 
up to a surface temperature where a 
good number of eggs could be fried. 

is devilishly clever and he knows it. 
And he delights in tasering the most 

called people’s “character armor.” He 
is also, in my humble opinion, along 
with Tesco Vee, one the best and 
funniest writers in all of punk. What 
he does, in his own words, is “raise 

BLOOD VESSELS: Self-titled: CD

mathematical punk rock recipe for 

off, the eyeballs are poppin’ out, the 
skull cap has exploded, leaving that 

new self titled CD on Teenage Heart 

Scanners.

was sadly mistaken because all of my 



innards and skeletal features are intact. 

realization that skull cover art doesn’t 

The whole system is breaking down. 

Disorder (Teenage Heart) 

BOILS, THE: 
The Orange and the Black: CDEP

of my life from day one and my team 

a six-song punk rock disc dedicated to 

is tight. Lots of singalong and chant 

surprised if this wasn’t getting played 
on the loudspeakers at the arena on 

BOXCAR SATAN/ GRAVES BROTHERS 
DELUXE: Black Water Rising: Split CD

sounds like it comes from a world 
populated by the unholy progeny of 

edging out their discmates with a 

line between genius and sacrilege. 

BRAT PACK: Demo: CD-R

melodicore that is well performed 
and songs that are interesting and 

moment what they sound like to me. 

recordings, they are off to a good start. 

CARDIAC ARREST: 
Life’s a... Dead End: 7”
This is the European pressing that 

is that with this pressing, the cover 

red and yellow. Either pressing you 
get, you won’t go wrong. Six blasts of 

energy and angst that it will make you 

CARDIAC ARREST: Self-titled: 7” EP
Super-speedy hardcore very much in 

putting out. Singer reminds me a bit of 
the vato from Slapshot, and the band 

sounds like they could’ve handily held 

CHOOSE YOUR POISON: 
Thrashed to Ribbons: 7”

it up loud and fast. The vocals tend to 

screechy end of the spectrum for me, 
but lyrics are great and, for the most 
part, understandable. Lots of political 
statements infused with humor makes 
for good listening. “Drink, skate, 

CHOP TOPS, THE: Triple Deuces: CD

lighthearted and well-written lyrics, 
and years of experience and talent 
are the hallmarks of Triple Deuces,
the Chop Tops fourth release. A 
twangy and polished blend of early 
rock, honky tonk, rockabilly revival, 
roots, and blues is pounded in every 
direction with concise, surefooted 

Cats, even on their cover of Agent 

CHUCK RAGAN:
The Boat/ For Broken Ears: 7”
Allow a heretic a brief confession 

favorite songs of theirs are on their 
split with Alkaline Trio. Wait…it gets 

know what it is, but somehow they’re 
either above my head or below my 

the shit out of The Draft’s full length 
In a Million Pieces and the snails pace 
at which Chuck’s acoustic recordings 
are coming out is killing me. This is 

Sessions” series of singles you can 
get only by subscribing to get the 

six single series and if you subscribe 

won’t be on the CD (that you also get 
when you subscribe) that will come 
out at the end of the series collecting 
all the songs together. That’s a little 

happens when Chuck retires…that 
motherfucker needs to retire more 

COFFIN DRAGGERS: Dying Breath: CD

twenty years now, and for a time 
even terrorized Los Angeles County 

a psychobilly fan these days and 
primarily view it as yet another 
moribund niche ruined by too many 
punters with too little originality. That 



this. While the “billy” is decidedly 
the foundation here, they’ve tossed 
enough disparate styles into the batter 

of hardcore, rock’n’roll, punk, and 
death rock that remains consistently 
engaging over the course of the twelve 
tunes showcased. The band is tight, the 
guitars are blissfully loud, the tempos 
are speedy, and the “horror” vibe is 
tongue-in-cheek enough not to seem 
pretentious and serious enough to pull 
off the songs’ dark underpinnings. All 

proclaim myself among the ranks of 

know ’em, but because they’re really 

COLISEUM/ YOUNG WIDOWS: Split 7”
Well, it certainly is the prettiest 

seem to be moving away from sludge 
rock—these new songs are in more 

losing their trademark heaviness. 
Unfortunately, this kinda music 

into it, it was over. The Young Widows 

some apocalyptic, crazy Jesus Lizardy 

came with the review copy of this is 

promo lady, like it was a letter from 

COMMUNIQUE:
Walk into the Light: CDEP

great deal from those days, although this 

since the fallout from the Lookout! 

of material is treading pretty clear on 
the heels of bands like Q And Not 
U and maybe some more poppier 
emo acts around nowadays. The use 
of keyboards, which often feature 
prominently in the songs (see the Faint-

really takes any kind of connection to the 
band’s past and sets them apart on their 
own. While the songs are catchy and 

dancing—oh wait, most of the band’s 
fans are too pretentious to probably ever 
want to dance—will at least get them to 
tap their toes. That all being said, none 
of this is very original and seems to play 
off others who forged this music path 

listen to this without thinking something 

to Q And Not U’s Power

COMPLETE CONTROL/ KRUM BUMS: 
Death Can Wait: Split CD
Here’s a split from a couple bands 

listened to before. Complete Control 
are tough guy punk with soaring 
vocals and lots of “hey hey” chants 

imagine Anti-Flag sounding like after 
their voices changed during puberty. 

same kind of music as Complete 
Control but a slight bit heavier and 

love it when bands do that on a split. 

CONTROLLERS: Another Sunny Day: CD

another crucial collection of rarities from 

a rehash of previously released stuff or a 
compendium of recordings of dubious 

heretofore unreleased gems that stands 
toe-to-toe with the Controllers disc 

couple of years back. Submitted for your 

from 2002, all of which are blessed with 
simply faboo sound. Add to that some 

marvy liner notes penned by Johnny 
Stingray himself and oodles of pics and 
we’re talking an absolute necessity for 

That these guys aren’t a household name 
and still tearing shit up, ’cause they truly 
were one of the greats. Just give a listen 
to “Do the Uganda” or my personal pick 

CRACKS: Stab: Cassette
Seriously, if it weren’t for the modern 

this was the work of some long lost 

tracks in all that cover the bases, 

boredom. The recording is a bit dicey 
in some spots, but never so bad you 

CRIME IN CHOIR: Trumpery Metier: CD

fast to listen to.” Amongst my choices 

put in the CD and heard a sound akin to 

last for a little bit and then they’ll rock 

know it was nine songs and over forty-
two minutes later and the entire album 
had gone by, all as instrumental prog 

really liked it. With founding members 



and compare themselves to a more 
modern acts like Faust, but, for most 
people, when they hear the opening 

some of this can occasionally get a 
good groove going, but it always stays 
consistent with the prog rock sound. 

was looking for, Trumpery Metier is 
nonetheless a really solid album. For 
those of us who secretly keep some 
of those synth-laden albums in our 
collection (away from the view of our 
punk comrades, of course), this will be 

CULTURCIDE: Year One Again: CD

from Texas the worst they’d be was 
interesting. When Todd told me there 

and that he liked their Considering
Museums as Concentration Camps

prepared for this. Collected here is 
the work of an old, obscure Houston 
noise rock band propelled by an 
ancient drum machine, synthesizers, 
a guitarist playing more by feeling 
than by structured musical theory, 
and a guy with a Texas twang laying 
down some profound thoughts. The 

Screamers, Scratch Acid, and, yes, 

the safety pins and stupid hair sense, 
but about as fucking hardcore as you 

(hotboxreview@hotmail.com)

DAN PADILLA: Self-titled: CD

Razorcake writer who doesn’t like 
all things Tiltwheel and Tiltwheel-

Super good melodic punk, about 
friends, nostalgia, et.al. And, for 

blame on my ridiculous leopard-print 
slippers, but instead chose to blame 

Crunchy melodies with total sweet 
pop goodness on top. This CD makes 
me want to be twenty again, even 

DEAD CITY: The Dead Sessions: CD
This is the sum recorded output of 

by Joe Dias, singer of east coast 

with different incarnations featuring 
at various times Cheetah Chrome 

punk ilk one ultimately expects 
whenever the words “Cheetah 
Chrome” are batted around, even 
if he doesn’t play on all the tracks. 
Some of it ain’t bad, but a large swath 
of the songs are kinda plodding and 
lack any of the power or edge of the 

DEADFALL: Mass Destruction: CD

band has been scorching lately with 

and thrash. Live and on recording, 
they spit it out with the best with 
songs that change up from mid-
tempo to balls-out thrash and vocals 
that are more phonetic and yelled 
as opposed to screamed or growled. 
This is a good introduction for those 
not in the know, with material that 

songs in about thirty minutes gives 
you a pretty rapid look at what this 
band is all about. After that, if your 
attention is still there, you need to 

(Six Weeks)

DEADLINE/ BRASSKNUCKLE BOYS: 
Can’t Be Beaten: Split CD
Here’s a trans-Atlantic split CD 
featuring Deadline from England 

great rough-yet-melodic punk rock 
featuring the amazing voice of Liz 

of Theo from The Lunachicks and 

is that good. Thankfully, the music 
stands up really well to the vocals and 

think helps them a lot because those 
are two sub-genres that tend to breed 

for some repeat listening. Throw in 

yet grossly overdone “American
Girl”) and you’ve got something 

(Haunted Town)

DEAF, THE: This Bunny Bites: CD

Like the aforementioned bands, The 
Deaf delivers the hard and heavy 
goods without ever boring me with 
meandering metal riffs. The music is 
solid, and even more exciting is when 
Stephanie takes the lead vocals. This 
band really does it for me on those 

DEMON’S CLAW: 
Satan’s Little Pet Pig: CD
As the United States sinks further 



getting better. Universal health care, 
an appreciation of cultures and 
languages (many Canadian high 
schools follow a dual-immersion 
format where students are taught in 
both French and English) and low 
crime—the only thing they’re lackin’ 

they’re gonna have that, too. As if Les 
Sexareenos weren’t a sign of things 
to come, Demon’s Claw are poised 
to strip of America of its rock‘n’roll 

take that away from us. Well, friends, 
black people aren’t making too much 

Collins) and that scares the shit out 
of me. (Don’t delude yourself—
rock‘n’roll is black culture, sprinkled 
with a little Hank Williams…who, 
not so incidentally, was taught guitar 

tortured citizens of the oppressive 

on rock‘n’roll; only the Starvations’ 

neighbors to the North have been 
keeping things together (Deadly 

Satan’s Little 
Pet Pig is easily going to be one of 
the top-ten records released this year. 
Demon’s Claw have grown leaps 
and bounds since their last effort, 
branching out musically while still 

keeping that sordid we-recorded-
this-on-reel-to-reel-tape-found-on-

is really top notch!) Take the opening 

heard such focused anger in years; 

cut with lyrics that’d make Howlin’ 

what you’se talkin’ ‘bout. We’s goin’ 

Jesus Christ! Listen to the intro—
here that guitar and bass interplay…
these Canadian fucks know how to 
play…reminiscent of Chris Hillman 

fuck feels. Again, again, Canadians 
aren’t supposed to interpret American 
rock‘n’roll like this, but they have. 

decade: The Demon’s Claw will take 
over little Frankie Lymons’ polygamy 
title and spawn nearly as many 
illegitimate children as Screamin’ Jay 

DESPISED, THE: Punk, 
It’s Not for Rich Kids Anymore: CD

Punk,
It’s Not for Rich Kids Anymore is a 
concept album that the band has 
been working on for six years! That’s 
dedication, folks. And if that concept 

that oh-so-creative punk that’s played 
at a breakneck pace with never a 
breakdown in sight—unless it’s for 
one of those tuneless guitar solo 
wank-a-ramas—coupled with those 

blah, b b b-blah” in every single, 

him or Dennis De Young. Domo
arigato, Despised, for the suck opera. 

