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“I don't believe in boredom. It's a euphemism for laziness. 
People do nothing, and then complain they're bored." –Thomas M. Disch

Cover by Ben Snakepit, colorized by Amy Adoyzie

Visualize a chainsaw splitting a human ribcage, stalling with an 
sickening clunk as it hits the pelvis of a loved one. The machine bucks 

the tinny motor, chain clanking.

dollar signs dancing in eyes, of ogre-ish greed, of something that 
automatically dismembers bands, scenes, communities, and reeks of 
decaying capitalism.

There’s no secret benefactor. Razorcake started with monies that Sean 

way, breaking even for the past six years, thanks to the support of, 
now, thousands of people.

Razorcake’s printed locally. Everyone who we come contact 
with—from contributors, readers (yep, you), advertisers, and stores 
who carry us—are conscientiously treated honestly. That’s just how 

much as possible.

and start working on something brand new for yourself. Nothing’s 

not watch out for the pitfalls, for it to disappear like Clamor
as some may want to believe, good intentions and ideals still don’t pay 
for rolls of tape, envelopes, and postage. (These ideals are important, 
but if you want me to listen, show me your currently working example,
not the land of “should,” or “at one time…”.)

being paid by playing a gig in front of the gas company’s collection 

the basics and discovered, the hard way, that the solid-looking oval 

live in a world that’s all too often a vicious monster, bent on 

to neither be suckers ourselves, nor sucking the blood of the folks 
who all help make it happen. 

Four Pink Bunnies and Bloodstains

–Todd Taylor 

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

THANK YOU:  It's kind of like a "Where's Waldo" of the drunk and 
stupid thanks to Ben Snakepit for the cover; RIP hard drive, melted 
Apple  thanks to Amy for the colorizing;  traffic from the view of a 
fish that's blinking really fast thanks to Kris Tripplaar for his photo 
in Liz O.'s column; There are no dollar bills in Canada, only loo-
nies, and super-nice Canadians thanks to Bev Davies for her shots 
in Jim's and Nardwuar's columns; Out of step.... with the world 
thanks to Maynard for his sheep illustration in Gary's column; 
R O C K in C H I N A thanks to Miao Tie Fue for Amy's illustration; 
Mike Love sure loves his headband collection thanks to Travis 
T. for his illustration in Nørb's column; See all those records in 
the background? They melted when the Rhythm Chicken burned 
the No Idea HQ to the ground with his ruckus thanks to Replay 
Dave for his photo;  There's so many fun ways to misspell "Dumb" 
thanks to Ryan Gelatin for his illustration in Dale's column; Here's 
an extra Fuck You Dale, because I'm feeling saucy; Joe Strummer 
should be at the top of every punk rock bowling trophy from here 
on out thanks to Brad Beshaw for his illustration in Sean's col-
umn; Sometimes, there's no joke in the thanks, but a sincere bow 
of the head, thanks to Roxy Epoxy for her We Are Not Men article; 
Paisley steak knife thanks to Mike Vallejo, Jimmy Alvarado, and 
Amy Adoyzie for all the parts to the Circle One interview; We get it, 
we get it. You beer is much better than ours because our water's 
poisoned and your civilization's older than ours thanks to Jan 
Rohlk for his X-Mist interview; Yes, that's a cockitar on the first 
page of the layout thanks to Uri Garcia for the Radon layout; It's 
not science fiction, but photographic fact that Radon rules thanks 
to Lindsay Beaumont and Madeline Claire for their photos;  Photos 
directly from the memento wall thanks to Mike Leach for talking 
to his son about Vietnam, and thanks to Keith Rosson for  digitally 
cuttin' and pastin' the layout;  People are now complaining that 
their good reviews aren't good enough thanks, to Jessica T., 
Keith Rosson, Mr. Z, Kurt Morris, Maddy Tight Pants, Sarah Shay, 
Buttertooth, Susan Chung, Ryan Leach, Mike Frame, Joe Evans III, 
Sean Koepenick, Adrian Salas, Jason Donnerparty, Dave Disorder, 
Jimmy Alvarado, Josh Benke, Craven Rock, CT Terry, Chris Devlin, 
Hannah Cox, Aphid Peewit, and Bryan Static; Got yelled at by the 
landlord for cranking Motörhead when we were packing this last 
issue thanks to Patricia, Alex, Susan, Donofthedead, Chris Devlin, 
and Stacy Smilanick thanks for help with the big mailout.

Simon 
Angelo 
Clarke

Newborn son 
to Skinny 
Dan and 
Katy, two of 
our founding 
members.

Sleep well.

RIP Kurt Vonnegut. Say hey to Rodney Dangerfield and pull a Triple Lindy wherever you are.
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I’M AGAINST IT

There is one truth about Los Angeles: 

time trying to get through one of these four 
lights than you will spend on the 101 driving 
to the farthest reaches of the San Fernando 

of absentmindedly selecting the direct route 
home as opposed to the countless, convoluted 
short cuts we have developed over the years.

extends roughly a half-mile in each direction 
past the mall on the corner, the mall that also 

in that mess as no fewer than six songs bled 
into each other to form the DJ mix spinning 
inside my CD player. Carlos was driving, or 

rather, creeping forward one half-inch for 
every eight beat stretch of techno that past 
through the speakers. Our night was ending 
with a series of low register grumblings of 
“Learn how to drive, asshole” uttered shortly 
before the witching hour.

The kids in the beater Toyota weaved in 

on people old enough to drink. They were 
at least one seatbelt shy of complying with 
California state law and whether or not their 
blood-alcohol level was out of range was for 

as much as possible for a car that seemed to 
have far exceeded its expected lifespan and a 
girl in white sunglasses challenged everyone 
else at the light to follow suit. The boys in the 

the white sunglasses, lifting their arms to rest 
against the car ceiling and shaking it like they 

giggled. The girl with the white sunglasses was 
pleased. So were we. For a few moments, the 
giddiness erased the claustrophobic feelings 

in the same mess on the opposite side of 

mixing together dance tracks on our local 

butter jelly time.”

LIZ O

“They were 
at least one 
seatbelt shy 
of California 
state law.” 

GUERRILLA MY DREAMS

n the Road with Nothing but MusicO

I wonder
about the reac-
tions of those 
who spy on our 
pint-sized parties 
on wheels. 

Do they think 
we have lost our 
minds?



mid-tempo kick-snare that screamed “smack 
my ass.”

aged blonde girls were dancing in the car, 

weekend starts on Thursday and lasts through 

seat, hunched over and shook her derriere for 
the 500 other people trying to get in or out 

the backside.

while locked inside cars that are stuck in the 

of escape, we embrace the seconds as they 
link together into minutes and, oftentimes, 

move our bodies in seizure-like patterns 
and scream obscenities at jaywalkers and 
Sports Entitlement Vehicle drivers that we 

this because we know that the hundreds or 
thousands of people trapped beside us are 
doing the same thing, or at least thinking 
about doing the same thing, and we will 
never see them again.

The only time anyone will ever hear me 
sing is in the car. Okay, there was that time 

a duet on a makeshift karaoke system in 

and an unexpected downpour fell upon us, 
as though, in a matter of two minutes, Old 

sang in public.

that might only be deemed appropriate when 
emitted by a  under the direction of 

died ages ago and, therefore, no one will hear 

of the automobile, though, the limitations 

or Sinead O’Connor or Siouxsie Sioux, even 

help me hit those notes. 

The delusions increase exponentially 

imaginary rock bands whose signature cover 
tune is whatever happens to pipe through the 
stereo. The songs date back to our collective 
childhood, songs that involve salacious 

by synthesizers that now sound dated. Over 
a decade ago, when my dorm-inhabiting 

week, the song was “The Chauffer,” a Duran 
Duran ballad that we knew we would hear at 

constant supply until we reached that languid 
keyboard melody. Depending on our mood, 
we would follow along in either whisper 
tones or giddy sing-song voices; whatever it 
took to get to that part where we could all 
join in the cry of “Sing blue silver.”

the sing-a-long is almost always “One Night 

featured in Chess, a musical that we didn’t 

playing in the background, it is the perfect 
accompaniment for gridlock, particularly 
with the cartoonish sleaze dripping from 
Carlos’ voice as he announces that, “the 

backup singer in the passenger seat missing 

between despair and ecstasy.”

that they don’t, that either we aren’t so bold 
as to cause a commotion or that we are just 

trying to lose themselves in the midst of jams 
none of us can escape. Sometimes, though, 

spy on our pint-sized parties on wheels. Do 

presume that we are a bunch of degenerates 

 –Liz Ohanesian
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LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

my right to vote by not voting. 

or some other poisonous shit-kicked corner 

would undoubtedly be angry all the time and 
motivated to do something about the status 

young Americans from the bottom third of 

worry about the environment.

on the liberal scale, is somewhere to left of 
France and the right of Venezuela. California 

and it is our god-given right to suck down 
expensive lattes and cheap burritos, fret over 

may spend $100 on dancing shoes, but then 
we wear those mutherfuckas out.

This doesn’t make me special (okay 
it does, but not by much), but you need to 
understand we do things differently out here, 
meaning pretty much whatever the fuck we 
want, when we want, for as long as we want, 
and if that means going to see Joan Jett and 

night, then so be it.

uses to make his points, the old you’re-either-
with-us-or-against-us routine with no gray 

up early or made it to the voting station after 

struggling to make here is that it’s my right as 

to make bad decisions without having to 
pay a price for them. Just because this isn’t 
the case in most other places in the country, 
to say nothing of the world, doesn’t mean 

a Presidential election. The Decider-in-Chief 

on.

watching YouTube in my underwear.)

skipping the elections and going to see Joan 
Jett is that it ended up being the very last 

when they ask you what you’d like for your 

mini corndogs and a warm glass of milk. 

impetus for going to see the show was a 

calls, and determined that this probably 
wasn’t true, but Throwrag and the Eagles of 

woman in line behind me, and met some 
friends who were celebrating a birthday in 

use the government as an excuse. 
The next band, The Eagles of Death 

something a bit grittier, a pack of drug-addled 
guitar vermin copping Queens of the Stone 

deal, like a car or shampoo ad, and then 

whatever crap town they crawled out of. 

genuine California rock’n’ roll in love with 
California rock’n’ roll. They reminded me 
of early Cheap Trick. They sounded like a 
band that was turned on by late Cheap Trick 
and then worked their way back through the 
early stuff. Anyway, The Eagles of Death 

backbeat that can really make a song go and 

they had the chops to run with it—at least for 
a little while. 

computer in my underwear and YouTubed 

the video six or seven times in a row. Cheap 
Trick is one of those bands that came out 
of nowhere. They were so talented and so 
strange that you wonder how the hell they 
ever got a record deal because they sure as 

was supposed to look like back then. They 
were simultaneously ahead of and behind 

why Cheap Trick’s self-titled debut was the 
Flipside #1, this 

magazine’s deadbeat step-daddy.)

Fonda Theater is that you can get away from 
the music (too far, perhaps) and hang out on 
the outdoor patio upstairs. You can actually 
have a conversation with people. You can 
smoke cigarettes if that’s your thing. They 
rape you at the bar, but at least the bartenders 

place to visit. 
Now, this may come as a surprise, but 

there were a lot of lesbians out on the patio 

spoke with confessed she wanted to be Joan 
Jett when she was a little girl, and looking 

old sporting inky black mullets, excessive 
eye shadow, and leather bondage bracelets. 
Joan Jett had given them the courage to dye 
their hair, start bands, eat pussy, etc. and 
they’d come out to her show to thank her for 

strange that while Joan Jett had given them 
the courage to re-invent themselves, she 
looked exactly the same
called foreshadowing.)

a new album late last year, and know that 
you do you’re probably not wondering if the 

fantastic in that Suzy Quatro meets Tommy 

a man, woman or something in between she’s 

I DON’T GIVE A DAMN 
ABOUT YOUR BAD ELECTION

JIM RULAND

“I live in Califor-
nia. This doesn’t 
make me special 
(okay it does, but 
not by much).”

LAZY MICK



got that ineffable “it” that gets whatever 
you’ve got under the hood a-rumbling. 

check out Suzy Quatro. Ye god does that 

she’s not trying to look as sexy as some of the 
dudes in the band are, which says something, 

Suzy Quatro is to Joan Jett what Cheap Trick 

had plastic surgery (because if she has it’s 
on her face, not her breasts, and if there 
was ever a look made to hide the effects of 
the surgeon’s knife, Joan’s got it with those 
high cheekbones and that dark hair spilling 
all over the place.) She looks just as good, 
if not better, than she did when she was 
handing out piss pops to dudes who hit on 
her girlfriends. 

and stayed out of the spotlight—not that you 

give a damn about, and when she kicked off 

her set with her signature song, the crowd, as 
they say, went wild. 

She followed this up with a cover of 

Curry came up on stage, looking like a 

song that sounded the death knell of glam, 
rounded punk into form, and anticipated 
the crunching stupidity of heavy metal, it’s 

but where do you go from a song that’s by, 

Downhill and fast.
The rest of the set was a letdown and 

changed much more than her fashion 

musicians wank around on their guitars 

the show. 

understand that jokes about his sexual 
know

you want about the costumes, the songs are 
catchy as hell). 

person, but after the third song from the new 

around just to hear her stick another dime in 
the juke box, baby. 

YouTube.

–Jim Ruland
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JOAN JETT 
had given them 

the courage
TO DYE THEIR HAIR,

START BANDS, 
AND EAT PUSSY.

And they’d 
come out to her 

show, which

IS PRETTY COOL.
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I’M AGAINST IT

Night at the 
Museum

about my problems between the company 

help but feel the tug from each side. This 
time, my anger falls more on the union. They 
use the phrase “taking it back,” meaning that 

and retirement back, plus do away with the 
two tier system, and get us a raise. 

They wouldn’t have to take it back 
if they had  never given in. The only real 

which the companies never used anyway. 
The raise would be so small that the union 
would absorb it all when they would raise 
union dues,like they always do, and the rest 
would be absorbed by the government when 
we’re bumped into the next tax bracket. The 

who pay nothing when they see a doctor. Of 

some ridiculous amount either. 

wants to take such a large slice of pie this time 
around, for no other reason than they looked 

doesn’t take but a high school diploma—and 
maybe not even that—to get a job in the 
grocery stores, but does that mean we have 

of the shepherd (union) when they tell us to 

just had us vote for the ability to call a strike. 
This is, supposedly, to bring the company to 

about how the negotiations have been 
progressing, other than the extensions, and 
then they want us to vote for a possible strike. 
Take the extensions until you know for sure 
that they are giving us a bum contract; we 
blindly have to show our strength or stupidity, 
however you look at it. 

the union really in my corner or have they 
turned into a corporation that leaches money 

now employed by the union, would tell of 
the monthly parties that the union president 
would hold at his estate on my union sisters’ 
and brothers’ dime. Yes, my dues pay their 

problems over the years, but the list is too 

see the union people at contract time, because 
the rest of the time they couldn’t seem to care 
less about our tiny problems. 

This leads to the discussion among 

it wise for us to open our arms wide to the 

don’t know how to save money and that the 

and if the union is so concerned, why do 

card rather than give me information on 

information on how contract talks are going, 
L.A. Times website there 

ones who are so concerned would rather 
keep us in the dark so that when they say, 

boss’s mouth in a department head meeting 

door.” Thanks for such a dire option.

ARE WE FEELING
SAFER YET ? 

interesting to see how a cartoonist gives 

This book, like most at this time attack the 
current administration, address the issues of 

racism, and pretty much everything else that 

top left corner of each panel, because that’s 
what it’s all about: parody must be analyzed 
whole heartedly, to extract the gems of 

for the introduction of the black golf ball by 

color barrier in golf, and the white balls are 

meet the author based on his views of current 

www.kchronicles.com)

O PESADELO DE 
GUSTAVO NINGUEM

Thank goodness this is a picture book 

purchased this, because the visuals are brutal, 

dark wearing little but a mask, while others 
attack or are attacked and still others dangle 
from the end of ropes. All of the art is, in its 
own morbid way, beautiful no matter if the 
panel is in black and white or in color. This 
is a picture book of nightmares with each 
page ensnaring the viewer in a veil of dark 

MURDER ME DEAD

to be kicked off of any panel just by seeing 
the title. Murder Me Dead is a courtroom 
mystery in the whodunit style. Of course, it 

people while they were on the stand, and 
that is the same way this book deals with 

and dealing—all right, blackmail—going on 
just outside the courtroom doors. Unsavory 

story is very predictable, yet in any murder 

SQUEEZE MY HORN

“What, indeed, 
will happen 
to the black 
sheep?”GARY HORNBERGER

DUE CHANGEFOR



bought this in Vegas and the story ends in 

elcapitanb@aol.com)

MEPHISTO AND THE
EMPTY BOX

This may be bad timing, but this has a taste 
similar to the two recent movies on the 

the artwork; little devils whispering in your 
ear always make me smile. This is basically 

bringing her back, and you can basically see 
where the story goes. As for the writing, it 
is pretty predictable, but the artwork helps 

bought this straight off the title and the cover 

pistolwhipcomics.com)

INTERIORAE #2

sure about anything that goes on in this story. 
To start with, the cover of this book is bound 
with color photos of seventies-era, badly 

they relate to the story because everything 

take place around Christmas because a couple 
of ghosts are decorating the place. There 
is also this rabbit who can talk to animals, 
change in size, and reports to some dreary 
being in the basement. The thing is that all 
the tenants of the building have crappy lives 
and all of them are pretty antisocial for a 
group who all live in close proximity of each 

other. One would think if you saw the same 
people, even in passing, that you would get 
to know them and have conversations with 
them, but not in this building. The only 
people who seem upbeat are the ones no one 

not sure of but that might be on her deathbed, 

dream. As for the rest of the characters, 
they’re pretty dull. Finally, there is the dark 
being that lurks in the basement. This entity 
talks to the rabbit and hides in the dark and 

sure, but the basement being walks on the 
evil side because he wants to kill a little bit 
out of each of the tenants every night. This is 
indeed one strange book; some characters are 
threatening, while others are dull, and some 

www.fantagraphics.com)

Illustration By Maynard 11



Ithrough bins of vinyl, and inundating my 
eardrums to maxed-out amps and speakers. 

old, constantly on the prowl for my next 

high of discovering a new band. 

impossibly fast, gushing blood to every 

tingles and you step lightly, like you’ve 
grown wings. Everything glows as if life had 
been dipped in a radioactive haze. 

The more time spent chasing this 
intoxicating euphoria, the easier it is to fall 
into the trap of cynicism. Everyone knows 
that jaded old punk dude, who’s fed up 
with the lack of good music and won’t stop 

in my geriatric stage. 
Eventually the same power chords and 

songs about girls just don’t cut it. Everything 
sounded the same and bands were touring 

two busses 
or the bike ride was going to be more than 
thirty minutes. 

rural Chinese town. 
Folks still haul buckets hanging from 

a sloping pole across their shoulders, like 
the old man who comes by every morning 

deep and scruffy voice carries in between 
the buildings and up into my third story 
window, toe-fah, and it’s the only live 

* * * * *

Daniel called, instead of a hello he said, 
“Four six nine eight.”

“Four six nine eight. Si liu jiu ba.” Jiu
ba, depending on your tones can mean 
either the numbers nine eight or bar. Daniel 

Ba jiu liu si.

an infamous day in Chinese history involving 
something that starts with the letter “T” and 

and we’re gonna go to this place because it’s 
supposed to be a punk bar.” 

Door-to-door, from my place to Changsha 

the trek without even knowing what band 
was playing, or even if a band was playing. 
Just the prospect of live music was enough to 

in China—both of which were in cities that 

you’ll go to great lengths to eat. 
Changsha is a developing city wanna-be 

mired in old school China dilapidation. The 

heard of a place to catch live music. 
Daniel knew the owner of the club, but 

he didn’t know he knew. Fang Yao is one 
of the internet technology guys at the same 
school that Daniel works at. The punk rock 

the States, it’s an universal secret superhero 
identity. They were surprised to see each 
other across the bar. 

Fang Yao is an unassuming and eager 

to start this club, he strained through his 
limited English vocabulary and uttered a 

Setting up a punk club in China isn’t 

endeavor not to be taken lightly, especially 
in a country with state-controlled media that 
euphemizes social unrest and government 
corruption, and that’s when it reports it. 

Like you were worried about your livelihood 
and the welfare of yourself and your family 

mohawks were sprouting across the heads 
of the socially disenfranchised. 

because you had green hair in high school 
doesn’t count, especially since punk rock 

choking on your own vomit after a long 
night of chugging Sparks and eating 
shrooms at the Fest. 

country where you’re constantly surrounded 
by a mass of people, we found solace at an 
underground club with a couple dozen punk 
kids who were seeking the same escape. 

folks who were all there for the music and the 

touched for the 
.

at me over the choppy drone of buzzing 

band, Last Chance of Youth, blasted through 

a pack of sweaty yellow bodies running into 
each other, like their sanity depended on 
how hard they could mindlessly jerk around. 

to be. 

* * * * *

kids still defecate in the streets and that’s as 

on the dry lawn across the way from his 

from us and sprinkled the grass with her 
piss. She reminded us of where we were. 

Even though we just watched a band 
calling for revolution with a record titled Kill
or Be Killed, we were still in a communist 
country where you watch what you say and 
to whom. 

Survival of the Punkest
AMY ADOYZIE

“Remember when 
punk rock was 
dangerous?...
Nope, me either.”

MONSTER OF FUN



Ill
us

tr
at

io
n 

by
 M

ia
o 

Ti
e 

Fu

The preface: Fang Yao is an awesome 
dude, but there was an undertone of reticence 

considering that speaking with me might 

eighteen-year-old university student when 
he discovered Nirvana, which was a gateway 

music and together they delved into the 
underground scene that was seeping out of 

contemporary pop; Chinese kids have been 
born and bred to think alike, so how did he 

pop-listening populace, “but there are many 
Chinese students who will listen to different 
music but they don’t talk about it.” 

small group of show-goers who spilled onto 
the lawn, nursing warm beers as an elderly 
woman waited nearby to collect the empty 
Tsingtao bottles. “So many people love pop 
music. Only a little people like punk music, 

underground.” 

China will continue to grow “because the 

will be more free to listen to it. The Chinese 
people will get to know more music.” 

the historical political implications of it, all 
he said was that it sounded good and, “You 

holding back. 
Lots of Americans enjoy punk rock for 

bit more and mentioned that the majority 
of punk music is anti-establishment and he 

that are against the government, but there are 
many types of punk music.”

a Chinese punk band who worked with a 
jeans company in an advertising campaign. 

in the States there are lots of punk kids who 
feel that it’s a bad thing. 

plucked out of obscurity and a multinational 
company (who uses sweatshop labor in their 
country) wants to throw money at them to use 
their song, it’s praised as an accomplishment. 

pause for thought, that perhaps the notion of 
selling-out is based on privilege and inane 
scene politics. 

beneath the orange glow of the streetlamp, 
while Fang Yao struggled to express the 
attitude and essence of our collective punk 

about survival, but the message wore thin, 

punk rock is still a threat. Just read Fan Yao’s 

–Amy Adoyzie
amyadoyzie.com

“Because the music belongs to the world. 
Because they will be more free to listen to it.” 
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LAZY MICKI’M AGAINST IT

…i dunno if it’s a sad commentary on the 

commentary on the graying of the punk 
rock print media constituency in general, 
but last issue’s column about my friggin’ 
jukebox yielded far and away the most 
reader feedback i’ve received in years, to 
the point where i’m tempted to write this 
month’s column on some other consumer 

sold, so i bought a big-ass TV. Sue me. 
Actually, wait til i actually have some 
money again to sue me)) ((and, like any 
good American, i realize that there is a 

new TV system; ergo and to wit: So, what’s 
porn look like on it? The answer, not 
surprisingly, is “pretty darn good!”—
however, the real porn-o-centric bonus 
from having a big screen is that, prior to the 

needs were served by a pair of 25” TVs, 
side by side in the corner of my living 
room. Needless to say, once the big screen 
rolled in, it claimed most of the corner real 
estate, necessitating me moving one of the 

where to put it permanently. Somewhere in 
the interim—with me not exactly being the 
world’s promptest living room rearranger—
i realized that if i just left the old TV sitting 

all three 
screens—and, needless to say, it wasn’t 

sprawling nuclear power plant of sex. 
[[and, speaking of The Simpsons®, which 
we were, if only tangentially, i have not 
only recently discovered the best way to 
watch porn, but also the best way to watch 

The Simpsons®,: Turn the color all the way 
off. You will be 
amazed! Now, i love The Simpsons® as 
much as the next guy; possibly more. 

been a fan of the art style, and i’ve really
always hated the colors—it always looked 
like somebody barfed up pink, gold, blue, 
lime green and pink all over the screen. To 
view the Simpsons

own

creative optical survivalism, i turned the 
color all the way down to zero on the set. 
The results are nothing less than 
spectacular!
show without being overwhelmed with 
undue… i dunno… Simpson-ness.

formerly prosaic and mainstream act of 
watching The Simpsons® into something 
marginally edgy and hip, or so i am perhaps 
deluding myself into thinking. Try it 
yourself! Money back if not delighted!

stems from the fact that my family didn’t 

record cover design, i was working on a 

white printer, therefore i had to simply 
guess what the colors would look like when 
they printed (((if you’re scoring at home, 

Mega Anal picture disc [[[and if you’re not
scoring at home, i hope you’ve got three 
TVs to watch porn on]]]. Everything prior 

monitor, with me having to take educated 
guesses as to what the colors would actually 
look like when the image was eventually, 
in fact, in color [[[i know, “looks like it,”

to be noteworthy—at least to me, and i 
freely admit i might be the only person who 
actually gives a fuck—is that the Mega
Anal picture disc doesn’t really look hugely 
better, graphics-wise, than the two picture 
discs which preceded it, both of which 

moral of the story being that… hmm… i’m 
not actually sure what the moral of the 
story is, but it likely involves the behind-
the-scenes mental processes that occur 
when the eyeball is confronted with a black 
and white image that is supposed to 
represent a colored image, or some 

parentheses, et al, as a matter of stylistic 

writing about one’s TV would be insipid 
and boring, i’ll spare you that particular 
line of discourse. Now, it is held as a matter 
of general fact that the best columns in 
publications like Razorcake are either a)
scathing slams of worthy targets ((e.g., 
“Punk Bands Of Unbearable Nasality I 
Hear On The Radio During Lunch Hour 
And Why I Hate Them So”)) or b) scholarly, 

“Chucks with Colored Laces: Bane or 
Boon?”)). And, while it is also held as a 
matter of general fact that my primary 
value as a writer—apart from bashing out 
occasional lavish descriptions of high-end 
consumer goods to provoke demand by the 

Class reference)) and thusly grease the 
wheels of commerce—is to make fun of 
shit, i don’t really have much shit to make 
fun of right now because i fucking work 

The Comets song gone horribly, terribly 
awry)). Therefore, it follows that this 
month’s column be a scholarly, in-depth 

Anybody can make a column out of 
obviously fecund source material such as 
“Punkest Undertone: J. O’Neill or Mickey 
Bradley?” or “Which Album Cover Is 
Worse: The Ruts’ ‘The Crack’ or The 
Skids’‘Scared To Dance’?” or “What
Ramones Cover Sucks Less: “Street 
Fighting Man” or “My Back Pages?” 

i logged on the internet this morning, one 
of the headlines was “False Teeth of the 

REV. NORB

“I feel like i’m 
Homer Simpson, 
monitoring a 
sprawling nuclear 
power plant of sex.”