DESTROY NATE ALLEN: 
Awake O’Sleeper: CD
Nate Allen is a grocery bagger in San 

buses and hitchhiking, to name a few 
modes of transportation. Although 
this is acoustic and vocals only, the 

disgust with the American economic 
system. This would go pretty well 
with reading a Crimethinc. book like 
Days of War, Nights of Love. This guy 

down and released this CD for free. 

if you feel like rioting, this isn’t the 

DIE HOFFNUNG: Love Songs: CD

DIE HUNNS: You Rot Me: CD

that the guy is even alive let alone 

Vincent kind of feel these days, Die 
Hunns has a constantly evolving kind 
of feel. For the most part, it seems 

veers out into some classic punk and 

Duane do a lot of things, but who 

really belt it out and does so on a few 
tracks with great results. His voice is 

Stranglehold (Volcom)

DISCO ASSAULT: Demo 2006: CD-R
While there are some serious 
sentiments being laid down in places 
here, too much of it reminds me of 



Alvarado (Disco Assault)

EARACHES, THE: Time on Fire: CD
This is some ripping garage punk 

out brain damage that never ceases to 

interesting was the message that the 

experience, most of these types of 
garage bands are all about girls, cars, 

saying that this stuff isn’t here (it is for 
the most part), but in the packaging in 
particular there are slogans such as 

and “This album is dedicated to those 
who choose action over complacency.” 
That’s the type of attitude in a band 

down on us. Nice work, gentlemen! 

ELYSIUM: Huntley Ave.: CD

trying really hard to look like hip 
alt-rock dudes, or modern punkers 

sportin’ a beard that would make the 

ass keepin’ bread crumbs outta that 

EVENS, THE: Get Evens: CD
Second release for this DC duo 
featuring Amy Farina (The Warmers) 

a fuller sound is established more here 
than on the debut, even with only 
two members. Haven’t seen them in 

and introspective feels on most of the 

really like “Cut from the Cloth,” “All 

theme tune since Living Colour’s 

you’re looking for repeats of their 

you want a release that doesn’t really 
sound like any other new record out 
there now, then go get The Evens. 

FAGS, THE: Light’ Em Up: CD
Tragic story of another band destroyed 

in a nutshell, after trying to get this 
record out to a larger audience, they 
have decided to pack it in. Which 
is a shame, because this record 

unholy trinity of Cheap Trick, The 

the last band only on a couple guitar 
licks, but that got your attention, 

background vocal harmonies, and 
overall playing near perfection by this 
trio. “Here’s Looking at You” has the 
VH reference, but great vocals make 

great song that is catchy and full of 

FALLOUT, THE: 
The Turning Point: CDEP
A band’s tribute to their scene and 
its long-gone musical heroes—some 
known, some obscure—features 
covers of tracks by The Young Lions, 

Youth Youth Youth, The Allies, and 

strong in their own right, the covers 

Alvarado (Longshot)

FASTBREAK: Don’t Stop Trying: 7” EP
Dunno what pressing number this 
is, but this is apparently a reissue of 
something that has been out various 
times over the past twelve years. The 
music is pretty much by-the-numbers 
East Coast straight edge fodder true to 
its time, right down to the collegiate 

FLAMING TSUNAMIS, THE: 
Fear Everything: CD
Having never ere been blessed by 
the discordant throes of the Flaming 

off the record’s opening by what 

stylings. That soon passed, however, 

the horns that kicked in a few seconds 

like getting the crap knocked out of 
me by somebody who was making 
me laugh and dance while he kicked 
in my head—pleasure and pain, the 
beautiful and the repugnant all at once. 

is a true edge of dark malevolence and 
grim revelry in twisted gore, but the 
Flaming Tsunamis don’t appear to 
take themselves completely seriously, 

various points, or the sardonic, tongue-
in-cheek humor that underwrites so 

FOR SCIENCE: Revenge for Hire: CD

magical pop punk dust, covering the 
impressionable youth with a love of 

Yummy pop punk without sounding 
like The Queers Beat Off (the mistake 

pop punk bands, according to my 
statistics). Seventeen songs in twenty 
minutes and thirty-eight seconds! 

Cheerios, covered with the, um, sugar 



FPO: (Title in Macedonian): 7” EP
Über-fast hardcore from a 

sounds like very early SS Decontrol. 

the lyric sheet ain’t—but they’re 
focused on smoking while pregnant, 

system charges, depression, female 
punk apathy in their scene, “Straight 

fascist leanings of some straight edge 
adherents, which was interesting, 
considering they’re on what appears 

FRONTSIDE FIVE: Fall Out of Line: CD

We’re talking serious skate rock 
here. From the opening chords of 

this had me screaming and weaving 

stop reviewing in the car! We’re 
talking spastic hardcore punk with 
a damn near perfect mix of skating, 

this now and prepare to be shredded. 

FUCKED UP: Triumph of Life: 7”

a mission to collect every Fucked Up 

the end it will have been well worth 

why someone should buy it is if they 
are trying to accumulate every Fucked 

disappointed with that…kill yourself. 

FUN 100/ PAPER LANTERNS: 
Pull the Goalie: Split 7” EP

this loud enough! Fun 100 are full of 
power pop goodness, although maybe 

and totally amazing! An awesome 

cereal, Fun 100 would be Apple Jacks 

would be Cinnamon Toast Crunch! 

FUTURE VIRGINS, THE: Self-titled: 7”
Ho-ly god-damn sh-it. So much for 
attending the wake due to the loss 

Chattanooga for being so shitty and rat 
infested, but cheap, that music like The 

listen to this cranked, the fractured-
but-whole, smashed-but-clear strike 

take a step back and soak in it, it has 
the feeling of an unreleased Carrie 

An ugly cyst that, when it pops, it’s 

coordinates together and they point 

FUTURE VIRGINS: Self-titled: 7”

was gonna be awesome. This is a 
southern “supergroup” consisting of 
two guys from Sexy and two guys from 

bit as good as those two bands in their 

hear Ashley return to the blown-out 
hollering we all fell in love with on the 

you were worried after the polished, 
Boma Ye that 

he wouldn’t be able to bounce back, 
but these expertly written songs of 
love and life and heartbreak are exactly 

GBH: A Fridge Too Far: CD
GBH: From Here to Reality: CD
GBH: Church of the Truly Warped: CD

to the dreaded “crossover” trend of 

recent spate of reissues from their 
back catalogue has been an interesting 

time ’round. While the two albums 
that followed City Baby’s Revenge
were serviceable compared to the 

the three albums being discussed 
here, A Fridge Too Far, is actually 

by delivering solid punk tunes with 
a surprising level of aggression, 
given they’d been slogging it out 
for nigh on eight years by the time it 
was recorded. There was also at this 
point precious little of the “metal” 
that portended so many of their 
peers’ descent into the maelstrom of 
utter suckdom during the same time 
period. Sadly, the same cannot be 
said about their next release, From 
Here to Reality. Although their lyrical 

both the topical and the absurd rather 
than the obtusely satanic, musically 

which by some would be argued as 
“progression,” but by others would 
be viewed as a complete reversion 
to the very tenets punk rock was 
reacting against. While their efforts in 
the world of metal weren’t abysmal, 



the time of the last of these releases, 
Church of the Truly Warped, they 
were a totally different kinda band, 

less interesting, and though they’ve 
recently reverted to a more “punk” 

since. All is not lost, however, for 
although they did, indeed, slide 
down the slippery metal slope, they 
apparently did manage to crank out 
three more albums of note between 
City Baby’s Revenge and From Here 
to Reality than previously thought, 

which they can hang their legacy. 

GENTLEMAN JESSE & HIS MEN: 
Self-titled: 7”

Smith as the bass player for Atlanta’s 

Carbonas. What you may not know is 
that this kid can also play guitar and 
has written two as close to perfect 
power pop songs as you’re bound to 

with its catchier than Chlamydia at 
a ‘Frisco bathhouse chorus, while 

you forget all about those bouncy 

much. Your friends will compare them 
to the mighty Firestarter, perhaps even 
the Exploding Hearts. And, you won’t 
be surprised in the least next January 

www.douchemasterrecords.com)

GG ALLIN AND ANTISEEN: 
Murder Junkies: CD

down to begin a review of this re-release 
Murder Junkies

TV sets across America are buzzing 
with masturbatory coverage of the 
fresh death of the celebrity train wreck 

about one of the most garish train 
wrecks of the modern era; scumfuc sex 

well be true to say that the only thing 
that we, as a narcissistic, reality-TV-
addicted society, are more fascinated 
with than our own selves, is celebrity 

course, never got close to that of Anna 
Nicole, because, for one thing, we 
seem to prefer our train wrecks, like 
our rebels, to look like movie stars. 
Whether you’re crashing and burning 
or raging against the system, you’d 
better damn well look good doing it. 

populace will wander elsewhere. And 

between his legs. Can you imagine 
what a folk hero he’d be if he’d been 
proudly brandishing a giant trouser 
pike like that of adored metal dunce, 

say that Tommy Lee is a celebrity now 
because of his abundant schwanz. 
He’s literally riding the coattails of 
his own penis. Yes, he’s a decent, if 
unimaginative, heavy metal drummer 

and he’s an apparently sweet, dumb 
guy—when he’s not practicing rock 

he really have ascended to the heights 
of fame that he has if he hadn’t done 

ran, half-baked celebrity, starring on 

compadre Vince Neal. No big whoop. 

didn’t have his famously toddler-sized 
dink, would he have had the seething 
rage and all-encompassing loathing 
that inspired him to make a name for 
himself by spazzing out naked in public 
and re-eating the digested dinner he 

like if he were around now to take 
advantage of all the wonderful penis 

hearing about through constant and 

that, for whatever reasons, he felt real 

is with all celebrity train wrecks, be it 

to wonder what inspired them to do 
what they did while they were alive. 