POWER POP POLICEI
I

SO IT’S COME TO THIS:

I I

LOVERBOY vs. KARAOKE



Future May Dispense Drugs,” which

years to come, assuming that said choppers 

also dispense portions of his father’s ashes 

EASY to write about. Only i

WHAT’S MORE PUNK, LOVERBOY 
or KARAOKE???

a true head-scratcher! A 
poser! A stickler! That’s akin to asking 
what beverage goes better with broiled 

or pasta dishes)). THIS QUESTION 
REQUIRES DETECTION AND 
COMPARISON OF PUNKNESS LEVELS 
SO MINISCULE AS TO VIRTUALLY 
BEGGAR DESCRIPTION IN THEIR 
MICROSCOPICNESS!!! This isn’t any of 
that beginner level “What band is more 

punk, the Boys or the Girls?” horse-
This is the big 

time! This is rock & roll! This is also, now 
that i think about it a little more deeply, a 
very fucking stupid idea for a column, but 

as the apotheosis of headband-sporting, 

suitable apotheosis than this, i’m all ears, 

school, i knew this guy John, who, like all 

bartender, and he used to obtain cases of 

employment—thus a bunch of us would 
pile into his car when he got done working 
and park in this marsh on the edge of town 
and drink, and John would blast his 

What could we 
say?
with the beer. Therefore, i somewhat 
associate Loverboy with being sixteen and 

drinking in the marsh, and being at least 
mildly grateful that it wasn’t the even-

that John was subjecting us to every 
night—which, of course, is not punk, per
se, but at least explains why i allowed them 
to live ((or something)). The crazy kid i 

he will like any song—and i mean ANY 
song—that is in a movie he likes. Therefore, 
after seeing the scene in Click where the 
guy in the convertible drives up next to 

him, Alex, the crazy kid, was all like “put
that song on a CD! Let’s listen to it in the 
car!” fuck you kid, i don’t see a 
case of Miller High Life™ accompanying 
this request, who the hell do you think 
you’re talkin’ to? ((not that i had the song 
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Illustration by Travis T.

We were sixteen and he was 
the guy with the beer.

What could we say?
John would blast his Loverboy 8-track endlessly.





dollar copy of the Loverboy album with 

weakness, i shelled out the eight bits for it 
((the third song on side one is actually kind 
of good. Don’t tell anyone i said that)). 
Needless to say, i have scant interest in 
befouling my hands with Loverboy vinyl 

had to teach him how to use a record player 

Saturday afternoon ((we have a little 
routine worked up where we sing along 

and point at each other during the 
“eeeeeveryone’s lookin’… at you”
really kind of cute. Don’t tell anybody i 
told you about this or i’ll shoot you stone 
cold fucking dead)). This, then, is 
Loverboy’s one true claim at some 

using the “Get Lucky” album as a gateway 
drug to indoctrinate a member of the 

listening to the Loverboy album right 
before we went bowling, and then they 

we were all jumping around and pointing 
and shit, and it was kind of cool, and 
bowling is punk, so there ya go. And then, 

satiated, Alex went on YouTube to go look 
for Loverboy videos, and he showed me 
this recent live clip which was notable 

trim, headband-wearing heartthrob of the 

all the king’s horses and all the king’s men 
are waiting over by the monitors, just in 
case he falls off the stage or something. 

condition these days myself, but, holy fuck, 
the guy doesn’t even have the good sense 
to adorn his eggly brow with a headband, 
just so we’re sure it’s him ((and, hell, what 

isn’t

The
Portrait of Dorian Gray deal and that’s 

strange—albeit subtle—coolness in being 

Dumpty and singing the same dumb song 
from Click like twenty-odd years after 

strike me as outright pathetic as it would 

of a Fuck you! I’m Humpty Dumpty and 
I’m in Loverboy! THE EGG! IS HOT 
TONIGHT! BUT WHERE WILL HE BEEE 
TOMORRRRR-OOOOOWWWW?!! type
of deal. TOTAL PUNKNESS: 0.02%.
Now, karaoke i’ve always hated, as i did its 

really
fucking hated air bands, back in The Day 

when the whole concept of publicly 
acknowledging the existence of “air guitar” 

there like dolts and jamming out to “You 

not long before people started turning Air 

dressing up in these elaborate costumes, 
doing choreographed stage routines while 
they mimed to whatever godawful Scandal 

dad was completely impressed when my 
brother came home from college with a 
fancy videotape of his “air band” performing 

playing it over and over, going “isn’t that 
something? Isn’t that something?”

high
school i was in a real band ((well, Suburban 

which way the guy said to go to get food 
and which way to go to get knifed—and 
you’re impressed by my brother and his 

FFFUUUUUUCCCCKKKKK
YOOUUUUUUU!!!”
thought that the whole “air band” thing was 

“let’s 
give these schmucks just enough of an 
onstage rock thrill that their itches stay 
scratched and they never think to pick up a 
guitar and go bash out their own music, 
‘cause that’s nothing but trouble for us.”

people would rather watch American Idol

to see a band, that’s just the way the world 

acceptable, just because they usually have 
a whole shitload of songs to pick from, so, 
if the wayward punk is so inclined, they 
can always run in, fuck some shit up, and 

performance was “fuckin’ awesome” so 

best place to sing karaoke is at country 
bars, since, usually, in one form or another, 
their attempts at crooning are very, very, 
very sincere. There is no irony whatsoever 
in country bars; the patrons invariably 
attempt to cast themselves in the same 

as every pre-fab honky-tonk cliché 
Nashville has ever dispensed, gamely 
gurgling their way thru ditties like “Coward 

number whereby the protagonist foregoes 

daddy in order to avenge the savage gang-

Daughter.” This makes the audience—

for some twit singing in a twerpy English 
accent ((just to show i’m “down,” as they 
say, and not just a troublemaker, i like to 

is technically a country 
song, but i get to make a lot of funny noises 
during it, which they also are not prepared 
for)). So, although i think karaoke is a more 

lip synch, i still to this day think all forms 

therefore: TOTAL PUNKNESS: 0.02%. 
OH MY GOLLY GRACIOUS, A TIE! 

brethren and sistren, we have no recourse 

value each word would have were it played 

pointless references to Double Letter Score 

0.01% punk ((and that’s only because it 
was mentioned in the lyrics of a song off of 
the Mega Anal picture disc)), therefore, 

one point punker 

KARAOKE WINS!!! Of course, had we 
gone to the second tiebreaker—as in Monty
Python and the Holy Grail, we weigh the 
contestants, and if they weigh more than a 

by a mile.

Evol,
Nørb
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Fuck you kid, i don’t see a case of Miller 
High Life™ accompanying this request.
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I’M AGAINST IT

(Commentary by Francis Funyuns)
[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf]

Florida has got to be the lamest vacation 

when they “get” to go down to that tropical 

little chicklet my parents took me on a few 

good vacation has changed somewhat. Now 

snowbirds (retired peeps from the north who 

good enough excuses for not visiting them 

harsh blows, my parents laid the guilt trip 

days, and the rest was my time to be a weird, 
misplaced piece of gypsy Yankee poultry.  

tea time (a ninety-minute cocktail hour 
before dinner), relaxing by the pool, and 
complaining about anything un-American. 

snow-shoveling routine up north, but my 

who’s now a carpet-bagger Yankee professor 

the best chicken in his wedding four years 
ago. Surprisingly enough, we found some 

Dan’s backyard was transformed into Little 

so right to be standing around a grill full of 
brats with a beer in hand. 

Chicken DVD. She got all excited, clapped, 
yelled, and enticed everyone else to clap 
and yell. Dan told me that the DVD gets her 

in Dan’s front yard. Dan was sure that his 
daughter would rank this higher than a Santa 

ever Florida gig. The nearby palm trees wilted 

and hooted approval. Dan’s family came out 

At every break in the riotous rhythms, the 
rest of the family would clap and cheer, but 

The next concert was in the Cityplace plaza, 

this open-air plaza and were already getting 

ruckus going before anyone could stop me. 
After a few rounds of wild-ass rhythms 
followed with applause, the manager of the 

and tried stopping me. At my next break 
she yelled out, “Just so you know, security’s 

appreciative applause. The kit was torn down 
and as we were carrying it back to the car 
we crossed paths with security. They saw us 
hauling the drums and continued right past 

they met us at the car and gave us a slap on 
the wrist. 

The next two gigs were at the outdoor 
fountain at the end of Clematis Street and 

probably not homeless. That drumset looks 

walked right in and set up the Chickenkit right 

setting up, some employees were overheard 

few rounds into my ruckus and the manager 

The tour wound up in the next town south. 

when we found the Finnish Consulate, right 

plenty of folks drinking outside, looking 
on and wondering exactly what was going 

down Lake Street and the pub patrons went 

up. Ladies were posing for photos with this 
strange Yankee Chicken. Some others came 
up and thanked me for the gift of ruckus. 

open-air windows and large number of folks 

Chickenhead and rolled out my opening thunder. 

folks outside to have their photos taken with the 

rose to take a bow. Someone inside gathered tips 

Pieniadze na piwo!  Just then a cop car pulled 
up. They approached and asked Dan what we 

show’s over.” The cop stood there confused for a 

What I Did for Spring Break

RHYTHM CHICKEN

“A weird, 
misplaced
piece of gypsy 
Yankee poultry”

THE DINGHOLE REPORTS



the trees

welcome wagon, the most accommodating 

front seat he had some Latin take-out and a 

exchanging humorous anecdotes, and then 

strange that both of my Florida Chickenkits 

punktropolis, so we had to move FAST. The 

A few folks down the block yelled. One 
guy was walking by and nonchalantly said, 

set up facing the one couple seated outside 

foreign rumblings, and was then gone before 

at how cool a record label is that has an 

balcony gig echoed around the neighborhood 

the Chicken could rock the 
ladies room. This gig was 
also short-lived, shut down 

my new goals is to always 
be shut down by bigger and 

the evening, The Atlantic. 
That night’s line-up was 
the Nervous Dogs, the Tim 

guaranteed me free Coors 
all night, and went straight 
to the bar to start purchasing 

can suck my beak. 

hobnobbing with new 
friends. Just before the Tim 

room and let loose my 

The ladies room door 

faces: smiling yet unbelieving. After a few 

to shut the door and made a somewhat valiant 

stepped over me to exit.
The Tim Version rocked a mighty set 

and drumsticks were a blur as my mighty 

thrashing about, smothering the smoldering 

indeed rocked aplenty. 

–Rhythm Chicken
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Photo by Replay Dave

A

Florida’s punk rock 
epicenter, Gainesville, 
where even the trees
have beards! 
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I’M AGAINST IT

approaching outside here in Los Angeles. 
The sun’s shining a little brighter (whether 
it’s seasonal change or the atmospheric 
condition), front lawns are getting a tad 
greener than their usual brownish yellow, and 
the special day of rabbits shooting colored 
eggs out of their fuzzy asses draws near. This 
time of year is usually noted by all the new 
life, like vegetative growth blooming and 
popping up all around, birds noisily chirping 
on the telephone lines, and catching glimpses 

our kitchen window. 
Unfortunately, this time of year also 

reminds me of an Easter some six years ago. 
On that particular Sunday, April 15th 2001, 
punkers far and wide lost one of its most 

to lymphatic cancer roughly one month before 
his 50th

should be done, playing in one of the most 

still remember the nauseous, sinking feeling 
in my stomach while writing the tribute for 
Joey in our second issue of Razorcake. The 
same feeling was lurking deep down a year 
later when doing the same for Dee Dee after 

six years are some pretty shitty statistics, 
especially if you happen to be a bigger-

rather than sadly wring hands or dwell on 

records. Thankfully, they left behind more 

continue to stand the test of time, a grip 
of live records, and all the recorded fan 
bootlegs you can shake a stick at. Almost 

past years. Call me a sentimental fool or 

some of the happiest times in my life were 

ever seen, and to this day no one has even 
come close. For those here reading who got to 

Lemmy if you don’t believe me (and if you’re 
wondering who Lemmy is, you need to turn 
the page…now
of celebrating what they’ve done, slap on your 

crayon, or any other psychiatric hospital-
approved writing utensil, and get ready to 

Don’t Make 
Arty Ramone Come Over There 

(and you all know who you are), try and 
make a concerted effort to answer these on 
your own without rummaging all around for 

did
over a very drunken and extremely hungry 
Art Fuentes to your place of residence, 
complete with lucha mask, wrestling tights, 

me you—he’ll have no problem performing 

through your soon-to-be splintering front 
door, violently raid your kitchen, donkey-
kick your bathroom mirror into smithereens, 
and pounce straight through your front glass 
window, bolting off into the darkness of 
night. You’ve been warned. 

is zip off your answers to my email address 
below. There’s no time limit in replying to 

get back with ALL the right answers wins, 
so get your thumbs out of your butts and hop 

luck, cocko…

Rock 
‘N Roll High School,
playing, what seminal L.A. punker can be 

was never rehearsed again because the 

3. According to one of the earliest fan 

Name it.

5. Joey had a short stint fronting a glam 

mind that his manager talked him out 

recorded and released.

themselves actually recorded and 

10. This guy worked on one of the 

song was written by Joey in response to 
Johnny’s taking over boyfriend duties 

I’M AGAINST IT
DESIGNATED DALE

“Three of the original 
Ramones gone in six 
years are some pretty 
shitty statistics.”

TWENTY REASONS
LOVE EASTERTO



23

with Joey’s ex, Linda (who Johnny 

was the piece of shit “guest” on the 

leaving a foul taste in every fan’s 

st

about Art, cheaters), what cartoon 
character is adorning Johnny 

States as _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ is to 
England.

his true love, record production. 

house during the End of the Century

discover in one of the closets in 

Tommy actually played drums on 
before it was re-recorded for the 

around once in a lifetime; they 
come around once.”

there was some tough spots for the rest of 

I’m Against It
–Designated Dale

Illustration by Ryan Gelatin

According to one of the 
earliest fan books published 
about the Ramones. . .



RECORDS

The Inaugural Razorcake Sister Series: 
Here are two brand new, separate vinyl 
7”EPs by Toys That Kill and Tiltwheel.
In addition to two exclusive, original 

songs, they both cover one of each 
other’s songs. The covers when placed 
side by side, result in a larger picture. 
Multifaceted dumbosity. 

WORKING AND PLAYING WELL 
WITH OTHERS: 

This one is not a new Tiltwheel 
7” record. It was originally 
released in 1998 on Firmament 
Records. These copies are from 
that original pressing, with a 
new cover done by the original 
Tiltwheel artist, Carson.

Co-released with our pal, Gary, 
of Accident Prone Records, PO 
Box 15087, Portland, OR 97293, 
www.accidentprone.com.

All prices, U.S.

$4.50
ppd.

each.

OR

$8.00
ppd.
setTHIS IS NOT A SPLIT 7”

RAZORCAKE, PO BOX 42129, LA, CA 90042. WWW.RAZORCAKE.ORG

$3.50
ppd.

THIS IS NOT A SPLIT 7”

DUMB ENOUGH 
TO BE 

A GOOD IDEA
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vs.

I’M AGAINST IT
WHO ARE YOU?

Nardwuar: Who are you?
Bev Davies: Bev Davies!
Nardwuar: First off, Slow! My second 
favorite Vancouver band ever doing the 
ultimate Canadian rock pose!
Bev: Don’t you see what they are wearing? 
They have nurses uniforms on.
Nardwuar: Oh yeah, bloody nurses 
uniforms? What do you remember about 
this gig?
Bev: Well, the show was at UBC Winter 
Sports Centre, a place I had never been to. 
I was at the Vancouver Folk Music Festival 
as a photo volunteer. Just imagine leaving 
Jericho Beach and coming to this show. 
The Cramps with Slow opening. What a 
strange day.
Nardwuar: In this photo Hamm’s, the bass 
player, hair is amazing…
Bev: Hamm, who played bass for your 
Evaporators at the Mint Records Xmas party!
Nardwuar: Indeed. Thank you for 
remembering that. Of course, we can not 
mention Slow without mentioning Expo 86
Bev:  The Expo show, I missed. Yes that one, 
the famous one where Slow almost got the 
place closed down for taking their pants off 
on stage. No photos of that show.  Just these 
nurses here Nard, and I’m glad I didn’t need 
medical help that night.
Nardwuar: Poison Ivy of The Cramps in 

“I met you at Joey 
Shithead of DOA’s 
garage sale, where 
you were selling 
your photos. ”

Nardwuar
the Human Serviette

v ..BevDavies

Bev Davies is a fabulous 
photographer from Vancouver 
BC, Canada who has amassed 
an amazing amount of 
incredibly cool pictures over 
the years. In fact, her “2007 
Punk Rock Calendar” was 
described by See Magazine 
as “An absolutely essential 
nugget of punk history.”  You 
may remember a couple of 
interviews I did with her from 
a while back. Well here we 

Slow, July 19, 1986 , UBC Winter Sports Centre, Vancouver, BC, Canada

The Cramps, July 19, 1986 , UBC Winter 
Sports Centre, Vancouver, BC, Canada

Skinny Puppy, July 5, 1985, New York 
Theatre, Vancouver, BC, Canada

Round5!
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action! How many times did you photograph 
The Cramps?
Bev: I am not sure how many times, but I 
know they were all in Vancouver, maybe 
three times. I have some back stage shots at 
a Commodore show but this show at UBC 
maybe the last time I saw them. This was the 
“Date with Elvis Tour.”
Nardwuar: Did you ever get a chance to talk 
to them?
Bev. Yes, and they were very nice and not 
nearly as strange as you might think they 
would be. I think the “not strange” was an 
act to make us feel at ease. I am sure they are 
very strange.
Nardwuar: What about gifts and stuff like 
that? Did you ever get gifts given to you by 
bands? Or get their autographs?
Bev: Gifts, what a nice thought; no not really. 
Records, I guess, and now, CDs. I wanted to 
get a ZZ Top Key Chain from ZZ Top, but 
they didn’t give me one. I asked for very few 
autographs. Sometimes I kept a set list but 
mostly just the photos. I was there to hear the 
music and take photos.
Nardwuar: 
went to so I totally remember the date, 

July 5, 1985 at the New York Theatre in 
Vancouver, BC. It actually was my Birthday 
and I, Braineater opened!
Bev: I never knew you were a Skinny 
Puppy fan!
Nardwuar: I loved thee Puppy! In this picture 
we see Nivek Ogre the singer, but we don’t 
see cEVIN Key . I love the fact that cEVIN 
Key before Puppy, played in Vancouver synth 
pop legends Images In Vogue. Did you take 
many pictures of Skinny Puppy and Images 
In Vogue? What did you think of them?
Bev: The word “goth” came late to my life 
‘cause when I saw those people dressed in 
black with their makeup, I thought “Skinny 
Puppy people.” Images In Vogue was one 
of the better bands around doing synth pop 
other than Skinny Puppy.
Nardwuar: Iggy is looking right at you? Or 
is he?
Bev: Iggy wears glasses, and you can never 
tell with those people who wear glasses when 
they take them off for the stage, right Nard?
Nardwuar: That is true! Singing in the 
Evaporators, I can’t see a thing. Now this is 
not from the famous show at UBC where he 
popped out his cock is it?

Bev: No, but I have a photo of that, and you 
have seen that photo. He used to do that and
people expected that, but he had stopped 
exposing himself by 1983 or so. This time he 
played two nights at the Commodore and my 
favorite band opened both nights: D.O.A.
Nardwuar: Did many bands get naked?
Bev: Wow, we have photos of two bands 
Iggy, and Slow, who were quite famous 
for that but no, not many. I can’t think 
of any others, but didn’t Wendy O. 
Williams wear black electrical tape placed 
carefully? And the Slits were wearing mud 
on the cover of their LP. Although when 
I photographed them in London they were 
fully clothed.
Nardwuar: How did you get Rollins to 
pose for this? He has a local fanzine Generic
Drivel pasted to his stomach!
Bev: The editor asked him to let me take 
some shots with this zine. There are a few 
others where he is just holding it, then he 
stuck it on his chest and gave me that look, 
that Rollins look.
Nardwuar: When I interviewed Rollins a 
few years ago, and people can watch and 
read and listen to that interview at nardwuar.

Iggy Pop, February 16, 1983, 
The Commodore , Vancouver , BC Canada 

Black Flag, August 17, 1985, New York 
Theatre, Vancouver , BC Canada 





com, he talked about hating Vancouver. Let 
me play you the clip:
[Nardwuar plays clip of his Rollins interview]
Nardwuar: Why do you think that people 
think you hate Vancouver or Winnipeg, 
because people think you hate Vancouver 
or Winnipeg. People think that you hate 
Vancouver or Winnipeg.
Rollins: ‘Cause I used to very much. ‘Cause 
I would come up here and you guys would be 
a shitty, spitting, heroin shooting, equipment 
stealing audience who we weren’t allowed 
to kill. So, after I got out of Black Flag and 
I didn’t have to come here anymore, when 
I became the boss of the system, I stopped 
coming here so I didn’t have to get spat on 
and have my equipment ripped off by, by 
idiotic punk rock junkies. So I gave the city  
about seven years to cool off, and came back 
and found it to be a very wonderful place.
Nardwuar: What do you think about what 
he said about Vancouver?
Bev: Well it seems, and I stress, seems, that 
he has changed too. 
Nardwuar: I also must say if it were not for 
Rollins I would not be talking to you today, 
because I met you at Joey Shithead of DOA’s 
garage sale, where you were selling your 
photos. I was looking for a Black Flag picture 
to go with my interview and you hooked me 
up! So thank you Henry Rollins for indirectly 
hooking me up with Bev Davies!
Bev: [silence] I am speechless Nardwuar. 
Nardwuar: Here is Paul Weller of The Jam 

backstage at Kerrisdale Arena in Vancouver. 
Bev: The Kerrisdale Arena was quite a hot 
bed of rock shows over the years. I guess 
Mötörhead got the place closed down a 
couple of years after The Jam were there. I 
saw the Clash there too, and Jimmy Cliff. 
Years and years before, I saw Frank Zappa’s 
Mothers Of Inventions at the Kerrisdale 
Arena, no photos of that, sorry.
Nardwuar: Back to the Jam Bev, I love that 
Paul Weller is sitting in a hockey stall. You 
can see the players name “# 23 Vohallo” right 
above him. Who is that guy besides Paul? A 
contest winner?
Bev: No idea. But the Arena is not just a 

down over the ice surface and it was cold. 
The Jam had a very large crowd of mods 
dressed in those green parkas. It was like I 
was an extra in Quadrophenia.
Nardwuar: What can you tell me about 
this picture of the Modernettes? A very rare 
pictures! They were not always a four piece?
Bev: This was taken at a time that Jon Doe 
was in the band, and I think I never saw him 
play with them. There are two Jon Does, so 
we need to be clear. This Jon Doe is the Jon 
Doe from the Scramblers/Rabid, not X. This 
photo was taken at the Legion at 8th and 
Commercial, the 179 Legion. There used to 
be gigs there quite often. In fact, Nardwuar, 
your Evaporators shot a video there…
Nardwuar: For “Half-empty Halls”! I never 
knew about the history of that place when 

we shot the video. I wish I did so I could 

Vancouver punk scene? Some people like 
them better than the Pointed Sticks!
Bev: They were there at the early times and 
made great music. I don’t think you had 
to pick, really. I tried to go to everything. 
Actually, my friend Carola who runs the 
Jem Gallery in Vancouver, put on the 
Modernette’s renunion show last month at 
Richards on Richards in Vancouver.
Nardwuar: They are back together now, 
touring Japan and whatnot, although not with 
the original line up as bass player Mary Jo is 
still breeding cats.
Bev: Ah, cats. Not a bad way to live, 
with cats. Grinder, my cat, and I are thick 
like thieves. 
Nardwuar: People should check out 
Modernette’s singer John Armstrong’s book 
Guilty of Everything. It is so informative!
Bev: I love the story in it about The 
Modernettes and The Pointed Sticks on their 

almost got killed at an Oakland biker bar. 
Nardwuar: And he has a new book, Wages,
coming out soon.
Bev: So I hear. I look forward to more of his 
stories. God, he can tell a good story.
Nardwuar: Well, thanks for your time again 
Bev Davies. Keep on rawkin’ in the free 
world, and doot doola doot doo ...
Bev: Click click.
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LAZY MICK
I’M AGAINST IT

in the early days of Razorcake, when Todd 

apartment we shared, when we were working 

one on a frying pan, sprinkled grated cheese 
on it, and lay the other tortilla on top of it. 
This was also the days when any and all 
money we earned went back into putting out 

Quesadillas were a bit of a luxury.

publicist. She said she heard a rumor that we 
were going to interview him and put him on 

The band on the cover of that issue: 

Strummer and more to do with all the 
publicists who would call and try to play 

wanted to do it. The second Clash album, 
Give ‘Em Enough Rope, is the perfect punk 

melodies, has a nice mix of personal and 
political lyrics and the political lyrics are 
complex explorations of enduring issues like 
cultural imperialism rather than politics that 
come with an expiration date. The trade off 

perfect. And, unlike every other Clash album, 
every song is great. There’s not one low point 

still young enough to believe that punk rock 

so many times that the vinyl seems somehow 

completely through it. Still, it gets a lot of 

a futile attempt to recapture that feeling 

that record.

you want to interview the creative force 

always came up with the same answer.
No.

already been asked a million times, that he’s 

in his new project, Joe Strummer And The 

One of the songs on the vinyl version of that 

disc a spin when it arrived in the review pile. 

songs on the Clash’s Sandinista, after living 

done with Joe Strummer. Sure, he’d written 
great songs since Give ‘Em Enough Rope.
There are even great songs on Sandinista.