unknot the truths and the lies of their 
lives from one another. That’s because 
the truth of their perceived fakeness 
or genuineness probably lies most 
closely to the realm of paradox; the 
Twilight Zone-ish area where the lines 
we’ve all drawn between our either-

underpants. As a matter of fact, it is 
out of a healthy respect for the gooey 
reality of paradox in our everyday lives 

remind myself how our rational mind 
forever falls short of explaining away 
the weird, weird universe in which 

of hate with guitars that sound like 
lawnmowers running in a tin shed. This 

wanna fuck the shit out of you” in his 
best David Allan Coe impersonation. 

he always sang—or hollered—like 
he had a couple shoehorns lodged in 

thing, because no one wants a self-
proclaimed “outlaw scumfuc” to have 
the clean virginal pipes of someone 



might be sucking on some turdballs the 
way other people suck on hard candies 
can only lend to your verisimilitude 

of business. The only problem with 

lyrics lose some of their scariness 
to the mush-mouth syndrome. For 

hate cream corn”—which would be a 

considering that the foul glop that used 
to drop from his backside babyfood 
dispenser looked a lot like cream corn 
much of the time. And no one in their 
right mind would ever slather their 
bloodied, naked body with something 

wax build up in my ears. Then again, it 

was a lot of things, but he was no poet. 
He wasn’t even all that original. Some 
of his most infamous trademark moves 
had already been done by others: most 

those gentlemen had experimented 

good threat to kill himself onstage 
wasn’t all that original; Nazi Dog, of 
Canada’s Viletones, had made similar 
threats years before the gimmick even 

himself in public goes, Diogenes 
the Cynic secured that act as his 

“intellectual property” way back in 

before the birth of that other famous 

original synthesis of all those people 
and all their various vile acts. And 
he took that whole burning shit heap 
of reckless endangerment and rage 
and he pushed it further and more 
demonically than anyone has, before 
or since. And in some weird way, 
in doing so, he provided us a vital 
service much like Diogenes did way 

don’t think can be said of a train wreck 
like Anna Nicole. “All retch and no 
vomit” is a tag you can never pin on 

GIGLINGER: Distortion+: CDEP

that seems slightly mysterious (no 
shows, no albums) but also produce 
fairly capable industrial punk. Think 

little different. While the mysterious 
mannerisms want me to think this is 
some sort of supergroup, the fact that 
they’re all from Finland made me 
realize that even if they were, no one 
would give a shit. The four songs on 

a lot to go on here to really say for sure. 

GOVERNMENT WARNING: 
No Moderation: LP

twenty-plus years into listening to 
punk rock, and especially hardcore, 
it still catches me a little unawares 

supposed to be diminishing returns, 

it’s a blur. All the fast points have been 
covered, and better, by the biggies, 

legacy tears right back into it, ripping 
pages right out of that history book. 

loaded with razor-sharp playing and 
insightful lyrics, they’ve got so much 
controlled speed in one song alone, that 
if hooked up to a hamster wheel, would 
power a suburban home for a day. This 
makes me feel thirteen again, in all the 
cool ways (without the short shorts and 

(Feral Ward)

HALLELUJAH!: Dirty Revival: CD

than brutal, occasionally ponderous 
and bulky, like a heavy-gauge punching 
balloon and with a primo rock: noise 

HATEPINKS, THE: Teste Malade/
Sick in the Head: 10” EP
Have to hand it to The Hatepinks. 

clone territory, and instead are ending 
up sounding like the radioactive house 
band to Repo Man, if Repo Man was 
set in France… and the Adverts sung 
about cheese or were a Do Wop band 
that played their instruments with 

there was a nearby beach that had a 
radioactive spill and when the barrels 
broke open, it was bubblegum… and 
everyone—even librarians—did a 
bunch of drugs, every second they 
were alive… and… well, you get the 

weirdness that advocates animals 

hoping that you’ll have a good time. 

HAUNTED GEORGE: Bone Hauler: CD

the defunct Necessary Evils, the more 

He takes the one man band format to 
bizarre, uncharted territory that the great 
Hasil Adkins would have been proud 
to tread. The songs on Bone Hauler
hang heavily in the air like apparitions: 
lost souls searching for a desert resting 

instruments work together to create a 
harrowing, hypnotic mental landscape 
of isolation and desolation. “Depraved,” 



the truth about me…someday,” will 
simultaneously make you laugh out 

HEAD: No Hugging! No Learning!: LP

owe a debt of some sort to one of two 
parties: Head, from Seattle, to whom 

evolved and brilliant, and “Loudmouth” 

a fan as i was of the early singles like 

“Street Level Assault,” i thought their 

inability to charm in songs with more 
than, say, four lines of lyrics. And, 
while it’s good to hear the band again 

still somewhat the case—Head seem 
to be angling for position as sort of a 

i remain unconvinced they are able 

a neat and unexpected cover of the 

poster of the band. Unfortunately, the 
band ain’t exactly much to look at these 

HERO DISHONEST: 
When the Shit Hits the Man: CD
Totally raging fast hardcore punk 
from this Finnish band. Any fan of 

or D.S.-13 is going to want to be all 

to this, it really reminds me of that 

Doesn’t get much better than this for 

HEROES & VILLIANS: Play Themes
from the Dark Pink Circus: CD

from The Heroes and Villains Chain. 

HIBACHI STRANGLERS, THE: Our City 
Doesn’t Stink All the Time: 7”
Yeah, yeah, give the record titled Our
City Doesn’t Stink All The Time to the 
guy from New Jersey. Don’t think 

The Carbonas (or at least makes them 
come to mind for some reason), but 
not nearly as straight forward, and 

released)

HICKOIDS: Corn Demon: CD
Texas has always been one of the 
hotspots for punk’s most eccentric 

“cowpunk” band that managed to 
embody both those terms without 

from their We’re in It for the Corn
album, sounds like the twangy cousin 
of Texas’ most extreme musical 
proponents it is—Scratch Acid set 

up to their eyeballs in psychedelic 
slide guitar ’n’ chicken-pickin’. The 
remainder of the disc, the tracks 
from their Hard Corn
bit more subdued sonically, but their 

Were they the greatest punk band 
were,

however, a pretty fun listen, and 
sometimes that’s more important. 

JERK ALERT: Self-titled: CD
To say Jerk Alert sounds like a 
musical bowel movement would be 
unfair, since bowel movements can 

sitting there on your porcelain throne, 
maybe reading Razorcake, if you 
will, and you’re eradicating waste in 
a bliss-like state. Jerk Alert is more 
like the waste that’s left ever at the 

the part you don’t want to savor. You 
might take a peek to see what’s there 

that load of stink as fast as possible. 

JOLTS, THE: Jinx: CDEP
Total garage punk, as evidenced by 

eyeaaaght,” instead of “tonight!” Yes, 

appreciated only by the kind of people 

be considered the epitome of power 

continue to lose brain cells thinking 

buy them beer and candy...and even 
go to their shows! This is Fruit Loops! 

KA-NIVES, THE: Get Duped: LP

dancers and ribs so big they tip 

it’s swiped with something sharp, 
it bleeds instead of asks for a credit 

raw and booger-eatin’ and has an 
exhaust leak that gives me a carbon 

songs in the process, using the 
uneaten boogers as sheet music. This 



they would have said, “All originals, 

Lords of 
Dogtown…
that—which is great oog music, 

booklet with nice pictures, so no have 

KILLERS AND CLOWNS: 
Radio Dead Ones: 12” 45

punk featuring a vocalist who must 
almost surely leave post-performance 
microphones dauntingly covered in 

by the Angelic Upstarts sound like the 

the acoustic number has got the guy 
raging his fricking esophagus out, the 
dude is doing to his throat what those 
guys from Jackass do to their bodies. 
Frickin’ enervating

FACT: Album artwork is a swipe of 

LARKIN: Alexandra: CDEP

The Curse 
of Our Fathers, was something that 

second full length titled Reckoning.
So this is their third release, which 
features six original songs in the 

something about songs like these that 
seem, to me, to be a combination of 

stupor: being in another state of mind 
with a bit of escapism. For fans of the 

LIGHT YOURSELF ON FIRE: 
Self-titled: CD
This Tampa, FL band features the 

Apparently; these guys are playing 
shows with death metal bands like 

that tonal whine the metal guitar player 
does irritates the piss out of me. The 
bass is in drop D throughout and the 
vocals sound like the cookie monster. 

LO MODA: Gospel Storefront: CD
Gospel Storefront manages to 
resuscitate a fresh take on psychedelic 
rock with viola hooks, slow handclaps, 
and the mantra-lyrics. Deadpan vocals 
spew, “New York is eating its tail” and 
“your beat is too complicated” out of 

is being backed by pretty girls singing 

backup and pounding their instruments 

party music and it isn’t fun, but the 
malevolent, dry delivery of Gospel 
Storefront

LOGJAM: Stumped!: CD
Sounds like a cross between Sheik
Yerbouti-era Frank Zappa and the 

medleys tossed into the mix to further 

so well-executed as to be puzzling, 

when you cut the disc into the shape 
of a throwing star and hunt the horse 

unless you want me to count “Nilsson 

twenty years where the copyright 

LOUSY BREAK: Self-titled: 7”

a standard, if not perfect, Headache 

obnoxiousness. How much more 

me laugh, might make some gag, and 
it’s written into a good musical hook. 

LUNCH WITH BEARDO: 
Surrealistic Picnic: CD
There’s a saying people say about 
how writing about music is like 
shitting about taxidermy, which is 
true, but it’s no problem with this 
record because: it ain’t music. You’d 
think it would be from the pictures, 
where somebody who is probably 
the “band” has guitars and stuff, 

swirly, echoey sounds that add up 
to some nice, relaxing noise (cup of 

MAASTER GAIDEN: 
Like It Never Happened: CD

based solely on the band name (a 
reference to an old Nintendo game, 

songs on Like It Never Happened
capture the frustration, anger, and 
disappointment of being a young, 
awkward punk whose girl left him, 

takes the shit that this monkey called 

using it to fuel songs that lead to wild, 



taken their Scared of Chaka and 

up, swallowed them, regurgitated 
the best bits, and spit them out as 

damn, is this good! When they come 

in the front row, singing every 
word, smiling, and going ape shit. 

bigactionrecords.com)

MEASURE [SA], THE: Union Pool b/w 
Unreleased, Another Protest Singer: 7” 

hell can be captured on vinyl and 

earnest, let’s-get-this-shit-right, dual 

paint-by-numberisms. And it makes 
me giddy—actually smiling when 
hearing these songs come on—that 
bands, in this relative dearth left in 

but are taking the exposed wires of 
the best of that decade and plugging 
them directly into their instruments, 
hearts, and minds, while pedaling 
down new avenues into the 2000s. 

watching otters magically frolic 

basement show, glasses fogged, 

themeasuresa@hotmail.com)

MIDNIGHT BOMBERS: Evil Streets: CD

best can be described as serviceable, 
musically this ain’t too shabby. 

punk undertow not unlike Texas 
Thieves, with enough cool little 

to keep one’s interest. Add to that 
a pretty solid cover of Agression’s 

to the mighty Dave Haro and we’re 
talking something worth a listen. 