Midnight
Train

After Joe Strummer died, we did run a 
feature on him in Razorcake

sat at the computer in my apartment playing 

to a bootleg copy of the Clash at the U.S. 

on any other layout for Razorcake
know why.

around there for a minute and got to talking 
Razorcake

be polite.

made a huge mistake.

Shortly before Joe Strummer died, 

Let’s 
Rock Again. The documentary has been out 

to watching it until recently. There’s one 
scene in the middle of the movie when Joe 

radio station in hopes of promoting his show. 

and he talks to the D.J. Only Joe Strummer’s 
half of the conversation is audible, but the 
tenor of the conversation is clear the third 
time he says his name to the D.J. The D.J. 
clearly has no idea whom he’s talking to. 

band called the Clash.” Suddenly, everything 

the station is three songs away from playing 
a Clash song.

a radio station that serves as a metaphor for 
everything that ruins rock’n’roll now. There 
isn’t one piece of actual music around: no 
compact discs, no records, not even cassettes. 
All the songs are programmed into a computer. 

playlist on every computer monitor in every 
rock’n’roll station nationwide. And there’s 
Joe Strummer sitting on the other side of The 

got a withering smile on his face. The sides 
of his mouth twitch and he does an admirable 

Especially when we compare it to all the great 

possibly be going through Joe Strummer’s 

SEAN CARSWELL

“We’ve got a 
toe-tapper
here.”

A MONKEY TO RIDE THE DOG

The Road to Rock’n’roll



Several times in the movie, it’s made 
clear that Joe Strummer has gone from 

Rock Art and 
the X-Ray Style

that his goal with Global A Go-Go is simply 
to break even. “There’s more music in us,” he 

Streetcore, was never really completed, but it 
was completed enough to be released. The 

gets redemption.

have played a song off of Global A Go-
Go (the last album Joe Strummer released 
in his lifetime). The cuts of the movie 

alternate between the two radio stations. The 

Joe Strummer jumps around the booths, 
completely stoked. For a second, it’s easy 

against the wall in perfect rhythm with the 

Not a hit. Not a gold record. A toe-tapper.
And suddenly this becomes Joe 

Strummer’s legacy to the world: he shows us 
how to still be cool when you go from hero to 
zero. Or, more poignantly, how to understand 
that hero and zero are irrelevant. That what 

album, he tours, he does everything he can 
to generate press not so that he can be a star 
again, not to reclaim his former glory or to 
cash in one more time—hell, there’s barely 

a nod to the Clash days in the movie—but 
because he’s got more music in him.

having interviewed Joe Strummer, not 

even listening to his last three albums until 

Razorcake, even putting his mug on the cover 
of that magazine, wouldn’t have changed his 

every major weekly in the country wrote 

One more interview in a fanzine that went 
out to four thousand people wouldn’t have 
made any difference.

only through his art. Only through what he 
chose to give of himself. And that means 
more to me.

See, after that reading in Cincinnati—
for which there was a big crowd, sure, but 
a crowd who seemed suddenly surprised 
that they had come to a reading and not 

in a punk house. The next morning, my 

cleaned for six or seven thousand years. The 

soon as you set foot on the bus. The only 
open seats for Jennifer and me were in the 

in an ancient port-a-john and someone is 
outside, shaking the walls enough to make 
sure the odor never dissipates. That’s what 

sold one book.

local papers and weeklies that had ignored 

Let’s Rock Again

to me exactly why Joe Strummer did what 

with mine. For a second, it felt like one of 
my heroes had come back from the grave, 

everything’s cool.”

–Sean Carswell

Illustration by Brad Beshaw
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I am Roxy Epoxy. No, it’s not my real 
name, but it works. I answer to it. 

I have a college degree in photography 
with a lot of focus on women’s studies. 
I graduated in 1996 and started my 
career. I could say that I succeeded in 
that career with a nice, stable staff job. I 
had benefits. I had income. Then music 
continued taking me over. It was time to 
stop just singing in the car. I left my nice, 
safe career to do music.

I sing and write for a band called the 
Epoxies. We’ve been together about six 
years and it is pretty much my first band. 
And, oh yeah, I am the only female in 
the band. Therefore, I’m not in just any 
band. No, I’m in a “girl fronted” band. 
I’m not in rock. I’m a woman in rock. I’m 
a rocker girl. Pussy power. I can’t possibly 
rock out with my cock out.

The Epoxies and The Start have played 
a couple of shows together. Aimee Echo is 
the singer for The Start. Oh yeah, she is the 
only female in the band, too. I try my best to 
see The Start play when they pass through 
Portland and I’m in town. Yes, I do like the 
band very much, but it is afterwards that I 

enjoy even more. The boys always seem to 
grab some beers and guitars and go for it. 

adore Aimee Echo. She is a fantastic and 
inspiring woman. The last visit involved a 
lot of the new Battlestar Galactica
picked up where we left off on our bizarre 

Ladies in boyland, unite

down-to-earth people and can deny this fact all 

up shared stories of weight, age, sexuality, and 

women grow up with a degree of commentary 

No matter how far underground our worlds 
of music might reach, we still deal with a version 

existed in music as a whole. On top of this, 

mainstream gender prejudice has increasingly 
seeped into our world of punk rock. Oftentimes, 
girls and women are not really allowed to be 
themselves rather than a version of femininity 

an anomaly that we haven’t slept around to get 
ahead. These are just a start of the assumptions 
that we face.

laugh it off. On the other end of things, our 
curiosity grows. Our analytical side kicks in. 

in the face of the commentary.
True, there are many instances where 

instances where gender isn’t given a second 

Let’s look at our current situation in pop 

the world of cutaway, primped, pulled, and 
not-so-intellectual starlets. These women 
are often famous and admired for nothing in 
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particular besides a pretty face, skinny ass, 
and a deep inheritance. These women are 
famous for a singing or acting career based 
on a highly stylized, marketed, researched, 
and branded creation of thin and sexy.

Sure, we’ve been in the midst of the 
feminist movement for years and we’d like 

emulating these days: an increasingly vacant 
consumer culture that seeps into every aspect 

that their worth is based merely on sexuality 
and youth. These ideas come not just from 
magazines and TV. These ideas are now 
found on bus stops and in schools. Sure, 
we see headlines that thirties are the new 
twenties, forties are the new thirties, and so 

used for this theory seem to be based on 

examples of how well the plastic surgeon 
exercises their craft.

According to the U.S. Department of 

it is very heard to pin down what these sizes 

four different charts open from Overstock.

Answers.com and they all vary slightly. On 
average, a size 10 is determined to be a 32.5” 

mentions recently of the creation of the new 

into existence for the naturally very petite 
woman tired of shopping in the kids section; 
however, seems to be gaining bragging rights 

pants that they wear on their hips, rather than 
their actual waist—and most pants are now 

top (where the pants ride) measurement as the 

and that’s where you wear your pants, you’d 
be in a higher size range than if it were based 
on the waist measurement.

other in a variety of contests ranging from 

women increasingly use the term “whore.” 

some insomnia and came across a show that 
Parental Control. This 

show pitted two women against some guy’s 
current girlfriend so he could choose if he 
liked these other women better. The parents 
and the current girlfriend would then sit back 
and watch the date while they insulted each 
other. The current girlfriend would whip 
insults at the chosen dates. 

found in America’s Next Top Model and 
those Bachelor
store without being informed about which 
celebrities are having some sort of feud, who 
stole whose boyfriend, and who is too fat, 
too skinny, or a cokehead. There’s been an 
obvious increase in the amount of tabloids 
available at the checkout counter.

So, what the hell might this have to 

some circles, it is.

their time in the spotlight over the years, but 
nothing blew punk out of the underground 

and accessible to anyone who was interested 
in any capacity. Just like anything else that 

reading this Razorcake magazine you’ve 

me out.) 

pioneer as a woman in a band. The path has 
been blazed and it has been blazed well by 

countless others. All of these women have 
been idolized and scrutinized and are still 

sexualized and held to mainstream standards 

are still held as sub par by so many, whether it 
be performance, vocal ability, musicianship, 

allowed to get aggressive onstage without 
the risk of backlash. So many still prefer us 

ever been girly.) So many still prefer us to 

being in a band and creating music myself; 

has thousands of records and plays them 

to the symphony, the opera, the ballet, and 
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ALL WE WANT TO DO IS 
SOMETHING WE LOVE
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out there. 

In God We Trust, Inc in their room 

tape, but the punk and alternative music and 
lifestyle eventually took over my life. Years 

nothing will ever be the same.

of ours and the mainstream very interesting. 

that we view things differently and are more 
open-minded than the norm, but it often 
seems this is very much not the case. So 
often, women in bands are still viewed as 
“the other.” The woman or women in a band 

ever read a review that took pains to point 
out an all-male lineup. 

comment because we have been taught as such. 

how hard we try and just do what we do. This is 

by the opinion of others and so often that opinion 

are dismissed by so many because they just don’t 
like female singers or they simply think that girls 
can’t play the drums. 

Did you know that girl bands aren’t 

bands,” and “girl-fronted bands” are all terms 
that have come to annoy me. The fact that 
these terms are still commonplace indicates 
that women are still separate in music. 

This whole article will probably label me 
as a militant man hater. Not pointing any of 

do. Feminism, to many, has become a dirty 

those who call themselves feminists merely 

as we’ve come, we still aren’t there. 

since the days when women and girl groups 
were directed solely by men on their image 

of the women who are thrust into the spotlight 

Making the Band
know that women can write their own songs, 
play their own instruments, and take control 
of what they are interested in creatively. 

don’t happen to be a lesbian, but wouldn’t 

am actively involved in the songwriting in 

think there is a single one of us out there who 
rises above being a human, but there are so 
many who are superior at what they do. 

degree of body dysmorphia, a self-degrading 
personal image of what my body looks like. 

example of the disorder with the pains he 
has gone through to surgically alter his entire 

from full blown eating disorders to other self 

positive that the three models who died from 
anorexia this past year were related to this. 

or that publication with their eyes blacked out 

about the women with the cheek implants or 

toured with have never made me feel 

people have seen the dregs that we work in 

Contrary to what some people think about the 
Epoxies, we are not raking in the money. There 
are no tour busses to be had, so we all live in 
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vehicle right now because they all keep 
dying. On occasion, we all have a hard time 

next to litter boxes. A few years ago, we slept 
in an apartment that had many bags full of 

carrying our own gear. All traditional roles 
melt away and we just work on pulling our 

good part: the show itself. Other than that, we 
have a degree of survival mode. There is little 
room for “he versus she.” There is plenty of 
room for fart jokes and stinky feet. There has 

always been room in my life for fart jokes 
and stinky feet.

it is like to be the only girl on the road. The 

am on the road with. The difference only seems 

the girliest girl out there, so being surrounded by 
three-day-old boy butt doesn’t really faze me. 
They have to be around three-day girl butt too. 

Femininity can be so many things. Aren’t 

a discussion about transgenders here, but that 

the mind of all women can go beyond this 

different, but because it suits their personality. 

could be 
anything. Femininity can include anything 
from makeup and hair to the masculine side 
of things. Feminine can rock out with its 

can play the 
drums. Feminine can skateboard. Feminine 
can date a man or a woman. Feminine can be 
monogamous or polyamorous. Feminine is 

there would just be one big ol’ rock and roll 
camp for everyone who wants to rock, but we 
are still at a point where girls need a safe haven 

programs such as this steer the participants 
away from the very common tendency of 
girls to gang up on each other and promotes a 
support system that is often lacking.

who is obviously enjoying what she is doing 
and is comfortable with herself. Sometimes 

it just takes a little bit of experimenting to 

their head.

mostly of electrical tape on top—how could 

character acting, and doing what feels right 
for any particular performance. 

but stage performance can be very theatrical. 

its music and, in many cases, the potential 

band decides to not participate in this aspect. 

people interested in music choose to take the 
theatre of it and push it aside as a novelty. 

the case of any performer in music, not only 
are our voices and instruments our tools, but 
our bodies are as well.

politicized in this country and the backlash 
has often ended up in a form of consumer-

point. On one hand, the government is telling 

us to be in a constant state of pre-natal 
preparation and, on the other, we are pushing 
the boundaries of sexuality without really 
claiming that sexuality for ourselves. So, why 

There is such strength in women’s bodies 
and minds and there shouldn’t be shame in 

expression is spectacular and we should be 
able to adorn and enjoy these things. 

There is nothing wrong with sexy as long as 
there is a sense of self behind it. There is nothing 
wrong with fashion and makeup as long as there 

is a sense of self behind it. There is nothing 
wrong with skin care and the gym. There is 
nothing wrong with pursuing what is out there 

tools we choose to use, these things can go hand 

to brush off the bullshit, and, if we can’t, we try 

in our faces every day since we are born. Now 
is the time to make art, music, and express in 
the face of all that is fed to us and in the face of 
everything that is in danger of being taken away. 
Fuck the assumptions. Fuck the pigeonholes. 

want to make you think and we want to make 

want to dance with you. 

what we’ve created if you honestly have 
an open mind and give us a chance. Not 
everyone likes everything and that’s the way 

boundary pushing we can get from all sides. 
Now, isn’t that really why you got 

WE BECOME EMBODIED



Perceptions are funny things. Two people can look 
at the same thing and come up with totally different 
conclusions about it, neither of them completely 
wrong or right. This gets sticky with something 
as morally ambiguous as a human being—the Borgia 
popes were total scumbags and Hitler and Manson both 
supported animal rights—and when you’re talking about 
something involving four distinct personalities, 

of who they are and where they stand can be about as 
productive as pissing in the wind. 

Take Circle One, one of the most controversial 
bands to come out of Los Angeles’ hardcore scene of 
the 1980s. Revered and reviled, their reputation is 
a laundry list of what was both good and bad with 
that scene—calls for punk unity while participating 
in punk-on-punk violence, fanatical belief in both 
the freedom of the punk ethos and the rigid tenets 
of Christianity, advocating individualism while 
embracing the conformity of gang culture—and yet, 
while much of this may be true, it is not a wholly 
accurate assessment of the band or its members. 
Much of said reputation stems from original 
vocalist John Macias, a charismatic, complex 
person who truly believed in punk as a movement, 
but whose own best efforts were often hamstrung 

reputation, though, and his views and actions did 

least of all guitarist Mike Vallejo, who started 

the band in 1980. While neither denying his band’s 
past nor condemning those responsible for it, Mike 
emphasizes that, outside of the music, he wasn’t 
part of what brought its notoriety.

I’ve known Mike for a long time and I’ve never 
known him to have a propensity for violence or even 
to really speak ill of anyone. Quite the contrary, 
in fact—he’s always been a helluva nice guy who 
avoids being judgmental, will often go the extra 
mile for you, has friends of all stripes and whose 
smile and smart-aleck sense of humor are ever-

band’s image as a bunch of thug asshole gangsters. 
The only aspect of Circle One’s rep that seems 

Ramones, Mike remains actively involved in the 
scene as musician (besides Circle One, Mike has 
done time in countless Southern California bands), 
record store proprietor (Feedback Records in West 
Covina), and fan. 

Negative perceptions about Circle One persist, 
however. Though John, killed by police in the 
early ‘90s, and the questionable extracurricular 
activities associated with the band are very much 
in the past, another legendary L.A. hardcore 
band refused to perform on a recent bill with 
the reformed Circle One based on an incident two 
decades old. Funny things, perceptions are, and 
damned hard to shake.
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Photo by Ed Colver, 1981, at the Pico Rico in Silverlake

Jimmy:

Mike:

Jimmy:
Mike:

Jimmy:
Mike:
Jimmy:
Mike: Typical, you know, Spanish 
background. Everyone spoke Spanish except 
me. They were pretty supportive as far as 

but they were. 
Jimmy:

Mike: 

Jimmy:
Mike:

thing came. 
Jimmy:

Mike:

American family suburbs of L.A., that whole 

that was the thing to get into because nobody 

bands at the time, it was just so different and 

you could get into and you had an identity, 
pretty much.
Jimmy:

you started identifying with punk rockers, 

Mike: 

calendar section of the Times

Starwood and stuff.
Jimmy:

Mike:

driving and nobody else was into it. Like 

wearing a Screamers shirt under my sweater 

Jimmy:

Mike:

They just looked at me differently, and that’s 

Everybody was into the stoner scene, classic 
rock, hard rock scene, or the disco thing was 

knew of who was into punk and all these new 
bands who looked weird and crazy. 
Jimmy:

area—why is it that you veered toward punk 

Mike: 

saw that and just didn’t like that from the 

like the style, the attitude, or the look or 

Jimmy:

Mike:



have a stronger bond with the culture now, 
especially now that a lot of Chicano bands 
started coming out. 
Jimmy: Do you think that punk rock kind of 

Mike: Yeah.
Jimmy:
believe punk rock was supposed to be 
something that kind of transcended racial 
identity. Did you feel that way: more a punk 

Mike:

with the stoners. So when punk came in, that 
hit it right on the button. 

Jimmy: Did you have any race problems 

Mike: No.
Jimmy: No one fucked with you for being 

Mike: 
Todd: 
you wanted to pick up an instrument and be 

Mike:

are like [affects patronizing voice], “Nahhhh, 

“You should have heard them back then.” 

trip from high school and she brought back 

Jimmy:
Mike:

was only there for a few weeks and left. 

Jimmy:

Mike:

Todd: 
Mike: Yeah. Originally, it came from the 

drummer) about that and he was cool with it. 
Todd: 

Mike: They were one of my favorite bands 

a cool name for a band.” And, eventually, as 
the band started, it changed into something 

just thought it was a cool name for a band. 
Jimmy:
Mike: Yeah.
Jimmy: 
Mike: No. John wasn’t in it originally. 

named Carlos, and this other singer named 

Jimmy:
Mike:

more serious people. 
Todd: 
Mike:
English stuff. Carlos and Tuna were more 
into Stiff Little Fingers, where we wanted to 
do the harder, original stuff.
Jimmy:
Mike: 

such a character, especially in high school: 

always mess with the teachers, but in a joking, 

class, the teacher would ask the students what 
they did the previous weekend. Everybody 
would always say something different, but 
John would always say the same thing: “Yard 

would just bust up laughing. 
Todd: So you forged a friendship starting 

Mike: Yeah, pretty much. And he knew 

they were both big stoners, potheads. They 

always looked sleepy. They knew each other 

a mutual thing. 
Jimmy:
Mike:

“Check this stuff out,” and the next day he 

coming over to my house and we started 
playing records and hanging out. 
Todd: 

Mike:

time, Tuna was still going to be our singer, 

at somebody. John would try anything, but 

but it was different than, say, the Patterns of 
Force 
more melodic. 
Jimmy: Yeah, there’s a vast difference 
between stuff like, say, “F.O.,” on the Public
Service compilation, or even the early 
demos, and Patterns of Force. There’s a lot 
of screaming on the early demos, and then, 
all of a sudden, he starts singing. 
Mike:
Todd: 
Mike: Music 
Connection compared him to the guy in 

Jimmy:

Mike: At that time, none of us played any 

Jimmy:

Mike: Yeah, it was like us four and four 
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Photos by Javie Martinez, 1982, Mike Iturate, bass (top), John (bottom), unknown L.A. club

always hang out with us and go to our rehearsals and shows—and there were a 

Jimmy:
Mike: Not punk bands, just rock and metal bands, who were friends, but we 

had people following him. 
Jimmy:
Mike: 

Jimmy:
Mike:

be playing and all of a sudden it would be off. And we were partying before. 

Jimmy:
Mike:
Jimmy:
Mike:

Todd: 
Mike:

at least when we rehearsed, and then it turned into the gang.
Todd: 
why you would want to form a gang and how it differed from the gangs already 
in the neighborhood. 
Mike: They would go to shows and pretty much start trouble. Not really look for 



Photo by Kathy Rodgers took, 1991 (four days before John died), at Spankys in Riverside

Jimmy:
about the aversion to the gang culture in your 
neighborhood, you didn’t really get involved 
with The Family (the gang that Circle One 

Mike:
Jimmy: That must have caused some kind 

have your singer who’s this notorious gang 
member, and The Family is notorious…. 
Mike:

Jimmy:

guy that’s not really interested in the gang shit, 
but you’re in a band that, in some people’s 
eyes, is basically the musical representation 
of this gang. 
Mike:
it, but it wasn’t really a problem for me, 
because all The Family guys were my friends 
and we got along. Sometimes people would 

they were all my friends, and the people who 

Jimmy: Outside of it you didn’t have a 
problem, except for the letters to Flipside
There was a letter war going on in there for 
a little while. 
Mike: Yeah, that was kind of weird. That was 

just messing around, having fun, but we did 
get a lot of response from that. Other people 

scene. You guys are for destroying the scene. 

The Family guys probably did do that.” So 

respond once to a couple of those letters.
Todd: 
Mike:
business.
Todd: 
Mike: Sometimes, yeah, when he needed 

We’ve Got 
Power (fanzine) and, supposedly, that was 
really good paper for cheap. 
Todd: 
Mike:

Central L.A. for his business, because that’s 

walking down those streets where houses 
were burned, all these guys drinking beer 
outside, and there’s me and John passing out 

John didn’t seem to mind doing it.
Jimmy:
Mike:
Jimmy: Do you remember what his family 

Mike:
problems, but they weren’t as visible until 

Jimmy:
Mike: Schizophrenia. And it wasn’t really 
his fault, because they were always adjusting 
his medication, so he would react differently 
to all the meds they were giving him.
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Jimmy:

Mike: 
but, you know, a couple months he wouldn’t be 
into it and then the next few months he would, 

Jimmy: So the Christian stuff wasn’t initially 
a part of Circle One’s identity in the sense 
that you guys were like, “Okay, we’re going 
to be like Shattered Faith and we’re going to 
do this whole Jesus thing.” 
Mike: Oh, no. 
Jimmy:

Mike:

personal. Our bass player was kind of like 
that, but he didn’t express it like John did. 
John was totally into it.
Jimmy: That’s kind of interesting, too, 
because the assumption is that if the guy 
sings about it, everybody in the band agrees 
with it. 
Mike: There were some things that we agreed 

was just John, and we let him do what he 
wanted to do. That was his voice. There were 

can’t do that,” until it got to a certain point. 

Jimmy:
to touch upon something else, was there 
actually ever any philosophies that Circle 

Mike: 
killed hippies. 
Jimmy:

outlined philosophies that went along with 

Mike:

of friends bound together by a common 

kind of dissected it and looked it up, “Oh, 

Circle One.” That was cool with us, so we 

joined the band.
Jimmy:
very interested in projecting certain images 

on this uniformity.
Mike:
when Ed Colver would take pictures, right 
before he would take pictures, John would 

all serious.” And we would go out there [in 

Todd: All the pictures are very militant.
Mike: Yeah, we kind of adopted that look. 

the army vests, the jackets, the pants, the 
boots, and that was our look.
Jimmy: The bandanas.
Mike: Yeah, the bandanas. And John got the 

store and he got thick, big-ass chains, and 

waist. [laughs] 
Jimmy: And it’s interesting, too, because 

totally into the Christian thing, he really 
pushed that, and then he pushed this other 

theory, those two should have been clashing 
back and forth—the whole “punk is against 
anything with a mindless following,” which 



Mike: 
though, they were kind of both the same 

and he would say, “Yeah, you shouldn’t be 
of this world. You’ve got to do your best 
and there’s another world after you die.” 

just like, “Fuck this place. Fuck everything. 

going to go against society and unite and 
start doing good things.” Then the mental 
disabilities kicked in, the drugs kicked in, 
the alcohol kicked in, and distorted pretty 

living the way he should be living and about 
corrupted governments. Stuff like that. And 
punk rock was the same way. 
Todd: 

swearing, they still believe they have this real 
savior in Christ that they’re working toward. 
Mike: 

he was just a stoner, and there’s nothing 
against society about that, other than having 
long hair.
Todd: 
Mike: 

the drugs kind of distorted that and so did 
the mental disabilities.
Todd: 
Mike:

And it was a wig factory. You’d walk in there 

would house these runaway kids and, at that 

Supposedly, for staying there they had to 
attend service every Sunday. 
Jimmy: And that’s where the Another State 
of Mind
Mike: Exactly. That’s where that came in, 

Jimmy:

all of a sudden John is standing there wearing 
bondage pants, singing. 
Mike:

Todd: 

Mike: 

probably happened. 
Todd: 
Mike:
one time. 

Jimmy: At the Olympic (Auditorium, an old 
boxing and wrestling venue and site of some 

Mike: No, that was at Errol Flynn’s (an old, 

supposedly owned at one time by Errol Flynn 
that was something of an after-gig hang out 

they tipped it over. They just rocked it back 
and forth, and then the helicopter came and 
everybody ran.
Jimmy:

Mike:
the gigs, and bust up the party at Oki Dog. 

of society. That was society: the cops. “That 

think he always saw that.
Todd: 
fairly clearly, like with cops shutting a show 
down, or him being cool about it and then just 

Mike: All the time. Almost every time 
we went out the cops were always there, 

Starwood. Every other show at the Starwood, 
when we’d leave, there would be dozens of 
cop cars out there, telling everyone to go 

was drinking in the alley, probably, and John 

your jacket and take mine, because they’re 
looking for a big guy with a black leather.” 
And John had all his writing on there. Then 
the cops got me and they saw the jacket and 

wearing this jacket, that’s it.” They did catch 
him a couple times and threw him in jail. 
One time he had a pink mohawk in the North 

Jimmy:

showed up and they were fucking with 
somebody. John got up, told the cop, “Stop,” 
and stared the cop down and they didn’t 

fuck with you, like dogs.” Do you remember 

Mike: Not really, because when we hung out, 

go back and forth to the shows, but once we 

into shows, but we never really hung out the 

did, because we never really knew anybody. 

when we would drive home, he would say, 

remember him saying, “Yeah, you’ve got to 
stand up to the pigs. Otherwise they’re going 
to run all over you.”

Jimmy:

Mike:
authority, especially police and teachers. 

just fuck with them, but with the police, he 
would stand up, and that’s why everybody 

Todd: Did you guys play a lot of backyard 

Mike:

one in Orange County, but we didn’t do that 

twenty shows total.
Jimmy: Did you play a lot in East L.A. over 

Mike:

Jimmy: You never played the Vex (legendary 

Mike:
played there. For some reason, John never 
liked playing a lot, and in a way, that’s kind 

shows, but John would have said, “No, we’re 

Jimmy: Did you guys identify yourself as 
an East L.A. band, or as part of an East L.A. 

Mike:
because there were no other bands, other than 
the Stains, that we knew of in East L.A. 
Todd: Explain to someone not familiar with 
L.A. the geography you are dealing with 

me, it’s almost a different world. 
Mike: Yeah, it was back then, too, because 
East L.A. was way different than, say, Uptown 

L.A. crowd, even though people see that as 
kind of the same thing. 
Jimmy: Now do you identify yourself with 

Mike: Yeah.
Jimmy: [joking] Do you have problems 

Mike:
[laughs]
Jimmy:
always been a little large, because East L.A. 

are all of these other areas: City Terrace, 

Mike:
back then. The only people we knew were 

were a little more in touch with the people in 
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more that way. 
Jimmy:

Mike: No, because we played the Cuckoo’s 
Nest, but never the Vex. 
Todd: Did you have a lot of crossing over 

Mike:
that was the big rival—TSOL gang versus 

Jimmy:
Mike:
Vicious—or it could have been the same 

gang thing, but that was the big thing. After a 
while, Jack and John were friends. They kind 

that was a rival.
Jimmy: That would have been a really scary 

Mike: Jack’s really big, but he wasn’t 

Decline
Jimmy:
Mike:

seconds. John just fucked him up pretty bad, 

Jimmy: 

a big asshole. 
Mike:

whereas John would be bully, then nice guy, 
bully, then nice guy. 
Jimmy:
the Olympic shows. The Family thing was 
to rush the fucking doors, and John would 

around and he’s socking someone in the 
fucking head. And then he would go back to, 

Mike: Yeah.
Todd: Jimmy said this too: Not only was 
there Orange County, but there was a 
Nardcore (Oxnard hardcore) connection, too, 

Mike: Yeah, that’s how The Family started. 

started The Family. 
Jimmy:
Mike: 
just called it “The Family” because it was 
like a family, and it was just those three 
people, and it was a fun-type thing. Then 
John started getting the Sylmar people 

were different regions of The Family. There 

Oxnard. The Oxnard Family was just the 

they were just all those guys and they were 
just cool people. 
Jimmy: 
Mike:
band from Oxnard. 
Jimmy:

Mike: Yeah. 
Jimmy:
thanked The Family on the Oxnard Land of 
No Toilets liner notes. 
Mike:

considered The Family, and there were bands 

part of The Family, but no really big bands 

Jimmy:
Mike: No, nothing like that. They were 

bands considered themselves Family bands.

Part II, next issue.



Imagine a breathtaking landscape with mountains, 
tiny rivers, an endless forest, a dark and melancholic 
atmosphere, cute cities, very few people… then you got 
an idea of the Black Forest,  “one of the most beautiful 
countrysides in Europe,” as some people say. The Black 
Forest is located in Germany’s Southwest. It is also where 
one of Europe’s best independent record labels—at least 
that’s what I would claim—is based: X-Mist Records.

X-Mist is a record label, mailorder, and a record 
shop located inthe sweet city of Nagold. Ute and Armin 
have been operating out of the Black Forest since the 
beginning of the ‘80s, releasing classic records from the 
likes of Spermbirds, Men’s Recovery Project, Wrangler 
Brutes, World Inferno Friendship Society, Ex-Models, The 
Seconds, Atom and His Package, and newer shit like Ten 

Volt Shock or Fuck U Is My Name. 
In this interview, facts, rumors, 

funny stories and all the various 
activities of a married couple—from 
organizing DIY concerts in a youth 
center, playing in one of Germany’s 
first hardcore punk bands, publishing 
a very controversial zine, and 
continuously releasing challenging 
records to this day—are covered.

In 2007, X-Mist Records is alive, 
active, and Armin—although in his 
late forties—still searches and is 

interested in new ideas and alternative 
ways to the actual standards of “how this 
capitalist system works”…and, at least, 

good music. Even if you’ve never heard a single word 
of the label or the mentioned (German) bands, you just 
can learn how American hardcore arrived in Germany in 
the ‘80s, what influences the tours from Born Against or 
Rorschach had on the scene during the ‘90s, and why it all 
went wrong—or at least not totally “right.” 

I really appreciate the attitude and 
contents of Razorcake Magazine and the
same goes for X-Mist Records (they actually distribute 
the magazine in Germany). So I thought a mixture of two 
good things cannot be a total blow. That theory is proven 
by a lot of examples like if you take Coca-Cola and whisky 
or…well, I think you know what I mean, and hope it can 
be proven with this interview.

My name is Jan and I am an activist for the German 
Trust Fanzine.  Have fun!

Jan: Yo, Armin, some people know you 
through twenty-plus years of releasing 

your mailorder—wasn’t there a kind of an 
anniversary this year as you stated on your 

Armin: 
not fully correct: actually it all started as 

did instead was a legitimate re-issue of the 

kinda celebrating twenty years of existence 
as a record label, since that band was one 

Jan:

all styles, let’s rock” or more on a personal 
level that this music gives you the power to 

Armin:

full of energy, enthusiasm, and idealism. 
They were the most perfect example that 

and a way to look on life, and not just a 
simple style of music, or just another generic 

only their capability of picking up all kinds 

into their own very-much-punk approach, 
it was as well their lyrics supporting the 
ideas of being actively involved, doing your 

inspirations that could have been drawn 
from their records—too much to mention it 
all here. And there was always this note on 
their records saying: “Now go start your own 

Jan:

Armin: any
There could be this one special record by a 
certain band, that’s important and means a lot 

their other releases... The keywords are: Fuck 

Jan: On your homepage you write about 
conditions for bands that are interested in 

genre that could be exactly what we are 
looking for”... Are there other criteria for 

Armin:
of humor, being ironic, or even a bit cynical 
was always a vital and important part of 

Interview by Jan Röhlk
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political bands don’t have such a sense of 
humor; they still may be very humorous 

silly fun and calling themselves punk, then 
this may be good once or twice for a good 

see them even if they played next door to my 

crew posi-core,” but is still able to add some 
of their own personality or identity to their 

if it seems to me that they are just copying 
this style once again almost twenty years 

of being “born too late,” since, obviously, 
they happen to know the “originals” and 
why would anyone want to be the copy of 
something that happened before, instead of 

only a sign of complete stupidity to me, it’s 
exactly the same kind of boring rock shit 
that originally drove me into punk in the late 

in a certain cliché-ridden scene. One of the 
best things about the early punk scene was 

fabricated formulas and standards of society 
and you never knew what to expect.

has turned into a standard genre and there’s 
way too many of these useless bands easily 

part of my personal development, artistic, and 
socio-critical expression as well. And then, 

artists that can offer me more than just a plain 

Jan:

contradictions in punk, they demonstrate 
through their music that punk rock is not the 

Augsburg or the Challenger Crew. One band 
member of Skeeziks died this year and there 

There’s a Charlie 
Brown in Every One of Us.”
Armin:
kinda literally and formed our own band then 

Faith. Unfortunately we weren’t that good as 
musicians, so it was kinda limited what we 

that our records kinda sucked and did in no 

playing live and having a great time, even 
though sometimes it was pretty controversial 

with so-called “street punks” because our 

were totally into supporting those new ideas 
and values coming over from the American 
hardcore scene, to break up the lame and 
boring cliché of what punk had turned into 

when playing shows, and that’s probably what 

shitty records we put out. Singer Sunny died 
of a heart attack, shortly after Christmas last 

Jan:
Armin:
abilities were limited and we could not get 

a few live gigs and released two singles 

had the idea of doing live shows, being 
supported by lots of friends—having lineups 
with two drummers, two bass players, lots 
of percussions, and stuff like that... No 
practicing, just telling the others what kind 
of ideas we had in mind, and then see what’s 

not only with aural, but even physical attacks 

of my career as a musician then. 
Jan: Do you know what happened to the 

Armin:
became a big famous rock star as guitarist for 
the Terrorgruppe (and is now playing in his 

what happened to the other members.
Jan: Okay, so you don’t play music for 

want to talk a little bit about some releases of 

Armin:
Jan:

Armin:
Against were on their European tour, together 
with Nations On Fire, my wife Ute was their 
driver for some days. Also, we had arranged a 
gig for both bands here in Nagold and during 
some days off tour, they stayed at our house. 
So that was how we got “in contact.”
Jan:
record Adios Armageddon by this wonderful 

Armin:
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and stayed at our 
house. One of the 

was on tour with 
them. Later on, we 
were asked by the 
band and by Fred 
Alva (who released 

were into doing a 
split release for the 

we were into it, and 
we still believe their 
records, especially 
Adios Armageddon
to be some of the best 
things we ever put out. 

sort of exaggeration 

to be the “best kept 
secret in punk rock,” 
but they were surely 

has something to do 
with them not really 
playing the kind of 
fast hardcore punk that 
everybody would have 

expected from an “ex-Citizens Arrest” band 

to me, the development from Citizens Arrest 

did not result in popular acceptance.
Jan:

of them is going to have an art exhibition 

like in my small hometown, everything

Agnostic Front or Judge skipped from that, 
gave their bands strange names instead of the 
classic New York “we’re the crew, fuck you” 
names, became all vegetarian, handed out 

for the rights of animals… everything okay 

Armin:

huge impact onto the European hardcore 

and Systral Age would have never existed 

things in the world, it turned later into a fad 

is that both these bands (and probably some 
more) had a vitalizing and inspiring effect 
onto the European scene, no matter whether 
you regard it as having turned into something 
good or bad. 

doing it had only copied what they had seen 
without really living or even understanding 

a fucking clue what this band was really 
not think that 

may come in different musical ways. For 

see there the same spirits and ideas as back 
then when we put on shows in Nagold in the 

different kinds of music. And that’s good as 

Battle
Hymns was simply amazing, catching them 
at their very best. And it’s just perfect, ending 

2Bad, photo by www.eartrumpet.net
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to say, it should be like always challenging 
yourself and your views with new ideas, and 
progressing instead of treading out on the 
same paths over and over again. Sticking to 
one certain kind or style of music, and feeling 
safely at home there, sounds like a dull and 
boring perspective to me. 

Tape album on vinyl as well here 

Jan: 

Armin: No, actually we never saw those 

were about to do a European tour, and we 
were trying to help them with getting it all 
arranged, but then it never really happened 
due to various personal reasons... Too 

about mutual agreements and trusting each 

information about costs of manufacturing, 
record sales, so they happen to know as 
much as if they had a contract. And if they 
don’t believe me, they would have to sue 

me anyway even if they had a contract. 

my “knowledge of humans” is good enough 

work with. 
Jan: And that’s funny when you mentioned 
Nagold (Nagold is a small town near Stuttgart 

Armin: 

Nagold actually was one of the epicenters 

Jan:

Armin:
because we had the chance putting on gigs at 
the local youth center with a good amount of 
people being actively involved and without 
any restrictions or harassments from the 
dudes being in charge of the place. And of 
course we had the connections (due to this 

town with about 20,000 inhabitants, and 
unless you are organizing something by 

Jan:

a good scene needs to know each other and 

Armin: That’s probably the biggest 
difference to the “scenes” in big cities. 

happening there” and you get trapped in a 

things with not much a commercial potential 
yet will only happen if someone’s really 
dedicated into doing it, no matter whether 

gig we ever organized was with Toxoplasma, 
and right after that with the Canadian band 

again from university. Ute came back from 

were all those other kids being into punk 
and hardcore and hanging out at the youth 
center. Commercial promoters in cities like 

on a concert with a band from Canada whose 
records were only available as imports.

So it all started here, and if people from 

Spermbirds, etc. etc. etc., then they had to 
get their asses to tiny little Nagold. That does 
not necessarily mean that hardcore was a 
movement from the suburbs, and that shows 
in big cities were not as good—it’s just a 

doing something, no matter where you live. 

of it being that the “management” of the youth 
center got taken over by other folks who had 
different ideas about what the house should 
represent: Less punk, more mainstream, to 
cut it short. 

Jan:

along the way we’ve made a few mistakes 
(releasing records that we’re not that proud of 

realized that success is most often spelled s-

Armin: Looking back on all these years, 

weren’t really necessary or important... not 
even to me. Especially during the period 

with the release of Spermbirds’ Common
Thread and all others selling really good as 

records with friends of friends, just because 
we had the money for doing it. To name it, 

honest with myself and the band and not 
released their records. 

was the following two Spermbirds albums: 
Eating Glass and Joe. The band was our 
biggest seller ever, and there was absolutely 

that the band was kinda stagnating, and 
somehow desperately trying to copy their 

not all that bad, 

into it anymore and it really did not thrill me. 
And, at the same time, there was too much 
business-like bullshit involved in having to 
deal with a popular band like the Spermbirds. 

all that crap with big promoters, agencies, 

with having such a band on the label. So we 
ended our relationship with the Spermbirds 
for the better for us and the band. 
Jan:

Armin:

all marking different steps in the development 



of the label, there is not that one record that 

running stay on the label, and there are a few 
good
Jan: A few months ago there was the DVD 

and released their classic record Stay Where 
the Pepper Grows
to have something for you and why did you 

Armin:

hardcore,” which was really energetic and 
inspiring in the beginning, became more 
and more mellow, and close to college rock. 

thee band bringing 
back a snotty and rowdy punk-like attitude. 

statement of those days. Actually, the contact 

through a very close friend of ours and Ute 

know what kind of people they were... And 

together too well. Shortly after releasing 
the album, their singer called me up, asking 
if the record is selling well, and giving me 
his bank account number to transfer the 

a joke, but he sounded serious about it, so 

later their bass player asked me how many 

made. Seemed like they had a totally wrong 
impression of how long it takes to collect 
money from record sales—sometimes up to 

know exactly how many copies are really 
being sold by now, and since it’s too soon to 

to wait some more months. This answer was 
obviously not very much satisfying to them, 
and they made some bad remarks about me in 

it,” decided to not make any re-issues of this 

way the relationship with them was done for 

came by visiting me here, to videotape the 
interview for their DVD feature, there were 
no hard feelings anymore and, actually, it 
was pretty much fun.
Jan: 

but when they state on their homepage that they 

guy Armin only likes noisecore mixed with up 

Armin:
what about the records with the Flamingo 

described with “noisecore mixed with 
Shellac and Dischord sound”... Just because 
some of the latest releases with bands like 
Telemark and Ten Volt Shock may possibly 

not want to release any other stuff. There’s 
just no other real good bands, playing other 

artist, that you think would be really cool, 

Jan: Second: “Armin is kind of the typical 

embittered person.”
Armin:
than any other person. Fact is simply that 

happen to know a bit more just because of 

are a good amount of people being pissed 

lists—but there are lots of people who are 
enjoying those rants as well.
Jan: Even though you say you aren’t bitter, 
there’s not one band, zine, or any punk thing 
in the present tense that you aren’t directly 

Armin: For sure there are a whole lot of 

come up with a list of tons more names 

of these bands label themselves as a “punk 
thing,” or if anybody else—including you 

do care about is whether they convince me 
in one or more ways, no matter what label 

not involved in anything for getting a label 
put onto me (aka being punk). And that’s 

own ways.
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Jan:

Armin:
some of the best conversations with young 
kids when they openly admit that they have 

them some recommendations then, but it’s 

no one ever should feel afraid of talking to 
anybody for such reasons. 
Jan: You mentioned that you visited the 

an interesting visit at the Maximum Rock N 
Roll house and seeing how Tim Yohannan 

that inspired you to do the Plot
Armin:

found it to be so strange. Tim Yo came home 
every day with a bunch of records for review 
in MRR
listened to each song for a few seconds, then 
he wrapped green gummed tape around all 
three closed sides of the sleeves, and put 
the records into this huge shelf with green-
looking records. Totally bizarre and a weird 
way of reviewing records as well. 

of the Angry Samoans, and we had a lot of 

their tour, getting back to the East Coast. 

experiences; a great way of getting across 

with killer live sets every night, full of 
energy and blowing away just anyone, while 

idiots, and sucked big time. Lucky enough, 
we always had the chance to get along in the 

Jan:

Tim Yo,” and so on. 
Armin: Actually, you can probably believe 

smaller scene back then, anyway, based more 

cooperation than it is now. Just remember: it 
was all in the stages of starting and beginning 
something new, with the hard work and 
idealism of lots of individuals—and it only 
progressed in all the following years into 
something “commercial” that even average 

So, back then, it was no big deal running 

into people who are now being regarded as 

of visiting S.F. or D.C., there was always 
someone giving you the phone number of 
MRR or Dischord house, and then you stayed 

on the sleeve of their Inside My Brain record, 
asking for more copies for my mail order, 

going to the U.S., and he simply invited us 
to come and stay at his house. A truly funny 
and bizarre guy, by the way, who worked at 

got stuck in. And speaking of the Angry 
Samoans, they may not have been “real big” 
or superstars, but for sure they put out some 
of the best records in the history of hardcore 

Jan: Yeah, Angry Samoans are really 

there during that kind of pioneer time in the 

really small bands playing at someone’s 
garden parties and a little bit later you found 

these later famous bands…
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Armin:

remember too much—or anything of it—
because my friend Yogi forced me to smoke 

Jan: Plot fanzine, a 

safe to say that—which had a really huge 

it be positive or negative but always funny. 
Plot

bands like ,
, or 

with the famous attack of one of the band 
members on one of the Plot members with 

Plot is the fanzine 
our singer writes for which got him several 
death threats on the phone, some threats to 
sue him, and a serious beat down by the bass 

that they are not the stupid violent gangsters 
they thought Plot called them.”
Armin:

written by me in Plot Plot
was a collective. Various people with various 
opinions, but with the same goal: trying to offer 
a “nationwide” fanzine that’s not commercially 
oriented and focused on “big names,” but open 
and dedicated to new and good unknown bands, 

as with all things in life, the original enthusiasm 

to be more work than fun, and in the end it was 
almost only myself taking care of the thing. So 

Jan:

usually complain about how “internet killed 

narrow: you can’t blame a certain kind of 
technical progress for a decline in print zines. 

Armin:
progression and development of zines and 

simplicity, it just looks like this: no one really 
reads the stuff on the internet. You take a brief 
look, you scroll down. The internet could be 
the most democratic and accessible means 
of information the world has ever seen. And 

blogs and webzines, there are expressions 
of new ideas, discussions, and controversial 

just too much, and people tend to have a short 
attention span. Sitting in front of a computer 
screen, it’s getting even shorter. One click 
and it’s gone. Same thing happened to me 

heard of, polluting my mailbox with a mass 

reply saying “asshole.” 
Now, if this was a face-to-face 

conversation, or via the phone, we would 
have probably gone more into details... but 

if you buy and actually pay for a fanzine, 
then more or less your brain will tell you to 
read it as well then—but the internet is for 
free (well, to some part) and then you just 
click through what will seem to be instantly 
attractive to you, while other and maybe 
more interesting things will go unnoticed. 

me it seems like those stupid webzines exist 

only for the purpose of getting promos for 
free anyway. 

So the problem turns out to be that we 
have tons of kids expressing themselves 
via the internet because it does not take as 
much effort and money as doing a print zine. 
And, on the other hand, the print-market falls 
completely into the hands of those doing it 
on a more professional level, or, worst of 
all, doing it for professional reasons only 
because that means ultimately compromising 
to marketing strategies. 

A zine like OX has to sell thousands of 
copies every two months, and they need 
advertisement for each issue. Those paying 
a lot of money for their ads want to see their 
artists featured and their releases reviewed 

OX has to deal 
with this situation. The result is that there’s 
not much space left in zines like OX for 

most potent labels, instead of like a fanzine. 
And the innovation level is next to zero. 

the development of punk turning into pure 

in hand, being mutually dependent to each 
other. The cultural side effect is that those 
truly exciting new ideas and innovative forms 
of expression are being pulled back into even 
smaller tiny niches and, paradoxically, in a 
world-wide connected culture even harder to 
discover than ever before. 
Jan: Fuck, Armin, good observation at the 
end. Never heard that but it is true. Do you 
have any kind of a dream city or country 
where you want to live for a longer period. 

Armin:

mountains, the skiing, and not to forget the 
lower taxes. 
Jan:
Armin: Uhm, well, looking at some excerpts 
of the Borat movie, the brilliant Austrian TV 
show Dorfers Donnerstalk, and kids wearing 
white sweaters and baggy pants.
Jan:

Armin: There’s a Charlie Brown in Every 
One of Us.
Jan:

Armin:
of my free time watching soccer or playing 

me and not comparable.
Jan:

Armin: 

www.x-mist.de 
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Megan:

Brent:

a very, very nice man who happens to be 

crazy, nonstop, and he holds his hand way up 

do you hold your hand way up high in the 

going to land on his hand.
Mike: You say that as if it’s not true.
Dave: Actually it was a pigeon dropping that 
landed on his hand.
Bill:
was interviewed in a zine and said that he 
was cursed by a woman, which is why he 

Jamaica that he went out with and she put 
this curse on him that he’s always going to 
be running away.
Brent:
demands that a song be written about them.
Megan:
Bill:

Dave:

Megan:

Dave:
Megan: Does he magically appear on the 

Brent:

and he gobbles them up.
Bill:
buying vitamins.
Dave:

Bill:
too, man….
Dave:
Megan:
metric buttload of rock and a mosaic of 

Brent:

Bill: One was created by these guys and one 
was created by the Ozarks.
Brent:

buttload is ten super assloads.
Dave:
Ask a Canadian, that’s our answer.
Megan:

since you’ve been together for more than 

Brent:
have a show…
Mike:
band, and you get real gigs.
Brent:
catastrophe. There was a very, very bad 

didn’t recognize him.
Megan:
Brent:
had been stung by twenty bees. 
Megan:

Dave: Just the impact.
Bill:

like, “She won.”
Brent:
Dave:
Brent: After that, life just started separating 

wound up getting the chance to go out of 
state again till now.
Bill:
Brent:
Megan:

Bill: Yeah, the timing was really bad for me 
to get put on probation and not be able to go 
to Europe because we had just talked our 
friend into giving us three grand to put out 
the album and go on tour in Europe, but by 

go to Europe to make it up to him.
Megan:
Bill:
Megan:
Dave:
a-half year-old and a six-and-a-half year-old.
Megan:
not just in scheduling, but when you realize 
that they’re going to start understanding the 

Dave:

Radon has been the soundtrack to some of the best nights of 

my life. It’s never been planned out that way, but it’s not exactly 

arbitrary either. They complement late-night talks over beers, 

roadtrip mixtapes, or dudes on, shirts off  fests.

They have a certain wisdom that would make sense after 

more than fi fteen years together, but it’s been there all along. 

They understand that there’s a balance in life, and that balance 

is evident in everything they’ve recorded.

The night of the interview this balance manifested itself in 

the seamless transition between talking politics outside the 

show to trying to play around toppling men sliding down the 

half pipe which was being used as a stage, and ending up with 

dancing (not in the moonlight) to Thin Lizzy.

They’ve survived hurricanes, lightning storms, and 

parenthood.

They’re Radon, and they’re not science fi ction.



ago, was saying some crazy stuff in the back of 

saying, “a little lie, a little lie, a little, little lie.”
Bill:
Dave:
going to pull it out against me and shove it right 

Megan:
Dave:

Brent:
Bill: There’s no way he could go against them. 

didn’t play your music and write songs now. 

you know….” 
Dave:
playing some really dark metal.
Bill:

back seat of the ca,” and then play it for him; 
he’s going to think that’s the coolest thing in 
the world.
Megan: Unless he wants royalties.
Bill: You’d better get him to sign a waiver now.
Brent: Dave’s son is best friends with the son 

Dave: Cindy.
Brent:
Dave: They’re going to start a band and it’s going 

So, they’ve got a band.
Mike:
Dave: No, she lives in Chattanooga; we drive 

band, buddy.
Megan:

Brent:
better together now as a team than we ever did 
when we lived in the same town.
Bill:
show, then we know we’re going to pay those 
expenses, then we can do it.
Mike:
twenty-four hours or so.
Dave:
didn’t hear it until we were in the studio, it was 

pulled that one off. 
Brent:
can record parts of a song at home and mail it 
to one another.
Bill:

have the song.
Brent:
where we want him to be, and he always does 
more than we expect.
Bill:
the same thing, but there’s a lot more arranging. 

Brent: One day, we’ll be in the same room and 
write a song together.
Megan:
for Metric
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Brent:
started writing the songs before we 

in advance.
Bill:
in April, and by June, my birthday, 

Dave: Fest was a huge inspiration.
Brent: The closer it got to having 

to work the songs out.
Megan:

Brent: The last time we’d recorded 

So, it had been ten years.
Dave:
Brent:

Mike:
Megan:
with that timeframe—not that you 
don’t hear a similar sound now—of 

Brent:

Bill:

Megan: A lot of the things that were 

Bill:
Megan:

looking at ten or twelve years down 
the road, how do you go into the 

still sound that way now, so it still 

like then, but now we should sound 

Brent:
music that inspires me the most 

anything else.