MISGUIDED: Fuggets 1981-84: CD
A fun thing about this New 
York proto-hardcore band’s 
“retrospective” CD is that you can 

year but also by song length: while 
most of the earlier tracks barely 
break the minute mark, song lengths 
double and often triple as you work 
through the disc, culminating in the 

Can See You.” The music similarly 
progresses in proportion to the 
longer running times, with short, 
simple, guttural blasts a la The Fix 
giving way to more complex, almost 
poppy tunes creeping in by the time 

a development made all the more 
interesting considering how many of 
them big city hardcore bands opted 

all, the assorted demos, live tracks, 

and serve as a nice reminder of a 
time when all of this punk stuff was 
new, raw, and not overrun by career 
musicians slumming until a record 

MISHAPS: Self-titled: 7”

guitar and organ on the A side. Junk 

compilation series will dig this. 

MITRA: All Gods Kill: CD
When the drummer’s moniker is 
Harden, you know it will be heavy. 
This wicked concoction does not 
disappoint: punishing riffs, ear-
splitting vocals, and fast-as-shit song 

my next neighborhood block party…

MODERAT LIKVIDATION: Köttahuve: 7”

from the dustbin of history and 

Archetypical hardcore stuff from the 
time period and locale, but since the 

whether they’re pro- or anti-gay when 
they have a song called “Anti Fag” or 
if they’re pro- or anti-fascist when 
they sing, “Skinhead, Seig Heil” 
over and over in the title track. Still, 

everything’s on the up and up. Even 

still sound like they were recorded in 

couldn’t give a shit, considering the 
fact that this thing’s probably been 
out of print for twenty years or more. 

MONEYBROTHER: They’re Building 
Walls around Us: CD

We’re supposed to use our labels for 

Then something happens on listen two 
and three. Firstly, you realize that you 
put it in for a second and third time. 

you imagine that if you went to a disco 
you’d hope that this was the sort of 
thing that would be playing. This you 
could shake a little something to with 

MONSTER SQUAD: Self-titled: 7”
Wolfman may, indeed, have nards, but 

Listening to them feels like standing 
in front of a growling dog that you 

a clear idea what they were actually 

punctuated by the music makes it all 
come off feeling a bit too meatheady 



MONSTERS FROM MARS!: 
Through a Creepy Castle: 7” EP

of traditional surf (reminiscent of the 

the band again shows how well they 
can play both sides of the fence, taking 

the most remarkable reclamation 

points for not naming themselves 

and gal are on the outskirts of society. 

MUTINY: Co-Op Brewery: CD

cover band. Except it’s not a cover 
band and the songs are still cool, plus 
all the band members are Australian 
and have been playing together since 

title contains two of my favorite 

NERVOUS DOGS: 
Avenida Sevilla: 7”EP
Three songer of a three-piece 

from Fiya: gruff, honest, and direct. 
Sadly, it’s an homage to their recently 

guy and a great musician. What better 
to both memorialize and celebrate the 
memory of a loved one with dedicating 
something to them in a manner you 

matter of fact, the three songs on here 
are like a postcard: maybe it means 

er Tim Version, and intergalactic 

NEW FLESH, THE: Vessel: CD
Well, here’s a Jim Dandy of a chaotic 
gonkathon: ripping, noisy destructo-
nuggets from Hammerhead to 

shoehorns and smashin...um...lamps 

burning styrofoam cup full of Velveeta 
in the back of a car with the windows 
rolled up in July in Death Valley. 

NEW MODEL ARMY: BD3: CDEP
This was packaged in a white 
envelope with only a sticker 
identifying the label responsible. No 
song titles, info, nuthin’. With some 

is a one-off release with eight tracks 
of odds ’n’ sods, including remixes, 
live recordings, and an unreleased 

that deserves a bit better treatment. 

NIPPLES, THE: Weekend Toys: CD

bored and am beginning to feel struck 
by the condition previously known as 

for which the only known cure is 
massive amounts of Cherry Coke and 
Little Debbie’s Star Crunches. For 

NO RESPECT: Excuse My Smile: CD

is ruined for me. There will be times 

always seems to be an underlying 

good and is well played (reminding 

NOMEANSNO:
All Roads Lead to Ausfahrt: CD

has provided plenty to punk rock. 
For the scum punks, there’s the 
Dayglo Abortions, for the hardcore 
kids, there’s the Neos, for the tepid 
mainstream popsters there’s, uh… 

Nelly Furtado… And for everyone 

Wright (and Tom Holliston) put out a 
record (the dark and depressing One)
and after many rumors of the band 

And what a disc it is. All Roads Lead 
to Ausfahrt 
remarkable in that it takes the many 
different sides of Nomeansno and 
balances them. Where as One was 
packed with the loooong, dirgy epics, 

almost as if their alter egos, The 

Wright to lay his twisted vocals over. 
There is some straight-up hardcore 

in with their output on records such 
as Wrong and Sex Mad and had the 
overall power of Worldhood of the 
World (As Such). The lyrics have 

0+2=1.

more creepy brilliance, like that guy 
at work who no one likes to talk to 
because he makes the hairs on your 
neck stand up, except everything 
thing he says makes sense in a weird 
way. Some new water is charted here 
as well, as we hear the boys taking 

with fantastic results. All of this and 

(go ahead; try to argue me on that 
one). To bring it down to one of those 



fond of: Nomeansno still sound like 

(AntAcid, www.antacidaudio.com)

NORTH LINCOLN/ THE GIBBONS:
Split 7”

Leatherface thing.” This is another 

you love it when you get a crazy 

Like, you’re sitting there, looking at a 

the bands and the label are all from 

NOTHINGTON:
One for the Road: 7”EP

bunny, smash it with a hammer, then 
sing with that shoved down your 
esophagus. Second listen: Whiskey 

of Leatherface, and Davey Tiltwheel, 
who did the cover art for Dog Disco,

record because that cover thows 
‘em. Fourth listen: Like Leatherface, 
there’s something to be said about 
giving the songs some mileage. Let 
‘em pour into you like dots in the 
highway, so they’re this collective 
blur that condense a long trip into 
an eye blink. Nothington show their 
depth slowly. Fifth listen: Hey, this is 
really good stuff on its own: earnest, 
hard-earned, and honest. A keeper. 

OBSESSORS, THE: Double Scoop: CD

with cool girl and boy vocals! With 

their live shows feature lasers. New 
wave silliness, with lyrics about 
zombies, toxic waste, kleptomaniacs, 
and presidential stutters (seriously!). 

(sort of political, serious lyrics), then 
add tons of chocolate and sugar! 

ONLY CRIME: Virulence: CD
Here’s another recent punk rock super 
group, which features members of 

really into much in high school), and 

high school). As you can imagine, 
this sounds like a culmination of all 
the members’ previous bands mixed 

songs and completely beat the shit out 
of them (but did so in the best possible 
way), leaving you with something 
that keeps a great balance between 
catchy, frantic pop punk—that is still 
a bit pissed off and unsettling—yet 
keeps a decent groove, and, frankly, 

OROKU: Living Through the End Time: CD
Noisy, speedy metal stuff rife with 

like, “Decay, rotting, eroding mind 

PISSED JEANS: Don’t Need Smoke to 
Make Myself Disappear: 7”
A-side is a dose of the heavy, 
minimalist “Flipper after some 
musical lessons” sludge this label 

on more up-tempo rock-meets-

PIZZASAURUS REX: Traveling Today 
on Yesterday’s Maps…: CD

with gritty interludes. Yes, there’s 

stick out like a broken rib: “Touch,” 

three guitarists, the playing is 
surprisingly restrained—there’s no 
Lynyrd Skynyrd meanderings here. 
They stretch out their song formats 
on the closing seven-minute-plus 

about the “Heartland” music scene at 

PONYTAIL: Kamehameha: CD
When you’re dubbed as an art 

will measure high on the suckability 

it in a tank two sizes too small for 
its proportions, and then beating 

(Creative Capitalism) 

QUEERWULF: Preaching to the Choir: LP

had a little cloud of dirt around him, 

be Chattanooga, TN, the home of one 
of the best punk scenes in the whole 



world. Queerwulf is a product of this 
punk scene, and this record perfectly 
captures everything that is awesome 
about their scene and the people in 

and huff roach spray, then get a tattoo 

really put it into words, you gotta go 
there yourself; and once you’ve puked 
naked in the Antarctica basement and 
passed out in the front yard, maybe 
you’ll know what it sounds like. 

buy this record, it’s fucking great. 
th Hour)

QUEST FOR FIRE/ THE KIND OF JAZZ 
MUSIC THAT KILLS: Split 7”

to right now are Las Cruces, New 

There’s such a diversity in sound 
that, instead of being splintered into 
separate, distinct communities, still 
manages to share the same basements 

because you go to see a hardcore band 
and come away with a new favorite 
crust band, or go to see a pop punk 

to some thrash band. Neither of these 

like getting a taste every now and again 

songs: one comes in under a minute, 
the other at almost four minutes. 
There’s a whole lot of screaming and 
it alternates between brutal and heavy. 

think it usually comes off as “Hey! 
Look at us! We’ve got a tuba! Aren’t 

like they’ve actually used them as 
instruments instead of attention 

RATCHETS, THE: Glory Bound: CD

really don’t mean that in a bad way. 
There is no problem with a band 

sleeves as long as they can bring the 

would be heartfelt punky rock, with 

say that if you dig The Clash or Stiff 
Little Fingers, chances are that you’re 
going to be bobbing your head to The 

here is the aforementioned reggae 

songs that lean really heavily into that 
territory are the ones that get skipped. 

already seen a lot of plays here at 

RAW POWER: Reptile House: CD/DVD
Flipside 

Magazine
even included most of the review on 

it again, but this time it’s for the 
remastered version with an additional 
DVD. Not having listened to this disc 
for a number of years, it still is one 
of the band’s better releases, up there 
with my favorites: You Are the Victim

Screams from the Gutter Wop 
Hour Mine to Kill

come through L.A. on tour last year 
and they continue to put on an amazing 

the original crossover movement that 
continue to matter. The bonus DVD 

lot to see. A cool tour documentary, 

2000. Still one of my favorite bands. 

RED LIMO: Soulful Attack: 7”

“c’mons,” “sha-la-la-la-las,” and 
“they call me sugars,” but the verses 
that lead up to the catchy parts are 
abysmal. And the bridges these guys 
attempt to construct are rickety and in 

the Time Flys currently champion, 

it’s hard to tell because the recording 
is so muddy. They’ve got some good 
songs in them if they keep working at 

REDUCERS S.F.: 
Raise Your Hackles: CD

seem to change, but there is nothing 
wrong with that because they are 
great. Well played, well recorded 
singalong punk rock that has been the 

great to hear a band you love continue 
to bring it time after time. Classic. 