Mike:
really actually think about what it 
sounds like.
Bill: You just are what you are and 
that’s how you’ve been writing since 
you’ve been writing. You just do what 
you do.
Brent: Until you realize it sucks and 

Dave:
of the songs we write.
Megan:

doesn’t change throughout the entire 
course of their career, no matter how 

Brent:
Megan:
what’s going on now. Obviously, 
they’re aiming for a radio audience.
Mike:
Bill:
million dollars to record, there’s 
some things that we’d change.
Brent: A lot of things.
Megan:
Mike: You wouldn’t have to go to 
work during the day.
Brent:
see they’ve got all of these ideas in 
their heads that they would love to 

they do have the time to.
Megan:
Bill:
make hundreds of dollars of years. 

of dollars.
Mike:
Megan:
Mike:

heard of Thunder from Down Under. 

Brent:
Mike:
Brent: You’re a private investigator.
Megan:
Dave:

really cool battery research company, 
in the marketing department, not in 



the engineering part of it. That ended recently. 

Megan:
Dave: Spreadsheet work and staff stuff. 

Bill:
Dave: Channel manager.
Megan:
Dave:

couple songs.
Brent:
Dave:
brain was very satisfying for some reason. 

work with.
Brent:
punk rock and to stay young.
Mike:
you mean about work.
Brent:
Mike:
your coworkers.
Brent:
my job. Oh yeah, her picture is on the CD 

Megan:
young, in the Coffeebreath interview you 

the 2001 T-shirt design, and you brought up 
Logan’s Run

there’s a Logan’s Run for punk rock. Once 
you turn thirty, you have to voluntarily leave 
or they’re going to come and get you. 
Dave:
Megan:
you feel about age playing a role, not only in 

Brent: really
into punk—it kind of shaped my whole 

in the world to know what was right and what 

between punk and mainstream society. As 

Megan: One thing that’s happening in L.A. 
right now that’s pretty cool is that there’s a 
huge variety of people. 
Mike:
Megan:
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too. There’s people who haven’t been going 

amazing to see.
Mike:
old dude talking to a seventeen year old kid, 
and totally understand him, and they think 
about the same things.
Megan: And another thing is that a lot of 
people, now that they are older, are getting 
their shit together and doing things like 

Dave:

fogies at shows.
Megan:
Dave:
type of realtor. She probably lives in a nice 

Brent:
Megan:

Atlanta, and he did this art thing.
Dave:
Megan:
performance art.
Dave:

paper, and in his picture—he’s in drag—

Miami Herald
Megan:
was in drag, and it was taken from pretty 
far away.
Brent:
Dave:
does as a performer.
Brent: Now you’re talking about yourself in 

Megan: Did you lose your record collection 

Brent:
Megan:

Brent:
Destroy Babylon.
Dave:
Saints record to me, too.
Brent:

really rare.
Megan:

Brent:

Dave:

Megan:

Brent:
the hurricane. Then, when it was all said and 

Megan: Ouch.
Brent: Angelic Upstarts, that’s another one.
Bill:

Megan: You originally wanted to be two 

Brent: That was Dave’s idea.
Megan:
Brent:
Dave:
now we’re tortured by bass sounds always.
Brent:

with a couple of different guys and it wasn’t 

Mike: Last night.
Brent: At Fest we decided we wanted to ask 

Mike:

Bill:

Brent:
who was a good fit both musically and 
personality-wise.
Bill:
Brent: Since Chattanooga.
Mike:
Bill:

play guitar.”
Dave:
records, every record we’ve got.
Bill:

That was it.
Brent:
man can rock.
Mike:
Brent: You were six years-old, dude.
Bill:
the same high school.
Brent:
Bill:
Brent:
Bill:
Brent:

Megan:

Bill:
Megan:
Bill:

and though, “Oh, you’re not supposed to that 

was watching a movie that was shaking, and 

Megan:
Bill:

a movie had skipped a frame. The car was 

smelled smoke, and looked right above me.
Dave: That was your pubes.
Bill: The lightning came out of my cock, 

catch the next bus, but my roommate’s like, 

Brent:
diving right now.
Dave:
dumpstering doughnuts behind the doughnut 
shop.” This is real.
Megan: On Metric, you have a soundbite of 

went into the classroom. Do you know if 

Brent: The footage was taken by a City of 
New York public works crew. There’s no 
way he could have seen it at that time. The 
thing about that soundbite that is even more 

was briefed for weeks and weeks about a 
pending terrorist attack using planes as a 
weapon, and after learning that a plane hit the 
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that’s one horrible pilot.” The guy’s lying 
about many, many things about that event. 
And to think that it was a pilot that goofed 
after being briefed for months about Al Queda 
and planes as a weapon. There’s just a lot of 
things that they’re not being straight with the 
American people about. One of the worst 
jokes in history, too. Unbelievably bad.
Dave:
Brent:
Megan:
immigration policy, phosphate mining in 
Florida, American foreign policy, but you 

penised lover, holding your penis at night…
why do you think it’s important to have both 

Brent:

protest music about things that move you, 
but it’s also important to not take yourself 
too seriously.
Megan:
Dave: That’s bullshit.
Megan:
Dave: Taking acid helps to write those.
Brent:

personal politics—some of them were just 

Mike:
person, you’re going to laugh at the stupid shit.
Dave: And if it’s the same thing, it all starts 
to become one…
Mike: You start to not respect them because 
it’s obviously not them. You can tell with these 
guys when they write a song, it’s just them. 
They can write a song that’s serious as hell or 
emotional as hell or about a four-inch penis.
Dave:

Megan: You also have some really lyrical 
lyrics. “A line goes up from your cigarette. 

pretty poetic.
Brent:

Megan:
Dave:
Megan:
when it’s pretty normal language surrounding 
it, but then you have that, it pops out—but 
it’s not.
Brent:
Spring, then two verses of whatever the hell 

Mike:
Brent:
Megan:

Brent:

wrote a song about. 
Dave:
obsessed with politics.
Brent:
Mike:
Megan:
Brent: Can you even name something you’re 

Dave:
Mike:
depressive disorder.
Megan:
Mike:
Megan:
Mike: A bit of a roller coaster.



never aspired to be a writer nor do I consider myself one. Nevertheless, 
by about my junior year of college I started getting stuff published in 
magazines.  All my initial pieces were on rock’n’roll music. Again, there was 
no epiphany—no light ever dawned on me to write record reviews. What 

motivated me to sit down in front of the computer was passion. My love of music 
was so strong that I was able to set aside personal fears of appearing stupid, of 
asking banal questions, of having a mediocre (at best) hold on grammar. I needed 

get the musicians I loved the recognition they deserved. 

was (and still am) convinced his band was the greatest group to come out of Los 

I had done my part. 
Now you may be asking yourself what the preceding paragraphs have in common with 

Razorcake—for all intents and 
purposes—a rock rag. (When I asked my Dad if he wanted to do this interview he had a similar 
question.) Well, a lot. Music has always been a means of expression. It’s ever-present in all 

cultures, taking shape in a myriad of forms—from 
throat singing in Tuva to morose roots-punk rock’n’roll 

son of a Vietnam veteran, I associated certain music 
with the war—Jefferson Airplane in my youthful mind 
was a product of Vietnam. Looking back at the ‘60s, 

(and vice versa); rock’n’roll and soul music were 
outlets for growing concerns over what was happing in 

(and early ‘70s) adopted the different perspectives of 
the oppressed—from the American lower class called 

Vietnamese civilians demanding self-determination. 

made a career out of singing protest songs against the 

brilliant The Fugs, did much the same.

has to music, another reason (the major one) why I 
wrote this piece is because I feel passionately about 
Vietnam—and what’s currently going on in Iraq 
(unlike a lot of things, enough to write about it). 
The connections are there—it’s the same song, just 
a different day, with hubris being paid for in lives. 

situation, I felt compelled to capture his thoughts on a 

of others, that destroyed two countries (Vietnam and 

Vietnam-like situation every day, it’s an important time 
to take stock in past lessons—and brace ourselves for 
what’s to come. 

I



Ryan: 
Mike:
(The San Fernando Valley, commonly 
referred to as “The Valley,” is located just 
north of Los Angeles.)
Ryan: And what year did you graduate 

Mike:
Ryan: 

You worked with a guy who was in the 

drafted. Tell me about him.
Mike:

just talked about it with guys who had been 

in some really bad battles where they had 

much about it.
Ryan: 
Mike:

what was happening in Vietnam.
Ryan: 
started working at the cabinet shop right 
before you were drafted. Tell me about the 
boss hiring you.
Mike:

ad for a cabinet shop and they were hiring a 
lot of people—but they weren’t hiring me. So 

owner came out and looked at me and said: 

men—as well as college students—were 
usually deferred from service). They called 
me two days later and they said, “Come on 

Ryan: 

Mike:
Ryan: And how much did you know about 

Mike: Actually didn’t know much at all; 
didn’t watch too much about it on TV. Just 
knew people were getting drafted. 
Ryan: 
did boot camp.
Mike:

Louisiana which was another eight weeks. 

than Vietnam. Entirely scarier.
Ryan: Tell me about that. Did you notice 

Mike:
racial tension down there was unbelievable. 
A lot of blacks, but blacks from Chicago. 

Chicago; leader Jeff Fort insists they were an 
“organization”.) Their track record is dubious. 

program’s rogues who undertook numerous 
heinous crimes which were later 
attributed to groups like the 

and leftist organizations. (The 

exposed in Daniel Ellsberg’s 
publication of the Pentagon 
Papers.) Even the black guys in 

there with me—he and a black guy 

scratches all over his face.  
Ryan: 

Mike:

This is where somebody has to be awake 
constantly, watching the barracks. They’ll 
walk the barracks, pull an hour, and then 
wake someone up. This was in case there 

of there. And on this one particular night 

there were these two black guys who wanted 
to pull watch together. They went over and 
shook the platoon leader—woke him up—
and when he raised his head they beat the 
shit out of him. 
Ryan: Digressing back a bit, tell me how you 
felt when you received your draft notice in 
the mail.
Mike:

Ryan: Yeah, because the draft deferment was 
still going on then.
Mike:

happens.” Everything was an awakening. 
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Ord and this sergeant jumps on our bus and 

was a culture shock: being ordered around, 
being told to shut up; you can’t look at the 

wasn’t prepared for it.  
Ryan: You were in boot camp—you started 

Mike:
Ryan: A few historians (Noam Chomsky, 

very depressed. You could tell they were 
different from the people who hadn’t been 
to Vietnam. The drill sergeants, they hadn’t 
been to Vietnam. The lifers (career military 
men) were above the drill sergeants. These 
guys here, the two who trained us who had 
been to Vietnam, they were just sorry. They 
had the life sucked out of them. 
Ryan: Did you notice that right then and 

Mike: No, right then and there. They just 
weren’t happy people. They were morose and 

Ryan: You told me about this before, about 

they make you learn stuff—second-nature 
reactions—that wasn’t part of your nature 
before. And obviously obeying orders.
Mike: Yeah, it’s like a boxer. A boxer trains, 
hitting and ducking, until it’s just like nature. 

they do in the service. They want to break 

problems with anyone. And when we got to 
Lake Charles we went to a country-western 
bar. And that was cool, but nobody wanted 
anything to do with us because they knew 
we were soldiers; we had our hair cut all 
short. So the next morning we went out to do 
something and the only place open was J.C. 

Ryan: 
unconstitutional by that time, too. 
Mike:

the Twilight Zone

when the Tet Offensive occurred—with North 
Vietnamese forces even taking over the U.S. 
embassy for a few hours—it really changed 
the war; it was a rude awakening. That really 
galvanized a lot of the protests and the way 
the war was covered by journalists—seeing 
as all they had to do was stick their cameras 

Mike:

Actually, it was just getting through boot 
camp, just getting though every day, dealing 

morning, literally running through the mess 
hall. You had to gobble your food and get 
out or they screamed at you. You could only 
have one glass of milk. You took what they 

your tray up and ran out to your barracks. 

were constantly tired. You didn’t get news, 
you didn’t know anything. The only thing 

sergeants who came back (from Vietnam) 
who were training us at boot camp. And 
all they told us was that, “You’d better get 

you down so you lose your individuality. 

have short hair, they want it to grow out to a 
certain length. Anything to break you down 
from your individuality so you become a 

individuals wanting to do their own thing—
one guy thinking he’s better than another—
it’s chaos. Like the night we got ambushed, 

that was in front of me with my machine gun, 
even though there was nothing there, that’s 

is anything out there. And that’s what they 

straight forward….
Ryan: Did you notice a difference between 

Mike:
kids doing our thing. Everyone was pretty 
much the same thing. 
Ryan: 
Mike: Nope. No real difference.
Ryan: 
experienced a time in the South that was just 
fraught with turmoil. 
Mike:
day pass to go to Lake Charles. And being 

Ryan: 

Mike: Yeah, getting from Fort Ord to Fort 

it was all the craters in the jungles. 
Ryan: From all the extensive bombing.
Mike: Yeah. You could see the jungle—the 
mountains with jungle—with just huge, huge 

had been cut. Like you’ll have these dense 
areas of pine trees and then, all of a sudden, 
acres of nothing from where they stripped the 

You could see just these huge craters from 

they’d pull all of us out of the area for one 
hundred miles, which seems like a lot now; it 

were heavy duty. 
Ryan: Yeah, that’s the thing people don’t 

before the real massive bombing strikes on 
Vietnam occurred. 



You were just over there to stay alive. You 

Ryan: 

Mike: No, we didn’t get weapons until we 

nd Airborne. Then they 
take you to another camp where they tell you 

get a bunch of hard asses on you, crawling out 

you up in the middle of the night, telling you 
you’ve got incoming rounds, to get into these 
bunkers, and they’re full of water up to your 
neck. Just to harass you. Just to keep you on 
edge. They were trying to get you used to not 

anything that comes up and that’s what they 

spend in Vietnam. 
Then after that week, they shipped me 

nd Airborne. They took me to 

st Airborne was and 

Lost a lot of people in the 101st. The North 
Vietnamese took it over; just had hell getting 

roads and stuff for trucks to go through. And 

canopy jungle (a dense covering of jungle so 
thick no sunlight is visible). That was really 
an experience. Down in South Vietnam 
we’d go into combat assaults with thirty 
helicopters and gunships laying out smoke 

time because it was such dense jungle. That 

re-supplied with water. A huge chopper was 
lowering a large Lister bag (a large, canvas-
covered bag which contains tens of gallons 

Mike: Oh yeah. 
Ryan: There were twice as many bombs 
dropped on Vietnam than on Europe during 

Mike:
Ryan: 

Mike:

they take you to a place to indoctrinate you: 
get you used to the weather and being out in 

was my dress (formal uniform), which was 
very uncomfortable. This colonel felt sorry 
for me, gave me a few of his fatigues. They 

nd

airborne, but they put me in an airborne 

nd Airborne—the real airborne—

there, there really weren’t any airborne 
personnel left—real airborne who jumped 
out of planes and stuff.
Ryan: Did you think they did that to reduce 

Mike:
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water for a day and a half. And that was 
really a hardship: humping the boonies with 
no water. The hills were so steep you’d take 
two steps forward and slide back one. 
Ryan: 
machine gun, you weren’t looking forward 
to it. 
Mike:

don’t want to carry that gun.” And they 

Ryan: 
ago that said eleven percent of all injuries 
and fatalities to U.S. Soldiers in Vietnam 

the monotony of 
walking got old fast, 
but just walking 
around in the jungle 
seemed scary as 
hell. To me, when 
an ambush occurs, 
at least you know 
something is 
happening: there’s 

traps, as an 
outsider looking 
in, seemed the 
scariest part of 
Vietnam. And 

personally ran 
into some.
Mike: Yeah, 

the A Shau, we 
were walking 

gunner, who was in front of me, tripped a 

it on tight, and it pulled the blasting cap out 
and not the pin. That would have killed three 

attention to that stuff because you had sixty-

and ammunition. So you basically said, 

want to lose any body parts. So if it’s gonna 
happen, let it happen big time or not at all.” 

had an ambush going, you couldn’t see them. 
The bunkers were so well hidden. And so you 
just did your thing. 
Ryan: Although it was a guerilla war, you 
rarely saw the “real” guerillas, i.e., the people 
you couldn’t even differentiate as soldiers to 
begin with. 
Mike:

rockets. Usually, it was an ambush where the 

(NVA) were gone. Or you took mortars; you 
never knew where they came from. You’d 

was coming from. 

Ryan: That seemed to be the major reason why 

Mike:
by the Cambodian border and we walked 
into this village. And we took some small 

six, eight napalm bombs which were scary 

Cobra gunship was called in and he strafed 

And so then after all of that we went back 
into the village and this mama-san came 
out crying and held her baby in her arms 
and handed us the baby. She couldn’t hear 

was go underground and hardly anything 
would touch them.
Ryan: Those intricate underground networks.
Mike: Oh yeah. They were very 
innovative—and courageous. 
Ryan: And what really comes through 
was the lopsidedness of the war in terms 
of technology and determination. And just 
how far will power will go.
Mike:

met anyone who was there thinking they 
were there to win the war. Or was proud of 

know what was going on most of the time. 

going on a combat assault for thirty days in a 

the A Shau Valley. Not 

knew what it was

kind of knew where we were then. 
Ryan: You were missing the galvanizing 

a real enemy.
Mike:

they were. You’d hear stories about kids 
selling you sodas and they’re the ones setting 

acted the same. 
Ryan: Did you ever at any time—and not 

incident where someone in South Vietnam 

Mike: Oh, absolutely not. They did not like 
us there. 
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Ryan: 
Mike: No. Never. No. They didn’t like us. 

were so rural it wasn’t even like we talked 
about the war. You’d walk into the villages. 

grooming her son and picking and eating 

“No way.” And he said, “Yep. Absolutely.” 

didn’t speak English. You just knew a couple 

Saigon, they were very vocal that they didn’t 
like us and they didn’t like the war. And you 

They were subservient. They were less than 
us. And they treated them like that.
Ryan: You or some other Vietnam vet 

whatever racism groups might have held 
toward each other fell by the wayside.” 
Mike:

shared water, drank out of the same canteens. 

base camp, where we had some security, 
then there would be a breakdown in ethnic 
groups. Some animosities were shown. Not 
all felt that way. Just certain people felt that 

time and get out.”
Ryan: 
whenever you watch Vietnam movies—and 

grenade or other weapon, i.e. murdering a 
member of one’s own army. There are at least 
230 known cases of fragging which occurred 
in Vietnam amongst U.S. troops, according 

superiors commanded soldiers to perform 
unpopular actions—with the likely result of 
high casualties.)

Ryan: 

Lai massacre, and he said that it wasn’t an 
isolated event, which is sort of obvious. 

of the few reported, although the extent 

seems like music was very big. 
Mike:

binding. Everybody listened to music. Not 

Ryan: 

Mike: There was one by the Turtles—“Eleanor.” 

Ryan: 
Mike: “Love Child.” That was huge. 
Ryan: 
Mike:
takes you back. Steppenwolf was big, too. 
Ryan: Did you ever experience something 

(Fragging occurred when a soldier killed a 

Mike:

knowing they were stupid. Then we had 
some really good ones. The ones you had that 
were good—Lieutenant Dean—everyone 

Not even close.
Ryan: Yeah, not the actual event of throwing a 
grenade in their tent, but you wished you could.
Mike:
lieutenants and staff sergeants. And it was 

Ryan: Can you explain from your 
experiences what war does to people in terms 

Mike:

out of them. Anyone who says there wasn’t 

beat to a pulp to where their faces weren’t 

goes back to what you were saying earlier 
about the Vietnamese being viewed as 
fourth-class citizens. 
Mike:

them hurting you. You start to see people 
killed, start to see people mutilated. And then 
your mindset changes and all you want to do 
is kill them, mutilate them. You want to be 
up at all times. You don’t want to be down. 

known, who’ve had different jobs, and one 
marine told me that after a big, bloody battle 

And he told me that he would see nails in 
the eyes of the radio operators. Number one: 

hated lieutenants and captains because they 
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were leaders. Number two on their list were 
the radio operators because they would call 
in the air strikes. Number three were the 

would usually mutilate those people if they 
had time. So he said they would see nails in 

Ryan: 

that, there was killing and obvious heavy 
persecution—Star of David arm bands, 
closing of shops, segregation, concentration 
camps—but it took a whole different form 
in genocide once the SS started getting 

predict what happens in war, and although 
it was obvious something very horrible was 

greatest killing machine the world has 

what happens to a human being, and even 
a country—even a well-developed one like 

unpredictability of it. 

Mike:
crossing the line—people’s moralities 
disappear. Like in that movie Platoon; it 
becomes okay to rape eight-year old girls. 
And, uh, it’s okay to kill somebody. To cut 

person over there that, prior to coming there, 
was okay with that.
Ryan: They would have been in prison. 
Mike:
seeing these things, it was okay. You were 
able to get back. 
Ryan: Something struck me when you look 
back on the wars of the twentieth century. 

th

are looked back on fondly. You don’t get 
many—if any—video games on Vietnam. 
And the movies about Vietnam, they’re grim. 

really grim moments, but there is always some 
sort of happy closure, some sort of happy 
ending. And the thing you don’t realize is 

huge—just as great as the rate among Vietnam 
vets. And there were a lot of draft dodgers in 

is a lot of those vets were really messed up. No 
war is clean. Some people don’t realize that. 
At least that’s what it seems like growing up 





in a war, you can’t rebuild what you’ve lost. 
You can’t come back. 
Mike:

They’ll lie, steal, and whore. They have 
different laws for themselves. Once you see 
that, you realize that we were over there for 
no good reason. 
Ryan: 
send a bunch of guys over to Vietnam and 
then you commit burglary.
Mike: That’s what ruined it for me. 
Ryan: 
Mike:

our way of thinking, our “democracy,” on 
another nation that probably wouldn’t have 

the United States, we wouldn’t take kindly to 

was just crap…. Everything was propaganda. 
Stars and Stripes (military newspaper). 
Ryan: 

Mike:
shame as a veteran. That we lost. That’s all 

part of the United States losing the war. A 
tremendous amount of shame that’s still with 
me to today. 
Ryan: 
guess not real wars seeing as Congress 
never declares them—that the U.S. has been 
involved in since Vietnam: Desert Storm and 
the one we are in now. Also, seeing as you’re 

your retrospection of events and when is a 

Mike:

were some sort of unbreakable superpower 
with weapons we didn’t have in Vietnam. 

totally smacks of 
Vietnam. They don’t know who the enemy is. 

papers, in the world, while the enemy uses 
people as shields, destroys innocent civilians 
for nothing more than the horror of war, 
basically stating that we could bring this to 
your streets, your home. They behead people. 

can ever be won again. Unless you’re totally 

held to a higher morality, you can never 
beat an enemy that receives food, clothing, 
and weapons from the people and is willing 

couldn’t beat them. They’ll go underground. 
They’ll die. They don’t care.
Ryan: The French in Algeria and Vietnam. 
Colonialism, imperialism is dead.
Mike: Yeah. As long as people will supply 

understand why the United States with all 

the billions of dollars we have for alternative 

the corporations who control things. Dictate 
prices and create false shortages. 
Ryan: 
Mike: Yeah, exactly. 

highly recommend the following books:

Manufacturing Consent by Noam Chomsky
A People’s History of the United States

A Bright Shining Lie: John Paul Vann and 
America in Vietnam by Neil Sheehan
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Amy Adoyzie
Engrish Questions from Students 

say vegetarian
no and no.)

• Your teeth are very white. 

(They didn’t know the word for 
toothpaste. That might be the root 
of their problem.)

couldn’t pay me to Mary Kay 
Letourneau this shit.)

different between you and the 

also not “really U.S. people.”)

Aphid Peewit

Essential
Vonnegut Interviews CD 
• American Hardcore (DVD) 
• Career Suicide, Attempted
Suicide CD 

Live CBGB 1982 (DVD)

Ben Snakepit

two CDs, they both rule.)

 CD

Buttertooth
1. The Weather 
Underground

U.S. interests in protest of Vietnam 

Bela Lugosi 12”

3. Swing Ding Amigos, Mongolita
Chronicles

Escape from 
Mount Island CD. A San Diego 

Chris Pepus
Top Five Kung Fu Films
1. Master of the Flying Guillotine
2. 36th Chamber of Shaolin
3. Chinese Boxer

Enter the Dragon
5. Avenging Warriors of Shaolin

Chris Prorock

Artists in a Time of War CD
Choreographed 

Man of War

Hand
Clappin’ Foot Stompin’ Funky 
Butt… Live!

Daryl Gussin

Together At Last,

• Career Suicide, 
Attempted Suicide

Union Pool 

Dave Disorder
Top Five Things From the Movie, 
Idiocracy, That Will Eventually 
Become Reality
1. Ow! My Balls! will be the #1 
show in America.
2. Americans will eat butter straight 
from a tub with a hose attached.

Channel will merge as one network.

time Smackdown! champion and 
former super pornstar.
5. Fuddruckers will eventually 
change the name of the restaurant 

mentions go to: a sports drink 
will be universally substituted 
for water. Carl’s Jr. will adopt 

eating.” The phone company will 
have merged with several media 
companies, the U.S. government 
and, of course, Carl’s Jr. Costco 
will house one of the nation’s top 

Starbucks will take on a totally 
different meaning. You’ll see.)

Designated Dale
Top Five Ramones Songs Used 
As a Soundtrack When Art “Air” 
Fuentes Leads a Wide Path of 
Destruction Through Your Home

3. “Endless Vacation”

Jason Donnerparty

www.kexp.org.)
3. Seeing the DTs at 
Fantagraphics Comics (Live)

Jenny Moncayo

a swarm of bike cops, hitting a cop 
who jumped off his bike to save his 
life, and my grandma explaining 
that it was his fault because he was 
taking too long to cross the street. 

lecture at CSUN.

Jim Ruland

Club in SD.
3. Dark Time at the Tower 

5. The Road (novel) 

Jimmy Alvarado
The Faboo Five
• Circle One. ‘Nuff said. (Thanks 

Feast of 
Shame
fast’n’fucked up.

(song): Two minutes, three lines, 
two notes, too fucking catchy.

Sucks boys at a recent rehearsal. 

made an appearance. Yes, they’re 
all still fugly bastards.

business: sleep for a week straight.

Julia Smut

2. Narcoleptic drifters, and the 
havoc they wreak.
3. Scrapbook pages about 

approaching.

Kat Jetson
L 

Word

Pieces of the 
People We Love
3. Vinyl records. Yes, in general. 
(Sell your CDs now, kids, 
‘cause they’ll be worth less than 
cassingles in about a week.)

sounds especially mind-bending 
on headphones.

Keith Rosson
1. Town Smokes

3. Daitro, Laisser Vivre Les 
Squelettes

Manual CD
5. The Things They Carried by 

Kiyoshi

1. Astro Boy
2. Samurai Executioner
3. Phoenix

Johnny Nemo
5. Hopping Mad

Kurt Morris
1. Slayer, God Hates Us All CD
2. Osker, Idle Will Kill CD
3. Cursive, The Ugly Organ CD

The Philosophy of Velocity CD
5. Welcome to Flavor Country
#10 and #11 (zine)

TOP FIVES
RAZORCAKE STAFF

“Are you a virgin? (She meant to say vegetarian.)”



Maddy Tight Pants
1. Pan’s Labyrinth

Unreleased 
Cutz and Live Jamz 1994-2002 CD

A History of Rats CD
Ella Baker and the Black Freedom 

Movement

Maynard
Top Five Albums I Enjoyed While 
Printing Gig Posters This Week

Ramones
2. Daughters, Hell Songs

Leviathan
Flight of 

the Mallard
Altar

Mike Frame
West CD

History of Rats CD
3. Lifetime, Self-titled CD

Munki Brain CD
5. AC/DC Maximum
Rock & Roll (book)

Miss Namella J. Kim
Very Random Top Five

Cops” video—Yes, as seen in 

Show. Nothing says art rock 
more than two poorly animated 
crabs singing and rocking out. 

• The Stooges, The Weirdness
CD—The Abrahams of punk rock 

• The Automatic, Not Accepted 
Anywhere
offering of politically conscious pop 
hook-laden postpunk soundscapes.  

Young 
Folks
pop that’s reminiscent of The 

you had a boyfriend and a very 
long scarf under the umbrella of 
shadow-stained tree.

Jealousy—just because…

Mitch Clem
Five Albums I’ve Listened to at 
Work At Least Once a Day for the 
Past Two Plus Weeks
1. Fleshies, 
Kill the Dreamer’s Dream 
2. Archers Of Loaf, Icky Mettle

A Call to Arms

Dirty Sanchez
Paradise

MP Johnson
• Christina Aguilera and the 

Echoes of the Past CD
• Easy Action, 
Friends of Rock and Roll CD
• Grindhouse (movie)

Mr. Z
Current Top Five Pizza Toppings
1. Artichoke hearts
2. Veggie sausage or veggie 
ground beef

5. Freshly diced tomatoes (yuck 

Nardwuar The Human Serviette
1. The Sonics, Busy Body Live in 
Tacoma 1964 CD

lecture, Empire Theatre, 

3. Equalizing Distort

The Book Of Lists 
5. Various Artists,
Killed by Canada CD

Newtim
Reissue

J’aime Les Filles
3. First Alert, 
Thrills and Spills of 48 Hour.

Destroy Me I’m Yours

After School Rendezvous

Psychobilly Rob
1. Corpse Show Creeps, 
Black Blood Call

The Itch
3. Necromantix, 
Life Is a Grave,& I Dig It!

Singers, Heavens Journey

Rev. Norb
1. Queers, Munki Brain CD
2. Tearjerkers, 
Bad Mood Rising CD

You’re the Only Girl
Never Mind the 

Bollocks Here’s the Sex Pistols CD
5. Various Artists, Trojan Mod 
Reggae Box Set 3 x CD

Rhythm Chicken

Cemetary Trails CD
2. Stressface,
Oh...You’re Welcome CD
3. Confessions of a 
Dangerous Mind (movie)

A Prairie Home 
Companion (movie)
5. The Tim Version and Nervous 
Dogs live at the Atlantic

Ryan Leach

out some of your brew, homies.
2. Don DeLillo for ruling the 
novel format. 

building on the promise of the 
Velvet’s White Light/White Heat.

5. Razorcake for not sucking like 
every other Los Angeles-based 
rag, the latter chock-full of fools 
eager to suck the tit of paying 

these fucks in a fruitless effort to 
duplicate Arthur’s “hipness” (i.e. 
is it cool to cover the Demon’s 

You know who you are. And by 
the way, that’s your conscious 
eating you up, not the side-effect 
of some controlled substance.

Sarah Shay
Myths & 

Imaginary Magicians CD 
2. The Loved Ones, 
Keep Your Heart CD
3. Steel Tigers Of Death, 
Cockpuncher

Viridian CD
5. Songs in ¾

Sean Koepenick
Top Five Naked Raygun Bootlegs 
I’m Enjoying—Courtesy of 
Sir Lewdd!

th Street Entry, 

5. Eagle’s Club, 

Speedway Randy
Top Five DVDs on Repeat
1. Borat
2. Half-Nelson
3. Penn & Teller: Bullshit

 Lunacy
5. Overlord

Steve Larder
1. Neurosis, 
A Sun That Never Sets

3. Set Fire To Flames, 
Sings Reign Rebuilder

The Great Depression
5. Dystopia, The Aftermath

Stevo

“The Swimming Song”

We Were Dead... CD
3. Arcade Fire, Neon Bible CD

LOST....it’s good again (TV)
5. Jawbreaker, Dear You

Susan Chung
Top Five Songs

Todd Taylor
Blood Visions

sides of their respective splits. Tie.)
Bon Apetit! 

In the Monotone 
b/w Last Touch

It’s Not Right 
But It’s Okay b/w Bag O’Money, 
Only Friends

Travis T.
• The Trashies, What Makes a 
Man Get Trashed
• The Walking Dead, comic book
• Dork #11, comic book

night no less.

Ty Stranglehold
Top Five Bands to Screenprint to 
(This Month)

2. The Zeros
3. SNFU

5. Smogtown

Uri G.

busy busy...

Tube Lead 50

Seven Churches CD
Budgie album
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AKIMBO: Harshing Your Mellow: CD
(This is a reissue of their 2001 release 

compare them to probably weren’t 
even around when it was released, 

can do is use them for comparisons.) 

insane release here. They take the 
off-the-charts, super-charged guitar 

and mix it with the experimental 
“modern” hardcore of bands like 
Lickgoldensky. This album is 
consistently menacing, chaotic, and 

fan of the band and its music, this re-
mastered reissue comes with all new 
artwork and a cover of the Screamers’ 
“Vertigo,” which is really good and 
doesn’t compromise the band’s sound 

–Daryl (Alternative Tentacles)

AMERICAN CHEESEBURGER: 
Self-titled: 7”
Decent thrash to get you through 
your day. The mama bear in me 
wants to make a pot of tea with 
honey and lemon for the singer, 

ANDREW DOUGLAS ROTHBARD:
Abandoned Meander: CD-R
This guy used to play in The Slaves, 

saw The Slaves at a house party back 

ruled. They played spaced-out noise 

think they were even playing in the 
kitchen but my memory might be a 
little foggy. All that said, this is the 
noisy, space part of the band. The 
vocals and mix of acoustic guitar 

guy’s brain is partially composed of 

write this record while studying the 

one night. This could be on the movie 
Felix the Cat, when he is getting 
totally baked in the bath tub and 

www.smoochrecords.com)

ANGEL SLUTS / THE SIX STRING 
JET: Split: 7” EP
Six String Jets: Loud, overdriven, and 
full of swagger. Angel Sluts: Their 
side isn’t as sonically overbearing as 

ANTI JUSTICE / CHINESE 
TELEPHONES: Split 7”

all the theories that the Japanese 
live longer because of their diet. 

credit to any U.S. band singing 

singing along giddy as all heck 
every time that line comes on. 

ways. Chinese Telephones: Justin 
Telephone can write a damn good 
song. Catchy enough to stay in 
my head for days and interesting 
enough to not have the same song 
in my head for days annoy me in 
the least. These two tracks just 
add to my already well-established 

APPALACHIAN TERROR UNIT: 
Armageddon Won’t Be Brought by 
Gods: 7” EP
Anarcho-hardcore with the now-

conscious of man’s effect on the 
planet, understanding the evils of the 
monetary system, and how fucked 
war is. These are serious topics and 
really should be at the forefront of 

have a real hard time taking seriously 
anyone who says things like, “Every 
single time we turn on the lights we’re 
guilty,” and have insert art obviously 
laid out on a computer and then can’t 
even bother to copy edit their lyrics, 
especially when one of the words 
misspelled is “monetary.” –Jimmy 

AQUARIUM, THE: Self-titled: CD 
There is so much going on here, but 
not in a way that would turn you off. 

consists of two people: one playing 
drums and one playing keyboards and 

jumps out of the speakers is so full 
you’d call me a liar in ten seconds 

synthpop), and at the same time the 
music is refreshingly not a rehash. 

throughout the disc like The Cure, 

stuff. Apparently when they play live 
they also run random movie clips too, 
and that kind of stuff is always a plus. 

track one would be the soundtrack 
to the undercover cops meeting at 
the strip club to discuss the current 
situation and to deliberate where to 

(Dischord)

ARMITAGE SHANKS: 
Smash the Cistern!: 7”
These guys have been around for 
ages, so you know what they sound 

seen their singles, albums, and 
shows advertised and listed in punk 
magazines, big city weeklies, and on 

time collecting their back catalogue. 

a tongue-in-cheek piss-take that’ll 

punk rock that ain’t afraid to have 

ARSONS, THE: 
Too True to Be Good: CD
Comprising the bulk of this is really 

enough market demo targeting and 
emo pretense to make the whole 
thing feel about as “real” as Justin 
Timberlake playing a tough guy. The 
lyrics, which try to be relevant but 
really don’t succeed in being anything 
other than a vapid attempt at being 
conscious yet unthreatening, don’t 
help matters much, either. –Jimmy 

ASSAILANT, THE: Colera: CD

between this album’s sounds and 
visuals—visually, there are all these 
really nice, subdued watercolors 
of a girl on sitting and walking on 
train tracks; it’s a gatefold CD and 

illustrations, looking like graphics 
that could very well be splash pages 
for a Delia’s catalog or something, 

to what may possibly be the shittiest 

on and just about got my skull caved 
in by these dudes who’d be right at 
home on a bill with Curl Up And Die, 

punishing and technical hardcore 
stuff with a metallic undertone, 
they’re a band that’s absolutely 
unafraid to slow things down and 
slap your head with a sonic brick 
over and over again. Not a huge fan 
of the genre, but they come across 
as if they know exactly what they’re 
doing, and if you’re into any of the 
aforementioned bands then you’ll be 
wanting to give this one a listen or 

ASSASSINATORS, THE: 
Self-titled 7”EP

bombastic and fuel-breathing—it’s 
female-lead, melodic punk; this 
time from Denmark, sung in Danish, 
with English translations (with a 
nice balance between songs that 
range from police brutality to tender 
love). The music’s got a seamless, 

the members haven’t been slogging 
in out in other bands for a long time 

Slug and 
Lettuce camps would totally dig this. 
–Todd (Alerta Antifascista)
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reviewable in the mail: 
full album art is required 

for review. 
Pre-releases go into 

the trash.

-Maddy Tight Pants

roommate in a nursing home about The 
Queers vs. Neurosis makes me almost okay 
with the prospect of shitting my pants. 

RECORD REVIEWS





ATOMIC GARDEN: 
Reversing the Curse: CD
This band plays power pop in the 
vein of Samiam or Jawbreaker. 
These guys are French and have been 

is tight and solid with pounding, 

if you are jaded about the pop punk 

BAD BACKS, THE: 
Tombstone Town: 7” EP
This seems to take from a lot of 

hardcore, and there are some pop 

Up”). The title track is also about 
being against pollution and cutting 
down trees, which scores points in my 

BALLAST: Fuse: LP

having no expectations for a band, 

and angrier and had both male and 
female vocals, you’d be pretty close 

intelligent lyrics and great artwork 
and you’ve got something special. –

BECAUSE, THE / ONE REASON: 
You Made Me Cry Because of One 
Reason: Split 7”

bands coming out of Japan (actually, 
out of anywhere) right now based on 
only the few songs of theirs that have 

this had been mislabeled, but the 

think they’ve gone from a four- to a 
three-piece, and something just felt 

listens, this has just further cemented 
them as a band to keep an ear out 

both gruff and pretty at the same 

us in the states, this is also available 

BEHIND ENEMY LINES: One Nation 
under the Iron Fist of God: CD

too many in their collection, with 
mid-paced hardcore tempos; sludgy, 
down-tuned guitars; and topical, 
political, verbose lyrics. The thick-
ass lyrics booklet seems a bit 
overkill, but is nice to look at, and 

art included in it is sometimes pretty 
funny in an “outraged, sarcastic, 
politically astute dude” kinda way. 
Ultimately, this ain’t really something 
that’ll leave a lasting impression, 
but the effort put in on all fronts 
is honestly appreciated. –Jimmy 

BLANKITOS, LOS: Make Me 
Drool, My Own Worst Enemy b/w 
C.H.U.D.: 7”EP
Ever watch cooking shows when 

ingredients in their little bowls make 
you realize how famished you are. 

put together, the promise of the 
recipe, although tasty, doesn’t seem 

itself with a crazy-eyed, human-
brained octopus battling spaceships 

deliver what the packaging promised. 

(Discos Chango)

BLITZKID: Five Cellars Below: CD

understand the band has been around 
for nearly ten years and they’re big in 

goddamn: dudes covered in ghoul 
make up, fake blood, and devil locks 

playing bad metal meets pop punk. 

ska horns, doo wop, and even some 

all comes off as confusing and highly 
over-produced. Looked ‘em up on 
the interweb and apparently most 
folks write about the band not being a 

BOB BURNS & THE BREAKUPS: 
Frustration: CD

kind of cereal you scream along to in 
the basement while dancing around 

cereal and naming it Favre-Ohs, 

BRIGHT WHITE NOISE: 
Nevermind the Haircuts: CD

the young people enjoy. You know, 
the kind where the singer screams out 
in pain like a man trying to piss with 

say this because nothing really could 
be that terrible other than your dick 
falling off or your uterus dropping 



serious music, folks, and it deserves a 

wrong person for that. So rather than 

really didn’t feel one way or the other 

of this band rather than shower them 
with false accolades. –Dave Disorder 

BRUTAL KNIGHTS: 
Feast of Shame: CD

thought this was some sorta metal 

been more wrong, as they wield as 
their weapon a more straightforward 
hardcore sound tempered with a little 
trash rock (or vice-versa), resulting 
in a sound not too far removed from 
bands like Los Ass Draggers. The 
proceedings are fast‘n’sloppy and, at 
fourteen songs in eighteen minutes, 
blissfully to the point. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (Deranged)

BULEMICS, THE: 
Still Too Young to Care: CD + DVD

by now. Snotty punk with hate-
the-world lyrics that veer off into 
garage punk and into hardcore from 
time to time. Fans of the Dwarves 

Frame (Scarey)

CAMP RADIO: Self-titled: LP
These guys harken back to the post-

droney vocals and lackadaisical 
rhythms. Sometimes it even seems a 

Ain’t bad, all told, although this 
kinda stuff always bored me silly, 
and this is no exception. –Jimmy 

CANNIBALS, THEE: 
Suburban Sex: 7”EP

subgenre locked in punk. There are 
too many cubby holes to keep track 

between two bands that probably 
have never heard a stitch of one 
another’s music. For instance, Thee 
Cannibals, although placed in the 

in common with the throwing rocks 
style of a band like The Dirtys, who 
were generally considered garage. 

red, they’re unhappy, and they’re 
punching back through their music. 
Thee Cannibals also have some nice, 
surfy undertones swelled up behind 
the crunch, too. They’re an L.A. band 
with ex-members of Street Trash, 

–Todd (Cowabunga)

CAPITAL STEPS: 
I’m Not Listening: CD

already a number of bands that 
exclusively cover video game music, 
this seems to be a record of electronic 

know much about) that’s created from 
samples and loops from old video 
games, particularly from the original 

whole thing was a little too long for 
me to listen to in one sitting more 
than once, but it’s still cool to check 
out if you’re way into video games. 

CAREER SUICIDE: 
Attempted Suicide: CD

being a full-on thrashcore massacre, 
the sound and production are great. 

as a band where they could get stuck 
in their sound or release something 
that still sounds like them but shows 
the world that they are a force to be 
reckoned with and this release is 

must-have. –Daryl (Deranged)

CATBURGLARS: Holy Shit: 7” EP
Atonal, primal punk stuff with lyrics 
about making sex tapes, hating work, 
“dumbass” girlfriends and a love 

and overdriven, but somehow just 
ain’t working for me. There’s enough 

in evidence here, however, to lead me 
to believe these guys are probably a 
hoot live. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.toothdecayrecords.com)

CHARLIE MEGIRA 
UND HEFKER GIRL: CD-R
Note to all sending in review 
material: please be aware that CD-

not saying they’re as cool as CDs are, 

they literally seem more prone to 
getting scratched, fucked up, and 
damaged; they just aren’t as durable. 

to my mailbox, was pretty scratched 
up, and only about half of the songs 
were playable for any amount of 
time. Still, that was enough time to 

much like an amalgamation of this 

and whatever that band is that plays 

and melt with you.” You know what 

music, which has got to be one of 
the loneliest sounds ever made on 
earth when you’re at home listening 



to it by yourself instead of in some 

and trying like hell to woo the ladies 
with just your fuckin’ dance moves,

played in the correct venue, with the 
right atmosphere, it might lead certain 
folks to partner up for heavy make out 

it alone in the middle of the night right 
before reviews are due, you might 
just wind up wanting to off yourself. 

CHUGGA CHUGGA: …Is Sweet, but 
If This Were a Flat Donut, It Would 
Be Much Sweeter: 7”

affectionate way), a mix between the 
Grease

an accordion, as a sparse, happy 
female duet. They do a pneumonic 

lakes are good, but ours are so much 

eat their brains. For anyone with a 
kid, or a kid inside of you, Chugga 
Chugga’ll make you smile. –Todd 
(Chugga Chugga) 

CHURCH OF THE RED MUSEUM: 
Self-titled: CD

was listening to a bad version of the 

electric guitar, trumpet, bass, and 

amount of instrumentation represented 

The songs are well-constructed and 

They have that feel of a band that has 

on the extravagant side of things. The 
primary vocals are male and are real 
throaty and whiskey-soothed: as usual, 

no doubt that live, this band is probably 
really cool, as there would be a lot to 

just doesn’t excite as much as it should, 
given the range of instruments and the 

CONTAMINATORS: Self-titled: 7” EP

the dudes later joined The Scientists,” 

and it sounds like that distant-in-
time, in-a-void, we-like-Crime sound 
that collectors go nutty koo koo for. 
Time’s elastic and the Contaminators 

Oblivians tap-from-the-source, don’t-
pay-attention-to-anything-else sort of 

COPYRIGHTS, THE: Mutiny Pop: CD

before the mighty strength of The 

you already know the guitar sound 
will be awesome. Super cool back-

CRYPTKEEPER FIVE, THE: The Rise of 
Palace Depression/ Darker Days: CD
Double record from this New 

DACTYL / BACON WAGON: Split 7”

yourself nodding along to these 

any Suecophile leanings on my part. 

DALI’S LLAMA: Chordata: CD

Strip, right around the time that 
all the rockers were making the 

with a slight funk edge to it. Loved 
it in high school, but it hasn’t aged 
well. This band also has a dose of 
the “desert rock” vibe to them as 

fan, you will wanna be all over this. 

DAN PADILLA / 
MADISON BLOODBATH: Split 7”
Funny stuff: the labels for the record 

on each side, so ADD provides extra 
labels and a set of instructions to 

Tiltwheel and a drummer who came 
from nowhere and is rulin’, the 
ingredients are there: happy tones, 
lyrics about dismal lives lived fully, 
gruff voices, wickedly addictive, 
dynamic guitar work, and the feeling 
that everything’s so fucked, so blown 
clean through, it’s almost good. 
For being drunk, disorganized, and 
seemingly constantly “tomorrow, 



Christian rap, but are much more in 

California. They ain’t building new 
cathedrals, but they sure as hell can 
nail songs into place and make sure 
the corners are true. –Todd (ADD)

DASH RIP ROCK: Hee Haw Hell: CD

in Hee Haw Hell and discover 
that it’s a concept album based on 
Dante’s Inferno
sound twangy enough to be cow 
punk, and it’s not really any kind of 

southern rock-infused punkage. 

make it onto modern country 
radio if it wasn’t for the odd 
lyrical twists and the bit of extra 
aggressiveness which prevent it 
from fitting in with the rest of the 
extra-polished shit kickery on the 

make this record is the spoken 
“cantos” between all the songs 
that describe the narrator’s descent 

than Dante’s original version, and 
instead sounds like Deliverance

This sets the mood for my favorite 

is a reworked version of “Chariots 
of Fire” providing the background 
music for a raging sermon from the 

don’t save your soul and get you to 
recant your pig porking ways, then 
you truly are a lost cause. Also, 

which makes me want to watch 
O’ Brother Where Art Thou for 
the sixth or seventh time. –Adrian 
Salas (Alternative Tentacles)

DEAD ONES USA / HOLLOW 
POINTS: Split: 7” EP

that old lady across the street did pay 
off. Dead Ones USA: “City Lights” 
is a nice mid-tempo punker tune, 
replete with “whoa” background 

bit zippier, and just as catchy. Neither 

but they are strong in their own 

are just dead-on solid, catchy, and 
anthemic in all the right ways. This is 
guaranteed to get played so often it’ll 
disintegrate within a month. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (No Front Teeth)

DELAY: …Don’t Laugh: CD

really like Delay,” had actually said, 

front a band that sounds like a lot 

of the pop punk bands from the late 

wouldn’t have picked this up. –

DELAY: …Don’t Laugh: CD
This album has spunk, and it’s pretty 
possible that these guys are too 

(plus it’s not necessarily true). Aside 
from the overly dramatic lyrics, this 

positive this band would be great, 
but when it comes to repeat listening, 
the lyrics and vocals really begin to 

then you would probably dig this. 

DIALOGUES / KIDS EXPLODE: 
Split: 7”

seen in terms of production and 

intend to hang it on my wall. One 
side features Virginia’s Dialogues, 
offering two tracks of despondent, 

Explode, slightly more solid than 

their neighbors but clearly in the 
same vein. The bands are well-
paired: if you like one, you’ll like 
the other. Full disclosure: The 

Razorcake channels; it’s just a 
funny coincidence. –Sarah Shay 

DICKS, THE: Hungry Butt: CD

usually leave a lot to be desired—
live albums and reunited bands—is 
usually a crapshoot. Add to that 

lucky enough to catch them in New 
York this summer: a smile plastered 
on my face the entire time), and 
the recording, from a 2005 show 

perfectly. All the hits are here, 
kiddos, and a bunch of great songs 

(hotboxreview@hotmail.com)

DISRUPT: Unrest: CD
DISRUPT: The Rest: 2X CD

if you make copies of them. –Jimmy 



DOUBLE D’S, THE: Dillybar: 7”

And they wear fast food uniforms, 

love this. And if you don’t like 

DRATS!!!:
Welcome to New Granada: CD
A self-described “rock operetta” 

Welcome to New Granada.

never seen it. Still, people must 

many references to this movie 
over the years, and Sound Virus 
actually put out a pretty good comp 

Anyway, the other problem is that 

sheet that came with this album, but 

punk” and people like Frank Zappa 

references may ring true, and while 

and this album sounds fully realized 

across as an icky merging of jazz-
fusion and prog rock, with “wacky” 
vocals and a dash of funk thrown in, 

an irony fetish may enjoy it for its 

Razorcake reader will. Sorry, guys. 

DT’S, THE: Filthy Habits: CD

Filthy
Habits is produced with less of the 
dive bar, beer-soaked, over-sexed 
vibe found on There Is a Difference.

helluva set of pipes and belts out 
the songs with raunchy abandon that 
seems to channel Janis Joplin much 

Dave Crider, is on guitar and does a 

are a blast to see live, but this record 

a little too clean for my taste, which 
snips away a good chunk of the 
album’s balls. And we all know that 
rock’n’roll is best when the nutsack 
is left completely intact. –Josh 

EDDIE AND THE HOT RODS: 
Teenage Depression: CD
For those not in the know, pub rock 

backbone and emphasized a “back-
to-basics” approach to rock’n’roll. 

to all the overblown, pretentious 
crap passing itself off as “rock” 
that permeated the airwaves at the 

time—bands like Emerson Lake and 

roost, and disco was just starting to 

immediate antecedent and many 

kinda made the transition from pub 

album, illustrates why. Taking into 
consideration of the period when it 
was released, their frenetic beats, 
stripped-down tunes, and mounds of 
attitude manage to make rock‘n’roll 
sound fresh, vibrant, and alive again. 

had apparently forgotten by the mid-

band’s willingness to roll with the 
punches and adopt punk’s tenets. 
Although it sounds a little dated in 

still manage to retain enough of their 
immediacy to get the blood bumpin’. 
–Jimmy Alvarado (Captain Oi)

ERGS!, THE: Books about Miles 
Davis b/w Only Babies Cry: 7”

this, you already know who The 

enough. Anyway, you know the 

drum set to sing towards the end of 

Yeah, this is it (featuring more egg 

think the pressing(s) were that large, 

ERGS!, THE: Books about Miles 
Davis b/w Only Babies Cry: 7”

release, Upstairs / Downstairs on 
Dirtnap, you’ve got one original, the 
title track, which will be on the album 
(in a slightly different version), and 

the secret’s got to be in that egg 
shaker), but The Ergs have managed 
to write a song that references 
books that would be one of the most 

suspense all the way through, with 

would make for a terrible, awful 
book. Fortunately, it makes a damn 

to some sort of explosion that you 

it’s just not going to come. Then, 
the most blissful ten or so seconds 
of energy completely surprise and 

the song ends. Dear lord, that song is 



FILTHY THIEVING BASTARDS: 
…I’m a Son of a Gun: CD

get enough of it to can’t stand it), a 
greater measure in music is honesty. 

the songs they’re writing and in that, 

erase the expectations of the Swingin’ 
Utters. Erase the expectation to be 
frozen in time like a caveman, only 
to be de-thawed to play anthems of 
yore. I’m a Son of a Gun follows 
the path of their previous outing: 
sitting instead of standing, weaving 

and out of hard knocks and alcohol-
soaked triumphs and tragedies with a 

there’d be a musical parallel with The 

takes some real grapes for these guys 

FINE LINES, THEE: 
Set You Straight: CD

Fine Lines is the best band to come 

hahahahaha…ahem.) State slogan 
nonsense aside, my hypothesis from 

meaning to check these guys out for 

am, never got around to it. Their latest 
CD falls into my lap by the grace of 
Razorcake

hipped to Thee Fine Lines. Set You 
Straight is primitive in the same 
manner that the Jewws’ L’explosion 
du son de Maintenant! was—three 
band members, three instruments, one 
heart, one stripped-down now sound, 

the Teenage Shutdown compilations, 
while the trashier, up tempo numbers 
sound like they could have come 
out of San Francisco’s garage rock 

try to listen to Set You Straight and 
keep your legs from going into crazy, 
rock’n’roll induced spasms. –Josh 

FLASH ATTACKS, THE: 
Pray for Death: CD-R
You know the drill: the guitarist 
goes by the moniker Feces (you 
kiss your mother with that mouth, 

the cover’s pixilated-as-hell, with 
the demo’s title spelled out in a bone 

slightly above average is the fact 
that while the lyrics are still pretty 

simplistic, there are little lyrical 
jewels scattered throughout that says 
to me that with a bit more work, they 
could be busting out some really 
good, thought-provoking songs here 

out. Comes with a sweet patch. 