RIPPERS, THE: 
Nomelêc’s Revenge!: CD
This is heavy in a good way. Somehow 
it takes me back to a time in the mid 

insanity was the order of the day 
(nowadays the drunkenness is still 

thinking of Quicksand and Zeke in 



ROTTEN FUX: Self-titled: 7”

dropped on this was: Disorder. Also, 

blown out, almost tuneless noise-not-

that you are unmistakably listening 
to a punk record. This could have 

like they can party with the best of 

SAFES, THE: Well Well Well: CD

pop. He digs the guitar hooks and 
appreciates the melodies. He can 
deal with the occasional skinny tie. 
He hates the lyrics, though. He can’t 
sing along to tales of broken hearts. 

ignore the meaning of the words and 
focus on the sounds—that’s where the 

melodies and the lyrics are personal 
without being pandering. “Everybody 

they hide” (“Everybody in the World”). 
A skosh cynical, sure, but perfectly 
counter balanced by the glass-is-half-
full “Cool Sounds” (“Cool sounds are 

the Safes sound like. He won’t believe 

“power pop hooks with punk rock 
conviction” won’t seal the deal either, 

S.S.S.P!:
Skinheads Still Scare People: 7”

SEMI FOUR: Self-titled: 7”

instantaneously catchy, they’d be 
pretty close to Semi Four. Japanese 

Amish tradition where young adults 
can experience life outside of their 
community to decide whether to 
spend their life as part of the church 
or as part of mainstream society) at 

New Waves)

SHORTHAND FOR EPIC: 
Self-titled: CDEP

the frontman of one of the most 

in common with his former band (the 
snarl and fangs have been traded in for 
a much more upbeat approach), the 

message (through poetic lyrics that 
have the rare ability to not come off 
as wimpy or trite) is a pretty similar 
outcry of the world going to pot 
around us. Shorthand For Epic takes 
these societal laments, which could 

makes them danceable and fun. And, 
for me, that’s a necessity because, 
when everything is failing around me, 
dancing, if only for a moment, makes 

shorthandforepic.com)

SMOGTOWN: Self-titled: 7”

good as Smogtown to come along. 

is legendary for being volatile to stick 

is proof that these guys can come back 
more times that Jesus, and still keep 
kicking ass from the shore to the clubs. 

go for the twin guitar attack. Tim and 
Chip are still the rhythm section that 
everyone wishes was in their band, 
and, as usual, Chavez is throwing 
down the words that so clearly describe 
the decimation and insanity around 

between “domesticviolenceland” and 

Electric Fence” bring out the stoke 
in the same was as the Smog on 45

SNAKE TRAP, THE: 
At Home in a Hostile World: CD
Jammy, instrumental rock with some 
math parts, like if your friend’s band 
practicing in their garage down the 
street decided they wanted to sound 

practicing and working on making 
their music more interesting instead of 
writing painfully long-ass liner notes, 
meticulously listing every instrument 
and amp they used (right down the 
brand names and model numbers 
of each cymbal), it would’ve held 

SNOWBYRD: Self-titled: CD
Snowbyrd, not to be confused with 

guess). Either that, or they like the 
association (the branding) that comes 
with linking their band’s name to that 
of one of rock‘n’roll’s greatest—the 

really awesome and a good concept. 



ideas, like tacking on a press release 
to their CD detailing the following 

in No Depression, Big Takeover, and 

broadcast, satellite, and internet…” 

consider that all good entertainment 
is popular.” What Cocteau was 
getting at is that marketing strategies 
(hype) might last for an ephemeral 
moment, but works of great artistry 
win out. And that’s true. Take Larry 

That motherfucker keeps putting 
out brilliant records, and slowly but 

Velvets or something—people will 
catch up; the Velvets are popular now, 

will gravitate towards good art (if it’s 

budget is about the size of my old 
weekly unemployment checks, and 
he’s getting by all right). Anyway, 
my point is Snowbyrd’s album is 
at odds with itself—employing a 
Rolling Stone magazine-like press 
release to an album a thirteen-year-
old reader of (insert fanzine’s name 
here) would like (a child of thirteen 
would probably like this record; 
it’s developmentally suitable to a 

were to me at that age). Snowbyrd’s 
debut is a collage of vastly different 

lot like that horrible band the 

Too Much Guitar and the Starvations’ 
Get Well Soon
you can’t write a song, play bass or 
keyboards or something. Hate your 
parents if they hate you. Love cinema 

SOMETHINGS WRONG/ TROUBLE 
TROUBLE TROUBLE: Split: 7”
Somethings Wrong: think of a 
poppier Crimpshine, with dual vocals 
(one, of which, sounding, again, 
like Crimpshine but not as deep, 

explain). Trouble Trouble Trouble: 

this is a cool little slab of wax, 
reminiscent of some of the earliest 

enough for me to include Asheville 

SONIC DOLLS/ APERS, THE: Can’t
Believe I Ever Let You Go: Split 7” 

stay as far away from the Sonic Dolls 

amazing back-up vocals, the Dolls 

SORE THUMBS, THE: 5 & Dime: 7”
Solid sing-along punk rock in the 

maybe a smidge of the same attitude 

was especially noteworthy. Limited 
to 250, so grab it while you can. 

SPARK, THE: Nobody’s Laughing: LP
Fast hardcore, indeed. This isn’t 

out, ragin’ hardcore, but this band is 
pretty far ahead of the game when it 
comes to their lyrics. This may not be 

line, “You kill people who kill people 
to show that killing people is wrong!” 

be taken seriously. This album is 
a perfect example of smart people 
writing in a very basic, understandable 

band has broken up and this was 
their last recording, so nab it before 
it’s tucked away in all your enemies’ 

SPARKLE MOTION: Self-titled: 7”

this one. The band name sounds like 

an off-brand, textured condom that 
you’d buy out of a dispenser in the 
restroom of a seedy bar, and the band 

band that sings songs about “working 
for the weekend” while wearing 
really stupid looking headbands. 

a heaping helping of hate on their 
sorry Loverboy asses. That is, until 

catchy-as-hell pop punk with alluring 
female vocals and it sounds nothing 

is a sampler of songs from the band’s 
upcoming full length CD. Sounds 

SPITS, THE: 
2006 European Tour: 12” 45
Twelve Spits classics recorded live 
at various locales, all featuring the 
band’s archetypical sound: Drums 
reminiscent of a machine gun high 
on cough syrup, accompanied by 
a persistent harangue of corrupted 
but highly linear buzz and fuzz and 
voltage, plus vocals that sound like 
a retarded robot singing bad opera. 
The compressed acoustics of the 
live environment suit the band’s 
sound to a T (whatever exactly that 
means); i would go so far as to say 
that this type of recording is such a 



thing reasonably exists. Fuck you, 
monarchy! 

album i can think of that isn’t named 

SS-KALIERT: Dsklation: CD
This band reminds me of a kid named 

living in Canadian small town hell. 
Not only did he become legendary 
for getting beat up by a teacher for 
cheering when the space shuttle 
exploded, but he also introduced me 

The Exploited (or The Casualties, 
according to a younger punk in the 

it a lot better than a lot of the other 

have to stand by my theory that punk 

STEER JOCKEY/ BIG JESUS: Split 7”

be the best little punk label you’ve 

from them gets consistently awesomer 
and awesomer. Steer Jockey busts 

enough to be listenable) punk that’s 
a little too heavy on the goofy effects 
pedals and guitar wanking, but still 

they-were-good type fast dudely punk 
that slows down into some Sabbathy 
bong rattling and then speeds back 
up into uptempo snottiness that 

STIFF DONUT: 
I Did It All for the Cookie: CD

Razorcake
initiated into the fraternity by being 
hazed with the dregs of the review 

used to be called Estrogenocide and 
have now re-surfaced as Stiff Donut. 

slandered these fruitless individuals 

Duce rocked a Casio keyboard, you’d 

El Duce was run over by a train and, 
much to my dismay, Stiff Donut has 

Disorder (Self-released)

STINKMIT: The Red Album: CD

not more politically motivated—than 

Enemy preaching revolution, NWA 
telling tales of life in the hood, and 

of Caucasian Canadians dropping 
rhymes about menstruation cycles 

violated mentally by having to endure 
the pain of ingesting this lyrical 

Disorder (Cochon) 

SUBHUMANS (CANADA), THE: 
New Dark Age Parade: CD

that you get when one of your favorites 
gets back together. What if you have 

make a mockery of their legendary 

disc is absolutely amazing. The band 
has managed to capture the sound and 

into a new era where the things that they 
wrote about almost thirty years ago are 
actually happening now. They could say 

keep telling it like it is without pulling 
any punches. Anyone who knows the 
band, knows that they’re about action 
and this is what the record is all about. 
Life sucks, but what are we gonna do 

reminiscent of Incorrect Thoughts-era 
Subhumans, but they do blast out a 

couple of hardcore numbers along the 
lines of No Wishes No Prayers

years ago, no one can tell me how much 
the world we live in sucks as good as the 

Alternative Tentacles)

SWIMS: Ride of the Blueberry Winter: LP
Nominally psychedelic, the Swims owe 

as they do the whole Nuggets scene. 

this band occupies some manner of 
nebulous middle ground between the 

interlude in this same breath. A rather 
interesting record which i do not have a 
complete handle on at this point in time. 
Surely some day i must own a bowling 
ball that looks like this vinyl! 