FLESH, THE: Fire Tower: CD
A nice potpourri of styles smooshed 
together here—a little gloomy pop, 
a little hip hop, a little fringy art 
punk—and some strong songwriting 

engaging sound. The bulk of the 

between the musicians not being so 
busy pretentiously self-obsessed with 
their role as “artists” that the songs 
aren’t catchy and infusing the hooks 
with some serious edge. Ultimately, 
this is interesting in all the right 
ways. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.gernblandsten.com)

FOLSOM: Self-titled: CD
This mixture of metal and hardcore 
is as serious as fuck. And that’s pretty 
fucking serious. Don’t joke about this 

about being angry and hating people. 

me nod my head in a way that made me 

–Jason Donnerparty (Spook City)

FORCED MARCH: 
Wasted Existence: 7”
They seem to have changed gears 
just a bit since their full-length—as 
in, they’ve tempered that ceaseless 
go-straight-for-the-throat approach 
with some pretty rockin’, almost 
tuneful, moments here. The full-
length eventually wore on me 
because of that relentlessness (it kind 

same song over again), but these four 
songs have some mean breakdowns 

catchy choruses, 

between songs. The vocals are still 
consistently gruff, but there are some 
nice backing vocals on the title track 
and, as a whole, they’ve remained 
tough as hell but are managing to 

work, guys: not a bad record at all. 

FRIENDLY NEIGHBORS: 
Better Live Than Demo: CD-R

some more slop-crust punk stuff, 
judging by the fact that the cover has 

and a bottle of Thunderbird jumping 

should’ve given me a hint—but 
they’re tilling some much older 



thrown in. As in, it goes from really 
decent, fast, and tuneful punk with 
clean vocals to these weird, jazzy, 
massively slowed-down parts. Four 
songs on here (the last one being, 

cover), and it’s over in less than six 
minutes, so those few seconds when 
they turned into a frickin’ jazz band 

just wished they’d have kept up the 
speed a bit longer—when they do, 

FUCKED UP: Year of the Dog: 12”EP

got a nice little paper ring around it, 
embossed in silver, a hand stamped 

willing to go to great lengths to voice 
my support of. That’s the good news. 

long, meandering songs recorded 
live (and not so well). (As opposed 
to the super long, but they pay off 
songs on Looking for Gold.) So, if 
you’ve got every single FU record 

out, trying to get a grip on what to 
buy from their extensive catalog, 
there are many better places to start 
to really hear what force this band’s 

the Baiting the Public

FUNERAL DRESS: 
Hello from the Underground: CD
Another album by this long-running 

vocals, and gang chorus vocals. As 
good as any, better than most bands 
of this style. Fans of the Adicts, Vice 

can’t do much better than this. 

GEISHA GIRLS: 
In the Monotone b/w Last Touch: 7”

latest crop of art rock, post new 
wave rock’n’roll that borrows not 
only from the usual suspects (early, 

but brings in kung fu lessons learned 

(who they cover) and Street Trash 

was in), which lends a nice bit of 
knuckle to the suspected, angular 

next their contemporary neighbors 

GET RAD: 
Say Fuck No to Rules, Man: CD
Silly band name, silly art work, yet 

silly at least. There are still times 
when this is pretty silly, but it 

have very serious opinions but 
don’t want be taken completely 
seriously, or they don’t take their 
serious opinions seriously. Anti-pit 
bull legislation is a serious problem 
and a lot of innocent pit bulls suffer 
because of it. This band approaches 
this issue with a song called “Stop 

do it pretty well while playing pretty 
good fast hardcore, too. –Daryl 

GOVERNMENT WARNING:
No Moderation: LP

makes him feel like he can listen to 

They’re easily accessible to people 
who don’t listen to all that much 
current hardcore because their sound 

in a tradition of pushing how fast it 
can get, but it never loses control. 

fast for speed’s sake, so there’s still 
a well thought-out, well orchestrated 
song in there. Fantastic stuff. –

GUNSMOKE:
The Kitchen Sessions: CD
The band calls this Canadian country 
rockabilly punk, and that seems pretty 

psychobilly band. There’s an upright 
bass and hollow body guitars all played 
without distortion, so you can hear the 
razor sharp guitar lines. The lyrics are 
good too, if a little hard to hear over 
the rest of the mix at times. –Jason 
Donnerparty (www.gunsmoke.ca)

HAMMERLOCK:
Forgotten Range: CD

don’t manage to win me over every 

shock value punk and rock but 
something about this band just 
seems to click. This is some more 

rock with a punk edge to it. They 
write great songs and it is nice to 
hear Liza singing a little more here. 

only complaint is that this is nineteen 

play over and over again and then 
get another ten on the next record. 

liberals and yet continue to live in 
San Francisco. Seems like there are 
a lot of cheaper places to live where 

guess it is a constant inspiration for 
lyrics and songs, though. Some real 
strong tunes on here and with Simon 



Stokes as a songwriting and vocal 
helper, you know this is top notch. 

and running with it. That’s the thing; 

actual songs and not just bash you 
over the head with how badass they 

would love to hear Travis and Liza do 
up an album of country duets. That 
would be something to hear. Another 

(Steel Cage)

HAPPY BASTARDS: 
Box of Hard Knocks: CD
Nice blend of hardcore and melody 
here. Singer alternately sounds like 

Carlisle, which makes one wonder 
what the Avengers would’ve 
sounded like had they thrashed it up 

HARPOON GUNS: Self-titled: 7”

people talk about how good this band 

school southern California (emphasis 

while still sounding very relevant. No 
frills production in the sense that it’s 
obviously not trying to sound polished 

will make you wanna pick up your 
board—skate, surf, Ouija, or otherwise. 

HERO CYCLE, THE: 
Lakes and Ponds: CDEP 

yet energetic indie rock. The vocals 
are shared between two members; 
the female half’s voice has a chanty, 

sound sweeps you in, and the songs 
manage to feel driving and chaotic 

HIPSHAKES, THE: 
Shake Their Hips: CD

one day in January and picked it up. 

Shake Their Hips is a blown-
out, bash-you-in-the-eardrums 
punk fest recorded with the needles 
pinned in the red, which suits the 
music very well, indeed. “No No 

blasts of insanity that manage to stay 
tuneful and stuck on the brain for 

which grooves like a lost Velvet 
Underground tune with vocals spat 

that is guaranteed to wind up on 
everyone’s year-end top ten list. 

HUNCHBACK / THE TRASHIES:
Together at Last: Split 7”

place, yet homogenized, which is a 
good trick that not a lot of bands can 

of Atom, but in that barely catching 
your breath, keeping the narration 
going in a higher-pitched male voice 
way, so more like Armalite—and those 
full-on pre-launch-into-the song parts 

in my book. They even do a non-hoser 
version of “Too Drunk to Fuck.” 
Nicely played. The Trashies: Spits 
sung through a shopping cart of glass 
recyclables; bumcore with broken, 

pukey, cigarette burny basement show 
one evening and a progressive art 

Tell me how the fuck that happens 

more challenging than their previous 
outings, and a tastefully selected 

–Todd (Freedom School)

HUNCHBACK / TRASHIES, THE:
Together at Last: Split 7”

split for a while now, and it didn’t 

great in their own way and having 
them together on a split just highlights 

Trashies: Excruciatingly retarded 
synth punk for the eight-year-old 

Unbelievable punked-out freak show 
that never stops amazing me. Current 

a great rendition of “Too Drunk Too 
Fuck,” which we all know is hard to 
come by. –Daryl (Freedom School)

HUNCHBACK / TRASHIES, THE:
Together at Last: Split 7”

surf and part punk that’s sloppy as 
hell, but still knows exactly what 
it’s doing. The more you listen, the 

but it’s not derivative in the least 

bands in New Jersey that not many 

are aware of. Taking inspiration 
from the most obscure, weirdo noise, 

Killed by Death
records, and combining it all together 



into some of the most beautiful songs 

I WALK THE LINE: 
Desolation Street: CD
Despite the name, this isn’t a Johnny 

rock’n’roll punk band from Finland. 
This isn’t psychobilly (the lyrics 
are more often about heart-break 
and overcoming adversity than 
zombies), but because of the accents 

album sits comfortably in the space 
between the Nekromantix and Social 
Distortion. This isn’t life changing 

good album to throw on when all your 
pompadoured friends over and aren’t 
in the mood for something with a lot 
of upright bass breakdowns. –Adrian 

ICTUS / 
THIS THING CALLED DYING: Split: LP

band and their side of the 12” is one 
song entitled “Sed de Venganza” 

overshadows Norway’s This Thing 
Called Dying’s six songs of crusty 

but it can’t step to “Sed de Venganza.” 

labels from four different countries 

had a hand in releasing this record, 
which kinda makes sense ‘cause it 
comes in a totally pro gatefold jacket 

comes to crust with me, you have to 
do two things: musically, it has to be 
intense the whole way through, and the 
artwork has to be apocalyptic as fuck. 
This release goes above and beyond 
that. –Daryl (Alerta Antifascista)

INDECISION ALARM, THE: 
Self-titled: CD

hardcore, this time from Sweden. Not 
that all metallic melodic hardcore is 
boring, just that there are too many 
bands that sound the same. This 
review is about as boring as this CD. 
–Jason Donnerparty (Tic Tac Totally)

INFECTED, THE: Out for Blood: CD

familiar with those particular bands, 
so my interpretation of their reliance 

fairly vague. That being said, The 

blistering metallic guitar riffs pay 

picky about screaming and Cookie 

Diseased pulls it off with aplomb, 
sounding badass without coming 

off like he’s trying too hard. The 
difference between this and so many 
other “hardcore” acts out there is that 
this is still rock’n’roll at its core; 
noisy, frantic, and pissed off as hell, 
but it’s still music, and doesn’t tip the 
scales into the “just noise” category 
as so many others sadly do. They’re 
not afraid of a little production, 
either: the album still sounds raw, but 
not like it was recorded by someone’s 
cousin in their mom’s basement. 

like they’d kick ass live. –Sarah Shay 

(INTERNATIONAL) NOISE 
CONSPIRACY, THE: 
Live at Oslo Jazz Festival: CD
An exceptional live album from a 

Survival Sickness and 
A New Morning, Changing Weather
many times through for years now 

from the whispered dissatisfactions of 

to 
the rebellious dance-a-thons of songs 

performance is an especially exuberant 
rendering of songs from that period, the 
seductive psychedelic dramas drawn 
out into intricate riots of sound. The 

seen elsewhere, will have you falling 

time around when it was an import, it 
is now available through Alternative 

album and relive a time now long gone 
but—thankfully—well-preserved here. 
–Susan Chung (Alternative Tentacles)

IRISH BROTHERS: 
Freedom Is a Lonely Thing: CD

production—consistent with their 
other releases—congruent harmonies, 
tight, talented musicianship, and 
a good, gruff tone in the vocals. 

range is expected and undeviating. 
Limited and repetitive. –Jessica T 

J CHURCH / FLAMINGO 50: 
Split 7” EP

Snakepit is, as they are unrelated to 

Needed” is ridiculous and unwarranted 

their lyrics are sometimes completely 

power pop melodies with back-up 



vocals, leading me to declare this 

JETSET RADIO: 
From Ashes to Life: LP

them either. They live up to their self-
described “Alkaline Trio, The Ataris, 

and there certainly is a niche out 

angst, so perhaps their music can 
be considered an important cultural 
import in our understanding of their 
particular sensitivities and is therefore 
of some sociological value in that 

JETT BLACK: Dead Town: CD
Straight ahead, no bullshit rock from 
Denver. The title track and “Dirty 

JEWDRIVER:
Hanukkah Hangover: 7” EP

hearing something about these guys 
being a Skrewdriver cover band 

with some much-needed changing 

but the only obvious cover here is of 
the Nuns’ “Decadent Jew.” The rest 

heard and, truth be told, they remind 
me more of the Fuck Ups or maybe, 
maybe the Nihilistics than anyone else. 
Either way, it’s not a bad listen. Also 
dig the cover model’s tattoo. –Jimmy 

JEWDRIVER:
Hanukkah Hangover: 7” EP

this. (The reissue with “You’re So 
Dumb,” misprinted as “You’re So 
Dump,” is priceless.) Jewdriver’s 
music reminds me of second-tier, 

band names of your own choosing), 
with guitars-so-waiting-to-wank, the 
scuzz of the recording, the scream-
shouted vocals, the songs that could 
end nicely two or three times before 
they actually do, and the ultra-
obvious theme running throughout. 

more. –Todd (Jewdriver, myspace.

JIZZ KIDS, THE: How about a 
Nice Cup of Shut the Fuck up?: 7”

a cameo appearance buy two guys 
from the Queers (namely Joe and 

KYLESA:
Time Will Fuse Its Worth: LP
Sometimes it’s all in the intent. Too 

across in recent years is in reality 
heavy metal played by short-haired 
jocks trying to cash in on the “thug” 
aspect of punk without having to pay 
any attention to the subculture that 
comes along with it, and you can 
totally suss out those bands from the 

make me just wanna laugh in their 
faces ‘cause you know deep down 

front of a hostile Slayer audience, 
let alone a night at the Cuckoos Nest 

whose sound is just up to its eyeballs 

like a hardcore band, and you just 

ain’t too into the metal tinge to what 
they’re doing, it’s patently clear that 
the “crossover” brass ring is just 

they’re more interested in pummeling 
you with the metal than rocking you 

they mean you no good, and that 
makes all the difference. –Jimmy 

KRIMINAL POGO: Demo: CD

with a female singer (for most of the 
songs). The female vocals make this 
stand out from other similar bands. 
The songs are catchy and there are 
some good guitar licks that are not 

produced, or at least mixed to make 

produced record from them. Thanks 
for the free patch and pin, too. –Jason 
Donnerparty (Ditchdiggin’)

KRUM BUMS: As the Tide Turns: CD

these guys off as a bunch of crusties 
ala Fleas And Lice or some Dis-

and that idea is shattered in about six 

and after that it’s just thirteen songs of 
rock-solid consistency: dark, bitter, and 
oh-so-catchy punk rock with a slight 
streetpunk tinge. Every song on here’s 
a keeper—they know when to overlay 
a guitar lead to accentuate, without 
strangling the rhythm section or turning 

wankfest, the backing vocals aren’t 
overused, the shit’s simultaneously 
anthemic and mean as hell, and the 
production is even and crisp without 
being glossy. This one came out of 



LASERHEAD: Ride Your Static: CD

swirling shoegazer guitar chords 
and ethereal vocal melodies blend 

that sounds more like Swervedriver 

Valentine, Lush, Curve, and some 
of the other bands who musically 

into the same problem with those 

one, in that eventually it all just 
blends together too well and ends 
up drowning me into a doldrums 
of sound that really doesn’t have 
enough highs and lows for my short 

your thing, maybe you should stop 
staring at your shoes and head over 

LAZARUS:
Dead Chicks Can’t Say No: CD

here. Unless you like “hardcore” 

stuff up. –Jessica T (self-released, 
chuck@lazaras.com)

LEFTÖVER CRACK / CITIZEN FISH: 
Deadline: CD
Citizen Fish kicks off their half of 
the split with some skatomatic horn 
goodness. Their brand of ska-punk 

utilizes its horns and up-strokes with 
just enough precision to get you 
up and skanking, but not so over 
the top that they become cloying. 
Citizen Fish aren’t really all that far 
removed from their sister band the 
Subhumans in producing intense 
yet memorable punk rock (at least 
on this release). Favorite tracks 

although both unfortunately engage 
in dangerous leftist rabble rousing 
(why won’t people learn to just 
let the smart people in charge to 

Fish also takes a stab at covering 

maintain the original versions’ 

different, in that they get a more 
minimalist but just as raw sounding 

fan of their last effort Fuck World 
Trade, but where that was almost 
operatic with its expansive-sounding 
production and arrangements, this 
batch of songs has a more straight-
ahead, back-to-basics vibe going 

epic). Stza still carries every song 

song’s main hook kicks in when 

somebody else takes over on vocals 

near perfect guest spot from Jello 

twist apart with manic tension. At 
the end of their side, L.O.C. takes a 
shot at covering a song apiece from 
Citizen Fish and the Subhumans. 
All in all, this album provides a 
good soundtrack to dance to as 
the apocalypse approaches (which 
should really start to hit around 
2050, according to the news article 

Earth while it lasted. –Adrian Salas 

LEGEND OF DUTCH SAVAGE: All
Will Be Good When I’m Gone: CD

or something like that. Also reminds 

bands like the Supersuckers and 

legendofdutchsavage)

LINDSAY, THE: Man up: CD

type of music, but The Lindsay 
do an acceptable job at it. –Jason 

LITTLE BRAZIL:
Tighten the Noose: CD

(however many he’s folding these 

LOCO GRINGOS: Self-titled: CD

studio and live tracks from a 
defunct Texas bar punk band. A 
cavalier punk attitude doused with 

like Texas to give us the gem that 

treasure, very representative of the 
national punk club bar scenes of the 
time. –Jessica T (Saustex)

MAG SEVEN, THE: The Future Is 
Ours, If You Can Count: CD

band that, at the time of this album’s 

none of the songs have those parts 
which jump out from the best of 



surf rock, grab you by the ears, and 

any mere person ever tap into such 
unbridled coolness with their guitar 

still go for some Dick Dale when 

–Adrian Salas (End Sounds)

MAKEOUT MUSIC: 
Get off My Soapbox: CD
This is fairly standard, fast tempo, 
melodic hardcore. The lyrics are kind 
of cliché. The fake Soviet propaganda 
poster cover is mighty cool though, 
but it’s not enough to save this six-
song record from sounding like it 
was made by a machine. –Jason 

MERRY WIDOWS, THEE: 
Revenge Served Cold: CD
An all-girl psychobilly band 
whose success is owed to novelty, 
not talent. –Jessica T (www.

MODERN MACHINES, THE: 
Atama Ga Onara: cassette

this; it’s a homemade compilation of 

played on. Oh yeah, and the songs 
are fucking amazing. This is even still 
pretty cool to have, even if you already 
have all the other records these songs 

MONIKERS: Eat Your Young: CDEP
Take Jawbreaker, Crimpshrine, and 
really disturbing cover art, make 
them into ice cream, and then let 
that ice cream get a little runny, and 
then eat that ice cream, and you 

lyrics generally about politics and 
girls, and... a drawing of a mom 
eating her baby’s intestines on 

Florida-based boys probably play 
some amazing local basement 

Not as good as the name brand, but 

NO TRUCE:
My Life, My Struggle: CD

others of the same ilk, comprised of 
angry, shouted vocals amidst guitar 
feedback, and lyrical chants about 
being dealt a bad hand, stabbed in 
the back by so-called friends, and 
general disdain for the world. Can’t 

(or songs—all sounds the same to 

these dudes never really colored 
outside the lines in their coloring 
books. Every now and then, you gotta 
venture outside the box and add that 

it in Lucy’s face for pulling that 
goddamn football away countless 
times. Now that’s hardcore. –Dave 

NORMAN BATES & THE 
SHOWERHEADS, THE: Psycho II 
1987-1996 Discography: CD

from NYC. Excellent example of 
the genre during the featured time 
period: well-timed, powerful, and 
fast with strong vocals and harmonic 

titled release, unreleased studio 

compilations, live performances 

NOTHINGTON: Self-titled: CD
Although this description may seem a 
little blah, or predictable, the band’s 

upon layers texture of Leatherface 

echoed ability to make anthems out 
of everyday life. Nothington’s one 
of those bands that didn’t strike me 

beer bottle, you can peel the label off 
if you pick at it slowly, instead of 
trying to rip it off right at the start and 
not get the whole thing. Nothington’s 

them slowly creeping in, and since 

nothing’s missing musically, they set 
up shop, and this CDs been getting 
plenty of spins. The duets with Emily 

OFF WITH THEIR HEADS / 
TILTWHEEL: Split 7”
You’d be hard pressed to pair 

on days when the only thing keeping 
me from doing myself in is lack of 
motivation and some of the best 

come to expect from them: pained 
depression played upbeat that makes 
me want to be in a crowded living 
room or basement with a bunch of 

This could sit up there with most 

let me down is to stop recording. 
This should be listened to with good 
friends, good times, and cheap beer. 

ON THE MIGHT OF PRINCES: 
The Making of a Conversation: CD



forward rip-off of Rising Tide-era

is a decent record in mostly drop 

seem to get enough of bands that 
sound like them, you might dig this. 

ON THE MIGHT OF PRINCES: Where 
You Are and Where You Want to Be: CD
This is indie-post-hardcore stuff 
that leans towards emo without 

some of the transitions but think At 

heavy stuff but still retain a melody. 

but think the screamed vocals are a 
bit repetitive. There aren’t too many 
fast and furious tracks on here—its 

folks who like the idea of mixing 

vocals, and a little dash of angst. 

OUT WITH A BANG: 
I’m Against It EP: 7”
Stupid, snotty, thrash punk. And by 

fans would agree that not only is this 
stupid, but it’s intentionally trying 
to be stupid. And past all the poorly 

drawn artwork, self-deprecation, 
and abrasive lyrics, there are in fact 
actual emotions and opinions being 

too dumb to understand the societal 
commentary this band is trying 
to make. This is the reissue of the 

is possible to get stupider than this, 
but it’s gonna cost you in shipping 

PAPER DRAGONS: demo: CD-R

would suggest that in comparison with 
most of the stuff Razorcake reviews 

roughly sung vocals, the songs here 
sound good and demonstrate some 

reminds me of, they give off the air 
of about a hundred different opening 

end, it’s just three songs so who the 

PEABODYS, THE: 
Awkward Age: 7” EP

in the minds of these Queers-

even have a song about lame emo 
fuckers. “Even nights you walk the 

then compare this to a great punk 

PLAN B PURSUIT: 
And All I Got Was This Lousy…: CD
This band hails from the incredibly 

This album does not do their 

were much better than this album 
makes them seem. The music on 
this disc is pop punk in the vein of 

problem, however, is the vocals, 
which seem to have been recorded 
when one of the singers was very, 
very sick, drunk, or busy singing on 
karaoke night. Oh, and by the way 
guys, you totally could have gone 

POISON ARROWS, THE: 
Straight into the Drift: CDEP
This features an ex-member of Don 
Caballero, but that does little to 

save this one: devoid of any type 
of excitement whatsoever, and 
meandering to the point of oblivion. 
Oh shit, guess my indie card will be 

(File 13)

PRETTY BOY THORSON & THE 
FALLING ANGELS: Ain’t It Funny: CD
Don’t let the upbeat, jangley, and 
lovesick-adolescent-boy tone fool 
you—this sloppy-drunk punk is 
chock-full of forethought and 
honest, lighthearted lyrics about 
heartbreak, self-hate, and drinking 
to forget. Self-aware suburban 
punks who don’t take themselves 
too seriously maintain a sense of 

PREVAIL WITHIN / 
SMARTBOMB: Split: 7”

splattered clear vinyl holds fast, 
scream-the-lyrics-with-your-arm-
around-your-buddy punk. The 
earnest unity of our scene lives 
on here, unmarred by scenester 

Than Sword)



PREVAIL WITHIN/
SMARTBOMB: Split: 7”

The leading 
hardcore political punk force out 

band start out. These songs answer 

Yes they can, and it’s awesome. 
Smartbomb: Features members of 
No Trigger and Shock Nagasaki. 
They’re also politically charged, 
but more skate punk than hardcore. 

of Satanic Surfers with lyrics that 
don’t seem to have any sort of beat 

thirteen-year-old skater who thinks 
The Casualties have good political 
lyrics. All copies on clear vinyl with 

PTERADON: Demo: CD-R

from Razorcake. Or: this spray 

plays on my stereo about half the 
time will most likely make my “Top 

combine elements of post-punk, jazz, 
rock’n’roll, and mean-as-nails punk 

rock into three-minute crystalline 
bursts, distill it and serve it right back 
to you in a way that sounds entirely 

melancholy as shit, and it’s all around 
just rad

Shit
Split in their songs but sound nothing 
like any of those bands. At times the 
guitars meander and weave amongst 

in a way that’d make Tonie Joy weep 
with, uh, joy, while in others (like 
the fuckin’ jaw-dropping opener, 

lightning cracking the sky or some 

of the record reviewer: how easy it 
is to launch a salvo on a record you 
dislike, and how hard it is to explain 
it when you come across songs that 
sound unlike anything you’ve heard 
before but still send electricity up and 

time you hear them. For me, and for 

those songs right now. All six of ‘em 
are all over the map and yet perfectly 
gelled all at once: they manage to 

still forms into something seamless, 
coherent and, again, awesome. 
They’ve apparently signed to Asian 

say you should just wait until their 

is apparently that tenth time, because 
with this

what it is that they’re doing right, but 

QUEERS, THE: Munki Brain: CD

say that as someone who will defend 
the Queers to my dying days, primarily 

with my roommate in a nursing home 
about the Queers vs. Neurosis makes 
me almost okay with the prospect of 
shitting my pants. There’s still a ton 

(including the amazing “Tangerine,” 
the best song on the album), three 

Pet Sounds

Queers should stick to writing about 

was as good as “Tangerine,” this would 
be so cool. Alas, if this were a cereal, 

RAUNCH HANDS, THE: 
Bigg Topp: CD

and early rock, this album is a plain 
good ol’ time with a moonshine bottle 
and sleazy chicks who like to party 
after hours. –Jessica T (Licorice Tree)

RAY GRADYS, THE: 
Die Mindless Fools: CDEP

hardcore punk, with standard lyrics 
about hating the rich, the police, 
and yourself. Covers of the A-Team 
theme, “Tomorrow,” and “Chinese 

to save this from being mediocre. 