THIS MOMENT IN BLACK HISTORY: 
About Last Night b/w 7th Heaven: 7”



music (not necessarily soul music) is 
much more fractured and underground 

the good side, if you do some diggin’, 

aside the head and you can catch them 
in the modern version of a ramshackle 
roadhouse (like a warehouse without a 

you and barely contained mayhem 
with an eight-armed drummer leading 

out: aliens landing in your backyard 

pony with many tricks, it’s a loopy, 
fractured, mellow song that had me 

if the record was warped (it kinda 
was), or who put Negativland in my 

THOMAS FUNCTION!: 
Vanity Lights EP: 7”

the front and the line on the back cover 

Faggot House,” but this turns out to be 
a spasm of three really fucking amazing 

seriously sounds like Tom Verlaine 
from Television washing down with 
some noisy Coachwhips and Velvet 
Underground hooks, but then “This Ain’t 
No Hustle” has twists in plenty of its 
own weird Alabama vibe to it. The way 
this is delivered is out-and-out fucking 

THOMAS FUNCTION: 

Green, Conspiracy of Praise: 7”EP

the following: Velvet Underground, 

Think constant-tinkling organ, stroked 
guitar, voice-as-instrument, always-

slashy enough for me to automatically 

snapping to tuck away my punk-loving 
proclivities to listen to (even secretly). 
That said, although it’s not for me, it’s 
not annoying, doesn’t seem precious 
or self-involved, and ain’t something 

Tac Totally)

TILTWHEEL/ OFF WITH THEIR HEADS:
Split 7”
From a dude who’s got two Tiltwheel 

have to pray that Escondido’s favorite 
sons are going to suddenly start slurping 

gonna have to get a big ol’ rose for a 
cover-up for shameful indiscretion. 

parts: it’s all there in a humble package, 
as big and dripping as Davey’s heart. 

know that part the Jawbreaker song, 

seemed a little disingenuous. Like, 
he was overstepping the sentiments a 
little from the melancholy and trying to 

deep fat fryer’s burning the hair off 
their forearms and they’re ugly and 

hammering them every time they walk 

what makes this a great record on both 

TRAGEDY: Nerve Damage: LP

it you’re looking for hardcore that’s 
simultaneously traditional, eerie, 
classical-leaning, and progressive. 

you know they’re not fucking around, 

band wasn’t trained on a classical 
instrument, someone in their families 

textured to merely stumble into such 
layered songwriting. Throw a bit of 

Lemmy into the bottom of the smoking 
bomb crater, and you’ve got a band 

of hardcore being created right now, 
in league with Fucked Up. That said, 

happening to Tragedy right now, and 
it couldn’t happen to a more deserving 

TRANZMITORS: Teenage Tragedy 
b/w Invisible Girl: 7”

although this isn’t my favorite, it’s still 

when they sip from the wellspring of 

“Teenage Tragedy” sounds really like 
The Exploding Hearts, which, still, 
after this time, is a tough spot to step 

early Jam-friendly, and that’s not bad 

this one would literally have to point 
a gun at me to raise my hands higher 

reaction. Short answer: great band, 

wouldn’t hurt for you to pick it up 



TRIUMPH OF LETHARGY SKINNED
ALIVE TO DEATH: Dead Rhythm: CD

dirge continuously plows through 
emotional selvage with minimalist 
instrumentation and extraterrestrial 
sound effects. As expected, like 
nothing you’ve heard before, 
borrowing elements of Coil, Tom 

similar otherworldly progeny. Sounds 
best when utterly, completely alone. 

UNDERTAKERS, THEE: 
L.A. Muerte: 7” EP

the truly great bands to come out of 
East LA’s punk scene, as anyone who 
was either privy to seeing them back 

Crucify Me, or has seen any of their 
steady stream of recent shows can 

in the prevailing punk sound popular 
in Southern California at the time, they 
weren’t afraid at all to branch out in 
atypically non-punk directions, a move 
which gave their output a much broader 
scope than the average short-fast-loud 
punters with whom they sometimes 
shared bills. Collected here are four 
heretofore unreleased cuts—two more 

with bassist Tracy Skull handling vocal 
duties, and two more traditional punk 

succinct document of the breadth of 

you haven’t yet been initiated, this ain’t 
a bad place to whet the appetite before 

UNHOLY GRAVE/ ARCHAGATHUS:
Split: 7”

maniacs release yet another split. Sounds 
like a live recording or purposefully 

many bands they have been paired with. 
Archagathus: They hail from Canada 
and cookie monster with the best of 
them. From guttural grunts to screams, 
they blast some mean ass grind. 
This band reminds me of local band 

UPSHIT CREEK: Self-titled: 7”

isn’t—then this is it. Don’t get me 

really catchy, but its politics are right 

writing political lyrics have become 
a lost art in this day and age, (you 
know, with the amount of stupid 
fucking bands who are trying to say 
something relevant about politics) 

that allows you to speak to people 
without it seeming like you’re 
speaking at them, but still maintaining 

that edge that says you’re trying to get 
a message across. Upshit Creek pull it 
off; they’ve got their heart in the right 

no-staple-in-the-booklet-core. This 

Black Panther Party 
released: upshitcreek@riseup.net)

VACANT CHURCHES:
As I Fall from Grace: CD

Cave or any number of goth clubs in 

been my second shortest review ever. 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
107 Miles of Noise: CD

invaluable format for local talent to make 
a collective statement of existence to the 
greater unwashed masses, the compilation 
has been co-opted and unceremoniously 
run into the ground by innumerable crap 
labels releasing previously released 
tracks by their cookie-cutter talent 
in an attempt to garner a few more 

a result, decent recent regional comps are 
uncommon (at least in my experience), 
really good comps of any ilk are rare 
and ones that reach the status of Yes L.A.
or Flex Your Head are about as elusive 
as pinning down exactly what it is that 

fuggin’ masochist and partly because my 

punk rock always has me looking for that 
next pocket of incredible, obscure noise 
out there for the listening. While the comp 
currently under discussion, a regional 

near the lofty height of the format’s most 
celebrated examples, it does fall solidly 
within the ranks of the decent. Featuring 
some of the area’s “name” bands—Derita 

of lesser-knowns, a number of which 
actually lay down tuneage stronger than 

and Die,” and The Last Call offering 

the Nuts, Countless Shadows, Weapon 

clear from the land of suck. This may 
The 

Future Looks Bright by a long shot, but 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Killed by Canada: 2 x CD
A veritable who’s who of modern 
Canadian punk rock, hardcore, and 



tracks from as many of that country’s 
current crop of malcontents, including 
Fucked Up, Career Suicide, Leather 

Fuck The Facts, the creatively named 

tuneage remains consistently strong 
throughout, a singularly rare feat for 
a compilation these days, and some 
tracks by bands that had previously 
failed to impress elsewhere turn in 
some decent work this time ’round. 

actually manage a worthy cover 
of the Legionaire’s Disease classic 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
Shit Like a Champion 3: 

 CD
This thing is fuggin’ great. Thirty-
three tunes of rollicking punk rock 

Electric Frankenstein, the Destrukters, 

For the most part, this record is 
raining punk, but there are some softer 
(if sodden) moments, and some stuff 
that even borders on emo. And since 
this is a compilation, there is a dud or 
two here and there, but, for the most 
part, this had me howling from start 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
The Kamikaze Broadcast, Vol. 2: CD

provide that kind of non-linear 
background noise needed to get some 

seamlessly and serve as an introduction 

the shit out of this thing, for the most 
part. Never falling far from the “snot-

a little too dumb or plodding for me 
to get wrapped up in, but, generally, 
we’re talking about a gorgeous and 
long-running thread of venomous, 
catchy, and melodic punk songs. 

gonna run through all thirty bands, but 
if you’re into bands on the No Front 

(No Front Teeth)

VARIOUS ARTISTS: 
We’ll Inherit the Earth…A Tribute to 
the Replacements: CD

this release. This is without a doubt 
the thrashiest of the three. This makes 
sense, considering the punk pedigree 

of some of the groups involved. The 

Tim Version does the most obscure 

coolest reworking of the Westerberg 

VARUKERS: One Struggle One Fight:
CD, Still Bollox but Still Here: CD
At this point, the list of so-called 
“Discore” groups is a long one up to 
its eyeballs in unremarkable bands 
that are nothing more than piss-poor 
clones or cover bands. A very small 
handful, however, have managed to 
take the template set forth by Discharge 

exception is the Varukers. Arguably 

because the two shared members at 

style lyrics, they also had the sense 
to throw in some other elements, like 
speeding the fugg outta the tempos 
and slipping a wee bit o’ harmony in 

time their second album, One Struggle 
One Fight, came out, they pretty much 
had a lock on their niche and the album 
is a classic of punk’s anarcho-punk 

time as Discharge began their slide 
into speed metal, then glam rock, the 
tunes here are fast and trimmed of any 
excess fat, with lyrics covering all the 
pertinent political topics of the day, 
from nuclear war to animal rights to 
a South Africa still in the throes of its 
lovely apartheid system. Added to this 
reissue is the Massacred Millions 12” 
and some truly devastatin’ tracks from 
some long out-of-print compilation. 

Still Bollox but Still Here
hit the streets, the band had broken up 
and reformed and decided they needed 
a release to let the world know they 

of their “classics” was partly because 
they wanted to provide their fans 
access to versions of the songs without 
having to pay ridiculous “collectors” 
prices to hear ’em and to demonstrate 
where they were at musically since 
it had been some time since they had 
been raising a ruckus. The result is a 
tight, cohesive release with some of 
their best work—unlike, say, Suicidal 
Tendencies’ ill-advised attempt at 
revisiting Welcome to Venice—actually 
improved upon with these recordings. 

“Seek Shelter in Hell” are fuggin’ white 
hot here, and the included tracks from 
the Nothing’s Changed
current crop of music the new lineup 
was churning out was right along the 

solid releases worthy of any punk’s 
collection, and the fact that they are 



still out and about, outliving both their 

peers by more than a couple decades, 

VATICANS, THE: Digital World: 7” 

occasional co-conspirators for nigh on 

when you’re annoying others), “Digital 
World” is easily the best fucking song 
he’s written to date. Yup, you heard me 
correct, kid; miles above “The Secret 

anthemic than “Utopian Supermarket.” 
Not only is he back on bass after a 
nearly two-decade hiatus, age has 
apparently allowed him the freedom to 

we were both intentionally bald and 

The results are a tune so good it would 
be a hit if only someone at one of these 
so-called “alternative” radio stations 
had the balls to throw it into heavy 

nothing if the entire band itself weren’t 

no-frills style is pitch perfect, and 
drummer Titch Turner provides a solid 

VICIOUS, THE: Alienated: LP
Desperation, boredom, mental 
instability, and feeling completely 
out of place has rarely sounded this 
good. Soaked in reverb, but sharp and 
as in focus as razor wire that seems 
to be hovering over their heads at all 
times, Alienated sounds like battle call 

along, but as soon as your ears lock 
into the lyrics, it’s a dark, dark place. 
Like a lot that’s coming out of Umea, 
Sweden nowadays, via the NyVag 
encampment of bands, they seem to 
continue to up the ante with their older 
or currently running bands—DS 13, 

more and more melody and hidden 

while being able to tap into an anxious, 
emerging modern vein of punk rock. 
The Vicious nail an important paradox: 
we can have a shared experience from 

alone and fucked up in this world, but 
bands like these—that your neighbors 

be making the best music out there, 
even if it often times feels like it’s in a 
vacuum, or a world away. Alienated’s 

VICIOUS, THE: Alienated: LP
The latest musical care package 
from Umeå, Sweden has arrived! 
Everybody in the village gathers 
around the package, eagerly pawing at 
it in ineffectual attempts to consume 
its contents. All they can think about 

is how happy previous care packages 
have made them. This village has been 
disappointed before, but they still trust 
the people of Umeå because of all the 
cultural riches the people of Umeå 
have shared in the past. Finally, the 
crowd settles down from the initial 
excitement and someone puts the 

whole crowd cheers uncontrollably, 
for it is true. Later, after the village 
has fully absorbed the package, they 
are not surprised when they discover 
the ones who created this package 
have helped create care packages of 

DS-13. The people of the village slept 
well that night; the people of Umeå 
have once again lent a helping hand. 

WILLOWZ, THE: Chautaqua: CD

categorization, drawing on a wide 

a bit toward whining, but he’s always 
expressive and never boring. And the 
addition of a new drummer and guitar 
player seems to have toughened up their 
sound compared to previous releases. 
And the songwriting is much stronger, 
as well, particularly the outstanding, 

early contender for record of the year. 

WORLD MASS HOMICIDE: 
Sing-a Long Songs: CD

YOUNG PEOPLE WITH FACES: 
Self-titled: LP

played the CD to death and love this 

rock from this incredible band from 

songs, great playing, and great attitude. 
Highest possible recommendation. 

ZATOPEKS: Smile or Move: 7” EP

can create a new term!) with occasional, 

a cereal, it’d be Apple Jacks, sugary, 

We have a fully searchable 
database of reviews up on 
www.razorcake.org.
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BARRACUDA #27, $3.50, 8 
½” x 12”, glossy cover, 48 pgs. 

makeup on…ugly girls need all 
the help they can get!” And how! 

up girls who appear in the pages 
of Barracuda, all powdered, 
blushed, and glossed. Are they 
true bathing suit beauties, or a 

probably doesn’t matter, since 
they’re used more like hood 
ornamentation for the real stars 
of the publication: the cars. 
Barracuda is a magazine focused 

a Hawaiian holiday brochure for 
gearheads and history buffs, and 
contains some great factoids 

most geographically isolated 

suggestions of places to visit 

Department’s Law Enforcement 

and Aloha Shirts are a few of 
the out-of-the-way attractions 
Jeff suggests visiting, along 
with more well-known tourist 

Hawaii
Five-O. The interviews with 
local business owners standout 
as highlights, especially the 
one with Tanaka, the owner of 
Street Freek T-shirt printing 

held my interest despite my 
indifference towards hot rods 
and pinup mags, a testament 
to Jeff’s writing and knack for 

mail@barracudamagazine.com)

BIG HANDS #3,
$1, 5½” x 8½”, copied, 28 pgs.

Burn Collector

more loveably glaring, you 

tackles the comic format, and the 
while the style is a little rougher 

that same world-weary cynicism 
and hyper self-awareness present 

a donut shop, especially when 
the comics look like they were 
drawn with a Sharpie and are 
actually pretty funny, is never a 

BIG HANDS #4,
$1, 5½” x 8½”, copied, 32 pgs.

reviews concerning Big Hands:

and he decided to get back to his 
roots: meaning a simply laid-
out fanzine full of wry, acerbic, 
self loathing and pretty much 
non-stop hilarious accounts 

layout of this thing (down to 
the clip art at the beginning of 
each entry, said entry starting 
at the middle third of the page, 
etc.) is a dead ringer for Burn 
Collector,
might suggest to “Aaron” that he 

trips, like the one tackled in this 
issue, as well as last issue’s work-
history-as-comic— although 
hilarious—have already been 

since this guy might as well be 

Al Burian,
myself. Strikingly familiar but 

CRUMMY STUFF #1, $1 or 
trade, 4” x 5”, copied, 16pgs.

that is literally a diary of what the 
author did for about the course of 
two weeks. However, instead of 
being written out, it’s all comics 

it might seem: trips to work, 
drinking beer, hanging out with 
friends and family, etc. The 
thing that made it interesting for 
me is that 1.) The author is from 

city and thus found it interesting 
to see someone else’s experience 
there and 2.) Every day was fairly 
short and concise. Nothing really 

as a comic always seems to be 
more interesting than reading it 
as text only (and this is coming 
from someone who doesn’t 
even consider themselves a 

complaint, however, is that 
the size of the zine should’ve 
been bigger; probably half-size 

drawings and text were too small. 

DELPHINE #1, 
$7.95, 8 ½” x 11 ½”, 30 pgs.
This is a pretty detailed graphic 
novel. First thought: The artwork 

entirely positive as to what’s 
going on, it’s okay because 
it only makes you that much 

more eager to keep reading and 

that happens, out of fear that 

spoiler). There happened to be a 
catalog included inside, which 
mentions “this twisted retelling 
of Snow White
Charming’s perspective includes 
all of the elements of terror with 
none of the saccharine coating,” 
which helped clear things up a 

DROPOUT SKATE ZINE
#2, couple stamps or trade, 
5½” x 8½”, copied, 36 pgs.

We’re talking an interview with 
the Spits, how to build a kidney 
bowl, what appears to be zombie 

diatribe on why Vicious Circle

course, tons of skate photos. 
The photos are really nice, the 
layout’s crisp and graphically 
inventive, and while it’s a 

DUDES MAGAZINE #8, $5, 
8½” x 11”, printed, 71 pgs.

Dudes Magazine is a 
lot like hanging out with that 
uncle who still makes you pull 

be pushing thirty or forty. He’s 
gotten to the age where you’re 
pretty sure he’s shitting himself 
but farts still make you laugh 
every bit as much as they did 

and informative, this issue of 
Dudes reminds us that it is, in 
fact, not the tits that make the 

Send all zines for review to: 
Razorcake,
PO Box 42129, LA, CA.
Please include a postal 
address (that’s how we trade), 
the number of pages, the price, 
and whether or not you accept trades.

“It takes me back 
to the heyday of 
fanzines and I 
wasn’t even 
alive then.”

ZINE
R E V I E W S

–Daryl
Rocktober #43



women: an important lesson 
for us all. The interviews with 

okay, but it is the articles that 
really shine. You get a bird’s 

who’s actually there, and a well-
reasoned explanation of why 
Claire Huxtable was so fucking 
hot. Dudes also has games, some 
shit about baseball, and a listing 
of some of St. Louis’ better dive 

Dudes
Magazine and as the Dudes do’s 
and don’ts tell us, “don’t forget 
about important shit like rockin’ 

GO METRIC #21, $3, 8½” x 
11”, newsprint, 88 pgs.

Florio, and
write for Go Metric
Seen the zine around everywhere,
heard rave reviews for a long 
time, never read an issue before. 

pretty stiff a lot of the time, but 
the content totally makes up for 
it. Topics include an interview 
with Craigums about the US 

detailed point-for-point battle for 

about the inconsistencies of 

ads and record reviews (most of 
which, surprisingly, aren’t very 

nearly a hundred pages of stuff 

contributors; if they’d pretty up 
the layout a little bit and make 

giving this shit the devil horns 

retentiveness doesn’t bother 
you, then, by all means, go out 

MASS MOVEMENT #19, 
$3.95, 8 ½” x 10 ½”, glossy 
cover, 94 pgs. 
This is the nineteenth issue of 
Mass Movement, but this one’s 
all gussied up: thick paper, 
perfect binding, adept graphic 
design. So, in a way, it’s also the 

City label). All this background 
stuff’s important because it’s the 
almost-invisible-to-the-naked-
eye stuff that tips Mass Movement
into the good category. Like, you 
know they’re not reaching for 

have great-looking zine about 
punk music; it is, and there’s 
nothing wrong with that. That 
said, it also has some earmarks of 

of it’s a real strain. Even things 

to read became a little painful 

fact that Al opens about talking 
about a photo that he thinks is 
in the column but it’s a picture 
of a panther instead—was a bit 

Mass 
Movement is a fan of crossover—

you haven’t heard these guys, 
you’ve been living under a rock.” 

the reason of interviewing folks 
is to introduce them to a wider 
audience. A little handshake 
of words at the beginning may 

aside, cheers to getting this out 
and hopes that there’s many more. 

PUNK ROCK 
CONFIDENTIAL
Winter 2006, $3.95, 8½” x 11”, 
glossy cover and pages, 80 pgs.

behind it.” Someone said that 
to me about this magazine, 

know the people who make it 

star, good for you, good luck. 

respectable alternative to the 
diluted corporate media that 
plagues every medium in our 
society, then get over yourself. 
Your life is not a spectacle that 
needs to be glamorized and 

printed on glossy paper. The 
only rewarding aspect of this 

it allows people to show how 
shallow they really are. And no 

evidence to show that that was 

ROCK MANIA #1, $8 ppd., 
8 ½” x 11”, printed, 56 pgs.
Wow. This is a monster for any 
fan of power pop: page upon 

wonder. Long and amazing in-
depth interviews with Nikki 

The Cold, Justin Trouble and 
the Wind. Extensive reviews 

have only seen on Ebay. With 
such gushing and pure fan 
enthusiasm about these records, 
it makes me wanna hear ‘em 
all. This is very much an Ugly 
Things for power pop and it’s 
about damn time. Can’t wait to 

ROCK N ROLL 
PURGATORY #15, $?, 
A4, glossy cover, 63 pgs.

Antonio, Texas comes this “lost 
issue” of Rock N Roll Purgatory,
which holds up its magnifying 

segment of the underground, the 

about having to read through 
interviews with ten different 

years, and my favorite purveyor 

featured anywhere in issue 
RNRP

entertaining anecdotes, and 

(Jeff Novak, Al Foul, Almighty 

to name a few) are raconteurs in 
their own right, with crazy tales 
of run ins with the law, fallings 
out with band mates, and their 

playing music by themselves. 
Also included are interviews with 

shit ton of reviews. You may go 
blind reading the microscopic 
fonts, but Rock N Roll Purgatory
is so well done you won’t mind. 

ROCKTOBER #43, $4, 
8½” x 12”, newsprint, 118 pgs.
For a couple weeks, this zine 
has been in my room and every 

be broken up into two different 
categories: music magazines 
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“Flipping through someone else’s less-than-stellar 
job history at a donut shop, 
is never a bad thing.” –Keith Rosson, Big Hands #3

especially when the comics look like they were drawn 
with a Sharpie and are actually pretty funny, 





(MRR, Razorcake) and personal 
zines (Snakepit, Cometbus). 
And even though Rocktober
is completely dedicated to 

maybe—because it’s a full-on, 

takes me back to the heyday of 

weren’t writing these articles or 
conducting these interviews, no 
one would be. This is for fans, 

read this zine because of how 
knowledgeable the writers are 
of so many different types of 

rd St. 

SLUG & LETTUCE #89, 
Free or stamps, newsprint, 
15” x 11”, 18 pgs.

write than another review, it’s the 
review of a zine that’s primarily 

Slug & Lettuce
has some decent columns (and 
recipes), and record and zine 
reviews, primarily aimed towards 
the hardcore (think bullet belt, 
and not baggy sweatshirts) 
crowd, with some cool band 

photos throughout (it looks like a 
lot from this issue came from the 

say it’s pretty hard to go wrong 

SUGAR NEEDLE #30, $2 or 
trade, 4” x 11”, copied, 16 pgs.
Yay! Another issue of the candy-
lover’s zine extraordinaire! 
The Sugar Needle ladies 
search high and low for bizarre 
candy, including (this time 

only the chocolate coating 

fructose corn syrup, midnight 

is that Sugar Needle has always 

editors, use smaller font size 

you some sour gummi cherry 
cola bottles (my favorite candy) 

TRASHED! #1, $4.99, 8 ½” x 
12”, glossy cover, 82 pgs.

With a name like Trashed!
and the promise of bringing 
readers “the weird wild world 

hopes for the premier issue 

These hopes were dashed by an 
egregious editorial decision that 
nearly overshadows the few good 

dig the way the interviews were 
laid out—very reminiscent of 
the late, great, Hit List—and the 
accompanying photos in most 
cases are top notch (props to Dani 

Alexander playing guitar with 
his cock should win some kind 
of award, and the editor, Nick 

spectrum of bands and artists, 
including timeless stalwarts The 

Holograms, soon-to-be-big-stars 

sophomoric and uninspired, with 
“What’s the best sex you’ve ever 

the Time Flys, the Cynics, and 
The Shemps is also included with 
the zine. What got my shorts all 
bunched and burrowing up my ass 

was the record reviews section, 
which is a fuckin’ travesty. A 

are reviewed with nothing more 
than a sentence’s worth of non-

Time record receives a rating of 
“5” (out of 10) and a review that 
states, “This record showed up an 
hour later than it was supposed 

labels sending future releases 
to Trashed! if this is the type of 
short shrift they can expect to 

250 Washington Ave., Suite C3, 

WIENER SOCIETY #8, $3, 5 
½” x 8 ½”, Xeroxed, 38 pgs.

personally not my thing, like 
when my high school friends 
got into really weird, arty 

stoked on watching Godzilla and 

There’s more zine reviews at 
www.razorcake.org.



By Johnny Ostentatious, 249 pgs.
 is an engrossing tale of life after death or, more 

razorblade, overdose, overwork, or taking a bath in a river full of 

indestructible demons led by a spindly alien from another universe, and 

things that an author can do is to create a world divested from our 
conceptions of reality, to create an otherworld that is not merely plausible, 

doubts the veracity of the author’s picture of the afterlife because he 
effectively combines his own take on life after death with tidbits from 
various mythological traditions, creating a plausible blend of authorial 
concoction with general elements of familiarity and expectation that 

While the setting has been very well stylized, 

regarding nearly all the characters except that of protagonist Zack Fury. 

them after the battle at the Nebula. While the primary focus is appropriately 
on the character of Zack Fury, the silence regarding the other characters— 
some believable and engaging characters at that—leaves the reader feeling 

provide the reader with a neat, tidy package; such would be out of line 
with the purposely haphazard nature of the characters’ spirits. Yet one 

realizes full character development; especially hard to do with a trickster 

character for that matter. All that is needed is an inkling, however brief, of 
what becomes (or is to become) of such characters when the tale is done.

However, the biggest problems in this novel are matters of character 

Fury (as protagonist, the reader’s main concern) seems to be an example 

personal pronouns in reference to Fury, instead opting to refer to him 
as “the punk rocker.” While effective if used sparingly, this is a regular 
epithet for the character and, after two hundred pages, such references 
come off as unnecessary and even a bit patronizing. At that point we get 

ever), and combined with the ponderous weight of Zack Fury as “the punk 
rocker,” the novel begins to come off as a means for the author to show 
how punk he is. Economy in such references would be more effective as a 
means of subtly reinforcing the characterization of Fury. 

As it stands,  becomes a punk rock novel, a 
problematic focus because the theme is ostensibly the battle between the 

of place in this tale, to be sure, but it would be more effectively used as a 
thematic backdrop that can enhance and underscore character development 

forced to the forefront and removes focus from more subtle and complex 

rock as a means of  characters (whether they’re punk or no) rather 
than developing
and unengaging. For instance, near the end of the novel, Zack, an anti-
authoritarian model throughout the novel, suddenly appears rather gung-

While the reader does expect this development, based on the parameters 

Zack as a rebellious and aloof punker renders this transformation startling 
and implausible since there are so few subtle shifts in his characterization 
that could foreshadow this development.

 really is 

would transform  from a decent punk rock story 
dealing with the afterlife into a good novel, and, perhaps, even a great 

Boy Detective Fails, The
By Joe Meno, 328 pgs.

punk writer. He’s not a great teen angst writer. 

recommend his works. Joe pays great attention to his craft, he’s inventive, 
and his books never forget to include the reader. Having read a broad 
swath of Joe’s work, another thing’s impressive: he doesn’t blatantly 
repeat himself. He’s got completely different and wholly conceived works 

you can trace threads from the explosive blurs of their early work, all the 

Suffer, where it 
feels like redecorating; the constant rearranging of parts previously 
discovered.) The Boy Detective follows the tradition of Fugazi. Those 

Hairstyles of the Damned, Part II (The 
Captain Sensible Diaries) will be disappointed with The Boy Detective 
Fails
of perpetually evolving charm. 

The Boy Detective Fails
who was once a premier boy detective—and is a symptomatic model for 
all the corrosive self-doubt and loathing that seems to be part and parcel 
with child stars never being able to live up to those early-in-life heights 
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And where is God in all of this, you may ask. God is taking a nap.







kids” uncovering plots), the everyday happenings of a man—whose life 
is in shambles, but with detailed notes—takes on a new light and that’s 
the literary space that Joe adeptly controls, be it through small bits of 

and plotting to kill him via dastardly murder plots.) 

love interest’s hand comes near the very end of the book after many, many 

never succumbs—to outright preciousness. That’s a tight rope to walk all 
the way across a novel that not many writers can pull off. 

The Boy 
Detective

design devices further enrich the reading, the playfulness, and the sharp 
The

Boy Detective Fails: it’s a love story to the innocence, energy, and easy 
wonder that radiates from children as much as it is an exploration of the 

Comics Journal, The (#279, Nov. 2006) 
Edited by Michael Dean, 204 pages

it—the whole thing (and this issue’s big; there’s a reason it’s in the book 
section) is surprisingly interesting, and steers almost entirely away from the 
adolescent “boobs in spandex” superhero genre. The Comics Journal focuses 
on the less conventional, more literary, and challenging comics world, and 
as someone who’s got only the basest knowledge in comics (of any ilk) 
anymore, this thing was really awesome to pore through. There’s extensive 
letters and news sections, an hourly blow-by-blow essay about a yearly “draw 

Razorcake gave its record reviewers the same word count expectations as The 
Comics Journal does, the issue you’re holding right now would easily be a 
few hundred pages and Todd’d probably have an aneurysm after about two 
issues. The whole thing’s smart and laid out well, and the staff writers they’ve 
got on board are totally passionate and seem to really know what they’re 
talking about. All around, The Comics Journal is probably an invaluable 
and incredible resource for those well versed in the smart and contemporary 

Complete Peanuts, The 1961-1962 
By Charles M. Schulz, 314 pgs.

recent memory, The Complete Peanuts 1961-1962 is the sixth book in 

earth and back seven and a...oh, wait. When it’s done, the Fantagraphics 
gurus will have published every last Peanuts comic strip, in chronological 
order, in beautiful hardcover editions, with introductions written by 

Peanuts, nothing ever goes well. Snoopy looks up at 

shows a shooting star; the next shows Snoopy leaning over his doghouse 
in despair. 

full of fear and anxiety. The only thing that keeps me going is this blanket.” 
Although Linus makes a rousing statement in favor of the child-blanket 

trains or collecting old telephones or even studying about the Civil War.”), 
Lucy sees the situation differently. She gets to work, burying, cutting, and 

results in a mid-ocean rescue mission by a team of air rescue service 

thus scattering those fears and frustrations to the wind.” 
Unlike other family-driven comic strips of this era, Peanuts remains 

the world of Family Circus, the Peanuts gang does not exist as mouthpieces 
for cute, precocious statements adults might like to hear, or as templates 
for a happy, idealized childhood. Charles Schulz knows that children 
are interesting enough in their own bizarre worlds that are, thankfully, 

Impeach the President
Edited by Dennis Loo and Peter Phillips

Collecting a slew of well-written essays, Impeach the President lucidly

fraudulent voter results (due to “faulty” electronic voting systems) in the 

the U.S. government’s disinterest in U.N. and global opinion; and the 
Impeach the 

President gains strength in its accessibility: each author’s essay is clearly 
written; they provide ample background information on topics presented 
and built, allowing even the most benighted reader to easily follow along. 

A People’s History of the United 
States or have any interest in preserving humankind and the world, pick 

New York, NY 10013)

Sons of the Rapture
By Todd Dills, 183 pgs.

Sons of the Rapture
historic, genealogic, personal. Set in Chicago, the novel is told over the 

seem like an almost incoherent blast of words and noises instead of the 
predictable honk of a tuba backed by keyboard. Sons starts off in its curious, 
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The Peanuts gang does not exist as mouthpieces for 
cute, precocious statements adults might like to hear, 

or as templates for a happy, idealized childhood.



thinking words were missing or sentences were backwards. The beginning 

me trouble aloud, they made perfect sense. How people talk in everyday 
life is strange—incomplete, scattered, imperfect—and Dills has the ear 

involved stories to get the correct ear before understanding the adventure. 
And like those two aforementioned authors, the time and effort it may 
take to tune your ear to understand what’s going on is rewarded by the 
end of the work.

Sons
him a perspective on things he’d never fully considered: what it means to be 

Civil War or Southerners and The War of Northern Aggression.) What they 

artistic, urban Chicago which often watersheds around existential-

sounding, cigarette-inhaling sex and Artichoke Heart—a flamboyant, 

forward as the flashbacks to hubris-driven cattle drives into cities 
or a Civil War doctor who turns into gigantic flying chicken and 
wipes out almost all of a Confederate regiment (but is able to cure 
the croup). 

amounts of alcohol but of ragged, honest psychology. His characters 

that Sons
going without the whole novel from unraveling—while not relying on 

as beautiful as it is ugly, like a ripped-out golden tooth. 

Sons
of the Rapture

over at www.razorcake.org.

Linus admits to Lucy “I’m in sad shape. 
My life is full of fear and anxiety. The only 
thing that keeps me going is this blanket.”