REAGAN SS: Bon Apetit!: 7”EP

to some mutual conclusions about 
hardcore and thrash, and it’s become 

No
Moderation 12” kicks some serious 

pushed it so fast that it seemed that 
the music was standing still, like 
spinning wheels before the traction. 

Shit, almost-blind grandparents can 
drive a car in a straight line as fast 
as possible. The trick that sticks, for 
Daryl and me, is to somehow hide a 
sheet of melody under a song that’s 



to the outside world—it may sound 

these dudes have it dialed. The music 
sounds mean and nasty, can peg the 
tachometer, but where it’s the most 
interesting is how they use top speed 

tuned ears—seem like the band’s 
playing on the top of a car (maybe 
like Teen Wolf) while in the middle 
of a race. That’s another trick entire. 

RETARDED: Goes Louder: CD

a cereal, it would be Apple Jacks. 

RIFLES, THE: No Love Lost: CD 

outfit where melody and a full 
head of steam are all you need, 

record number two generates some 

this album in a small, smelly club. 

SAINTS, THE: Cabaret at the 
Roundhouse, Live 1977: CD
The live record we have been waiting 

brimstone. Crank the unbridled 

(Swashbuckler)

SAVAGE CITY OUTLAWS: 
Revenge My Rock‘n’Roll: 7” EP

that ain’t too terrible, but no doubt 
would’ve been much stronger if 

instead of English. Yellow vinyl, 
limited to 300. –Jimmy Alvarado 

SAY WHEN: I’m with the Band: CD

the late night “alternative” program 
on the local rock radio stations, where 
everything they played sounded just 
like all the stuff they normally do. 
This isn’t bad, just not my thing. –Joe 

SEMI FOUR: 
Boring and Endless: CDEP

one of many bands out of Japan 

on. Super-catchy and super-good. 

SENIOR DISCOUNT: 
There Were Four Who Tried: CD
This sucks worse than being stuck 
next to some blabbering, pretentious 
moron at a bar who says things like: 

muscle cars, and there’s this fantastic 

(www.seniordiscountmusic.com)

SHACK SHAKERS, TH’: 
Lower Broadway Lo-Fi: CD

it, categorize and compartmentalize it. 

a lot of times what draws me to a 
band is something that’s absolutely 

that intangible but immediately 
apparent thing that, frankly, you 
either got as a band or you don’t. 
That said, Th’ Shack Shakers aren’t 
punk in a sonic sense—this is country 

energy
Energy, they’ve got buckets of. 

speakers, tiny amps, and fuzzed-out 
as all hell—and all the better for it. 
LBLF is apparently the only existing 
recording of this band (culled from 
the one cassette copy they gave out) 
and it’s a story like that, that sense 
of bucking the odds, that can’t help 

recorded live but as a session, not 
in a show environment—but Jesus 
Christ, it sounds like a live show, 
like a crazed and chaotic stomp of a 
live show, full of frenetic bluegrass 
and the kind of translated energy 
that you so rarely get outside of the 
punk scene. Fans of everyone from 
rockabilly to country would dig 
this—if your record collection holds 

over this. There’s something to be said 
for an album that could’ve come out 

you grin with the uncontained and 

even listen to bands of this genre, but 
the sheer guts and sweat is so audible 

SHUDDERS, THE: Self-titled: 7”
The drummer of this band used 
to put on the best house shows 



great bands play there. The likes 
of: Carrie Nations (the good one), 

and the house band who she used 

record down cause she didn’t let 
my old band play at her house, 
but 1.) That’s not like me, and 2.) 
No one let us play anywhere, so 
she was only being consistent. 
The Shudders play glammed-out 
rock’n’roll somewhere between raw 
and minimalist. Distortion, make-
up, and gin seem to be the active 
ingredients, and the white vinyl, 
photo booth pictures, and spray 
painted cover–hand numbered at 
three-hundred–are the spices that 
make it delicious. –Daryl (Compact, 
theshudders@hotmail.com)

SHUDDERS, THE: Self-titled: 7”EP
Starts off in step with the A Lines, 

and, the longer it played, an alternate 

less hubris, more “this has no obvious 

infested proto grunge with lungs, 

lipstick smears, crushed smokes, beaten 
instruments beat upon, hearts beating 
and beat upon, and rusty steamer 

stenciled cover, too. –Todd (Compact, 
theshudders@hotmail.com)

SHY GUYS, THE: 
Breaking Up Is Hard to Do: CD
Decent rockin’ pop punk from a band 
that broke up in 2002. One really 
good song (“Cloudy Vertigo”) and 

coolest thing about this are the liner 
notes that say, “Through the years we 
were fortunate enough to meet other 
people who had the same ideas and 
convictions, people who also thought 
ranking Connie Dungs albums was not 

punks were the only ones who ranked 

suited to a basement show than to my 

sugar added on top by the consumer. 

ability to truly rock, but sometimes end 

SIR PRIZE FIGHTER: 
Beat It to Live: CD

compelled to think they are inspired. This 
is kinda overdone stuff along the lines of 

else before. They also say that they 

hear an inkling of banjo. Come on guys, 

SKINTONES, THE: 
This Is Science: CD 

always afraid of reviewing albums 

of not making any sense or doing 

person will laugh at me for even 

kind of sounds to me like a bunch 
of hardcore punk kids who grew up 

dig “Down South,” but maybe that’s 
just the country fan in me responding 
to the banjo and harmonica. –Sarah 
Shay (Crustacean)

SKUDZ: Millions of Dead: 7” EP
SKUDZ: Absurd: 7” EP 
Judging from the full-on metallic 

it’s a safe guess they have nothing 
to do with the old Texas punk 
band of the same name. Their fast, 
furious’n’political approach is just 

Unless you’ve got family in the 
printing business, that shit could not 
have been cheap, man. Choice shots 
of passed out and markered people, 
too. –Jimmy Alvarado 

SMALLTOWN / THE CRUMP: Split 7”

buying punk records when the Clash 
Pac Man 

Fever
hand jolt between London Calling
and Sandinista
how many expectations are heaped 

change in unexpected ways, it’s a 
reevaluation and the fear that they’ll 

to this several times before making 
a call. The songs are slower, taking 

in back. And it’s great stuff, much in 
line with how the Swingin’ Utters and 

but aren’t picking up the ashes and 
trying to convince themselves, nor 
their fans, that those’ll blow up in 

now convinced that the Japanese have 
fully functional time machines and 
they’re not sharing the technology 
with us American slobs. The Crump, 

pop punk and put it right at the feet 
of the altar of early Elvis Costello. 
Finger snapping, toe tapping good 
stuff. –Todd (Snuffy Smiles)

SMOKE OR FIRE: 
The Sinking Ship: CD



a lot better than a lot of the other 

The music’s speedy hardcore pop 
punk with plenty of harmonized 

but with a less scream-prone singer. 
Their topics tend to be both explicitly 
political and more personal, which 
strikes a nice balance (sometimes it 

without a little breather). This is a 

little bit that would make it really 
special, like a well-crafted burrito 

forward to seeing what they can do 
live. –Adrian Salas (Fat)

SMOKE OR FIRE: 
This Sinking Ship: LP

the music is tight, but it’s basically 
disc two of their last album Above
the City

SOUNDCITY HOOLIGANS / 
HOLLYWOOD GODS: Split 7”

backed by some mid-tempo, 
tuneful streetpunk stuff. Despite 
the somewhat meatheaded material, 
it was some catchy shit, indeed. 

vein, and while the music works and 

was the vocalist’s somewhat leaden 
delivery that kept their songs tacked 

just about the prettiest piece of 

SOUNDS LIKE VIOLENCE: 
With Blood on My Hands: CD

takes some courage to send in a CD 
to a magazine where it can be ravaged 
and possibly break any illusions 
someone has about themselves. 
And it is the reviewer’s personal 
taste that rules how they are going 

feel that it is my responsibility as a 
reviewer to tell you, the consumer, 
what is good or sucks, so you don’t 
spend your hard earned money on 

categorize it as emo, with the shrill, 
trebly voice that goes into screaming 
when the singer is trying to sound 
really intense. The vocals are really 
banal and self-pitying. The music is 

it’s worth going into too much depth 
trying to dissect it) with no real hooks, 

band luck and hope this review 
doesn’t make them slit their wrists. 
–Jason Donnerparty (Deep Elm)

STATIC OF THE GODS: 
Cycles Follow Signs: CD
The helpful sticker on the cover tells 

and Sway” and “Eighty-Eights” are 

a dash of Siouxsie, and even some 
Letters To Cleo songwriting, then 
this record should be on your radar. 

info@staticofthegods.com)

STATIC RADIO: 
One for the Good Guys: 7” EP

songs were on one side of this, until 

that a few minutes had gone by, and 
nothing happened. That’s how fast. 

SUPREME COMMANDER: 
120 Years in the Business: 7” EP
This reminded me of some older 

band for some reason, only not 
as meatheaded or chugga chugga 

weird swirl vinyl looks badass. – Joe 

SWEET ROT: Drug Fiend…: 7”EP

this person can tie their own shoes. 

a one-not-so-stable-man-runs-the-

notes “5,000 pressed, 10 on gold 
sparkle,” then goes on to nuclear 
power and black holes.) Think 
miscreant melodies channeled from 

mixed with Dr. Demento style; the 
ghost from Scooby Doo handles 

the world’s big enough to have two 

recorded are on the lyric sheet, but the 

gmail.com)

TATTLE TALES, THE: 
Fuck the Ergs: 7”

to say fuck this or that from time to 

expecting one of two things. One, 
that whoever is saying, “fuck_____” 
is actually better than _____. Or two, 
that whoever is saying, “fuck_____” 



is so ridiculously full of shit that it’s 

could pretty much say fuck anyone, 

Tattle Tales say, “Fuck the Ergs,” and 
even though they’re joking about the 
Ergs (one of them is even sporting an 
Ergs shirt in the photo on the back), 

small doses, but by the second side, 

bit sick. Sick, and a bit violent. Use 

TERMINALS, THE: 
Forget About Never: CD
This album conjures up that scene 
in the Blues Brothers where Jake 
and Elwood go to the church where 

blues musical number going on. Take 
that scene and change the band to a 

playing guitar, drums, and organ, and 
then record the whole tumultuous 
shebang they raise into what sounds 
like two microphones that are so 
overloaded and distorted that all the 
recording levels are securely in the 

album. The mellower numbers on 
the album tend to sound like slower 

(probably due to both bands using 
spooky organ and having female 
vocalists more than anything else). 
This is perhaps the dirtiest, most 
spazzed-out sounding recording that 
one is ever likely to encounter outside 
of a Locust album, but it really 

and urgent gritty rock’n’roll soul 
feel instead of making everything 
muddy or headache-inducing. The 

the male vocals hold their own in the 
songs they take lead on, it’s the female 

they have that low, in-control Aretha 

Social Club” and the cover of “Liar 
Liar,” to beautifully soulful like on 

are my favorite tracks on the album, 

THEY LIVE: Blurred: 7” EP

and two brothers decided to record 

almost the exact same position that 
same year (except our efforts remain 
unreleased, which is probably for the 

tunes are heavy, thrashy and angry, 
the execution is tight as hell, and the 
whole thing leaves little doubt they 

must’ve been a doozy of a band when 
they was active. –Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.toothdecayrecords.com)

THREE BLUE TEARDROPS: 
Rustbelt Trio: CD

powerful albums One Part Fist and 
Poised in Hate were unleashed on an 
unsuspecting and nebulous American 
psychobilly scene. Rustbelt Trio was 
a highly anticipated release; old fans 
expected a glorious show of power 
and new fans couldn’t wait to hear the 
hallowed sounds of an urban legend. 

disappointed. Rustbelt Trio is mostly 
slow and plodding, along the lines 

Milemarker
26, with too few remarkable tunes; 
a grave departure from the frenetic, 

Dave Sisson and crew are incredibly 
talented musicians of the highest 
songwriting caliber who have not 

but they seem to no longer possess the 
raw, untamed fervor and recklessness 
that set them high above all others. 
Then again, perhaps none of us do. 

Threeblueteardrops.com)

TILTWHEEL / 
DOWN IN THE DUMPS: Split 7”
About nine years ago, coming from 
the musically barren landscape of 

the dishonesty of not only cashing 
in on trends (ska, at the time), but of 

had been a horrible, horrible band of 

and style a short time before. Over the 

Hair Brained Scheme Addicts, and 
have come to the happy conclusion 
that Davey’s unwittingly been part of 
the grit and slurry for the cement that 

around this past decade. Tiltwheel’s 
taught me that although everything’s 
falling apart, it is what it is. Eat a 
burrito. Chill out without ignoring the 

the hits but make your own stuffs 
without resorting to douche baggery. 

being one of my favorite bands of all 
time, we’ve never interviewed them 
in Razorcake

little bad about the bands on the other 
side of Tiltwheel splits; they may be 

a candle with the left eye to the sun 
with the right. –Todd (A.D.D.)



TIM BARRY: Rivanna Junction: CD
Country is taking over some punk 
rockers today. First you have Drag 

and don’t forget the speed-metal 

hard luck tales, and country swagger. 

complete with shootings. Throw in 
a violin, some Dobro, and the same 
old recipe has the same effect: good, 
melancholic, country-style rebel 

TOTALITÄR: Self-titled: 7” EP

just can’t fuck with the Scandinavians. 
Their shit is so monstrously heavy 

to wear full body armor before 
placing needle to vinyl (or pressing 
“play” if you wanna get all modern 

been abusing eardrums for nigh on 
twenty-two years now and, judging 
from this, they won’t be getting soft 
with age any time soon. The four 
tracks here are just crammed with a 
level of energy and virulence even 
upstarts one third as long in the tooth 
have trouble mustering. Some truly 

the literal sense of the word. –Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.feralward.com)

TOUCH ME NOTS: It’s Not Right But 
It’s Okay b/w Bag o’Money, Only 
Friends: 7”EP
Sheldon Munn: 10”
A couple issues back, this husband 
and wife duo perked my ears up with 

inspired simplerock. Their crunch, 
shake, and shamble are matched with 
impossible to dislodge as bubblegum 

losing their fuckin’ minds about Jack 

the drummer not only keeps the beat, 
she provides a wicked, wiry spine on 
which the songs bounce, slither, and 

10”: Yakisakana) 

TRASHIES, THE: 
What Makes a Man Get Trashed?: CD

was able to pick this up, their newest 

from Life Sucks, Trash Fuck, and is 
a bit weirder (in a good way), and 
has better production (just slightly). 

is better off starting with older 

this any less recommended. –Joe 

TURBO A.C.’S, THE: Live to Win: CD
The band name is inspired by the 

The Warriors, though they’ve 
inexplicably supplanted “Turnbull” 
with “Turbo.” Too bad the music isn’t 

aesthetic seems overwrought and too 
planned out, from the three dice rolled 

half-naked, strip poker-playing pin-up 
girls on the tray photo to the street-hard 
looks the band members have plastered 
on their mugs for the back cover band 
photo. The Turbos try hard to leave a 
tough impression. The music sounds a 

lyrics are often delivered in an absurd 

just getting into punk hearing this stuff, 
thinking it’s bad assed, tough and cool, 

underground music, which is alright. 

cross-eyed meathead doing free word 

would whip these guys’ asses up and 
down the fuckin’ boardwalk. –Josh 

TURBONEGRO / THE RIPPERS: 
Split 7”

out matrix, hand numbered 1 and 2 for 
the label sides). Turbonegro: Fuck if 

Never Is Forever (pre-Ass Cobra, so 

not slouchy and in the Denim Demon 
phase) but didn’t have any words. This 

for introducing them to me.) That’s 

Turbonegro completist, but, hell, this 
is a nice addition to their extensive 

maybe, there was one part of one Alice 

and made two very non-ass songs that 
are big-sounding, crunchy, tight, and 

have addresses.)

UK SUBS: Another Kind of Blues: CD

always one of the more criminally 
overlooked bands on this side of the 

The Clash, and such, but in many 
ways their harder, more “street” take 
on the whole punk thing was a bit 

with little effort, one can hear the 
foundations upon which the blueprint 
for much of the oi and hardcore that 



followed was built. Their music was 
also apparently a bit sturdier than that 
of many of their contemporaries, as 

album. Although originally released in 

free of cobwebs ‘n’ dust, and can 
easily stand toe-to-toe to the output 
of most modern punk bands and slap 
them silly, as can the band itself, who 
are still active and still led by the 

and still able to tear it up with the best 
of ‘em. Trivia note: the band has spent 
the last three decades releasing their 
albums in alphabetical order, hence 

they’re on the ass-end of letters right 

the alphabet over once they reach the 
end. –Jimmy Alvarado (Captain Oi) 

UNHOLY GRAVE/THE VANISHING 
ACT: Split: 7” EP

doesn’t get silly about it. Vanishing 
Act: Lotsa screaming, and that’s 
about the total of the impression they 

UV PROTECTION: Clean Modern 
Comfortable: CD+DVD

with two keyboardists and a drummer 
and a person who only does video and 

them, don’t always have the most 

everyone’s friends can be fronting the 

me as a band. The music is so simple 
and straightforward that all the focus 
is on the vocals and lyrics and they 

to a line like, “Animals come and eat 

gets stuck in your head. Upon repeated 

like Devo and Ladytron or a twisted 
old school Nintendo game soundtrack 
with a lot of fun and occasional female 
operatic vocals. Additionally, there 
is a DVD that comes with the CD 
in which the band allowed various 
visual editors to put together their own 
interpretations of the band. Some of 
these are totally random, but there is 
the occasional live performance, which 

seem to truly shine, as they design 
elaborate costumes and, as previously 
mentioned, have a member whose sole 

band a lot for knowing the importance 
of the performance aspect of music, 
which so many artists seem to have 
never learned, as well as offering 

the opportunity to other artists to get 
their work out there through the DVD 
process. These short, catchy songs 
are really a pleasure and as happens 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Attack of the 
One Man Bands: 2 x CD

guaran-fuckin’-teed to put the boogie 
in your brain, the shake in your ass, 
the wiggle in your walk, and knock 
loose the teeth in your head. This CD 
is the musical companion to Rock 
N Roll Purgatory #15, the “lost” 

you’ve never heard a one man band 
act before, you’d be hard pressed to 

eight different acts playing one song 

listening to this type of stuff since 

you’ll be rolling around happy as a pig 
in shit to the wild and crazy versions 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Choke On It: LP

Todd keeps sending me records from 

people that live in the same town as 

more “in the know” regarding this or 

to our shared regional proximity or b.) 

write a bad enough review that someone 
actually comes to my house and kicks 
my ass. Even with aforementioned ass-

dick-sucking and “this band likes 
fucking fat chicks” references does one 

am so fucking tired of getting whiny 
emails from supposedly punk bands 
and labels complaining about my 

trying to goad people on—and then 
someone tags you for it in a review 
and you
perfect sense. So let’s compromise: 
you folks realize it’s a record review,
probably one of many that you’ll get, 
and it’s not the end of the world if 

won’t “editorialize” for the rest of the 

original cover must’ve gotten scrapped, 
because cover models are thanked in 

on it. Compilations, especially ones 



themed by regionalism, are always 

and consistency, and Choke On It 
pretty much follows suit: some of the 
bands totally suck and come across 
as fucking jackasses, some of them 
fucking rule. Some of this comp’s 
songs are exclusive; some have already 
been released elsewhere. Sonically, 

crying screamo bands here. Some of 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: New York Vs. 
New Jersey Punk Rock Battle 
Royale!: CD

this is a great comp. The point is to 
listen to the songs (with bands from 

and more) and vote on which ones 
you like best (with the winning 
bands from each state doing another 

product for people to buy, offering 
incentive for people to really take 
some more interest into this sort of 

going to have to listen to so many 

New Yorkers telling me why they’re 
so much better than everywhere else 
in the world, it’s not even funny. 

VARIOUS ARTISTS: Planet of 

Comp: CD

man named Alem Assefa who was 
subjected to racially motivated 
violence at the hands of neo-Nazis 

contains twenty-seven bands from 

this, some bands will be good and 
some bands will be bad, but at least 
you know that they’re all down. Some 

Cruces’ desert punks, The Answer 

punk demons, Nanahara Shuya. 

of different styles of punk from all 
around the world and all the proceeds 
go to a respectable cause, those are 
two very good reasons why this is 

the Fencewalkers, 
daddydamage@gmail.com)

VEGETATIVE STATE: 
Self-titled: 7” EP

thinking Arizona) sounding hardcore 
stuff. Not bad at all, although it did kinda 

send me through a mental time warp 
for a second there. –Jimmy Alvarado 

VICIOUS, THE: Alienated: LP

Thriller
but of the zombie dance in the mini-

undead, surrounded by a pretty 

They dance. The Vicious dance 
through that doom and gloom with 
a sound closer to the dearly missed 
Observers than the bands they share 

VLAD AND THE IMPALERS: 
This Blood’s for You: CD

go the full-on hardcore route (c.f. 

tracks, which are infused with more 
than a little pop, are not painful in 
the least, and their penchant for 
stopping in the middle of what 
they’re doing and going in a different 
direction keeps a kid on his toes. 
Features former members of ESL 
and is limited to 1,000 copies, if that 
means anything to anyone. –Jimmy 

VOLT: Self-titled: CD

the best label going. A look at their 

What’s for Dinner; and 

title escapes me, but certainly has 

it. Anyway, now that that’s out of 

because Volt is a French band and 
not the kind of French band from 

don’t know much about France and 

half of the twentieth century and a 
decent amount about French cinema. 

Masculin Feminin

does not sound like all those French 

lyrics not in their native language set 

and kind of ominous. This is, um, like 
really menacing dark wave shit that 
has synths and stuff. There is the Fall, 
too, which is kind of nice although no 

E. Smith and he sometimes manages 
to fuck that one up. So Volt’s self-



a perpetrator witnessed at the scene 
of a crime, it’d be like Alain Delon’s 
character in the night club scene of 

Le Samourai—there is a 
visual description but no clear-cut 

Volt’s self-titled album is missing 

knows good music; they’re a smart 

is the best, but this record misses the 

because Americans produce better 
rock’n’roll than anyone else except 

why is because America has a large 
number of black people who’ve built 
up a deep enough musical reservoir 
for white people to dip into; with both 
demographics living in a country built 
on the myth that “you can make it here 
if you try”—summed up in the phrase 

good music is built on heartache 

because music has been dying a slow 

it seems to me that foreigners are 
slow getting the grasp of rock’n’roll 
and taking over the American 

a Canuck—the French people from 

WALTZLOVES:
Catch Me a Possum: CD

releases are never boring, and this 

Razorcake
hardly be called punk rock, but there’s 
a healthy bit of garage rock spirit 
buried somewhere underneath the 
slide guitar, accordion, trombone, and 

the dog shit Zydeco garbage my mom 
listens to is lyrical content that is true 

Songs about holding hands, a girl 
hoping to get kissed, dancing all night 
long, and lamenting the long lost love 
one hopes will come back someday. 
The bayou beats and Zydeco rhythms 

not sure how often this will be stuck in 

boring, and it’s executed so well that 

WARCRY: Deprogrammed: LP

party, then this is your soundtrack. 

WE THE PEOPLE: Self-titled: CD

a bit more kinetic energy. Some of the 
songs deliver, but most move at a pace 
which promises a big sonic payoff that 
doesn’t come. Not necessarily terrible, 
but not terribly awe- or loyalty-
inspiring either. –Susan Chung (Stop 

WHITE BARONS, THE: 
Up All Night with: CD
They look like yer average greaser 
rock band, but sound like a big-guitar 
rock band. Singer’s got a pretty good 

YAVINFIVE: Breathe Melody, 
Bleed Dissonance: CD
A bit more restrained than, say, Combat 

inundate the listener with the same 
caliber of little annoying and cutesy 
noise moments like, oh, The Locust, 
and there’s not quite the same full-on 

one tortilla, dilute it with the fact that 
there’s only six songs on this thing, and 

that there’s some cool parts here, that 
they’re probably a pretty rad band to 
see in the basement but, despite the 
fact that the guy’s screaming like his 
life depends on it, there’s ultimately 
nothing here that really, really sets 

YUKON: Mortar: CD
After the dissolution of some 

Yukon came to be. This four-piece 
plays forward-marching rock’n’roll 
inspired by a wide range of bands 

sounds much more akin to Shellac, 
Drive Like Jehu, and the Oxes (with 

few tracks are kind of rough, but 
over time, the tracks start to grow in 
their ability to be appreciated, and the 

midst of the disjointed riffs that seem 
to run asymmetrical to things at some 
points, some of the tracks actually 
display a knack for hiding a hook 

rock’n’roll with awkwardly screamed 
vocals and indie-prog guitars, then 
this should be right up your alley. 

We have a fully searchable 
database of reviews up on 
www.razorcake.org.
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ANGRY YOUTH COMIX #12,
$3.50, offset, 28+ pgs.

this one kind of hard to review, 

farts, blood, violence, and poor 

was twisted, offensive, and, at 

fantagraphics.com)

BROKEN PENCIL #34, 
$5.95, Offset, 8” x 10½”, 64 pgs.
Do you have that friend who got 
good grades in school, makes 
a fair amount of money, has a 

something creative, and after you 
hang out with them for a couple of 
hours, you can’t wait to get back to 
your dump of an apartment so that 
you can drink Old Forrester, fart, and 

of zine culture and the independent 
arts” is that friend… on paper. The 
separation is in that subtitle; this is 
a professional magazine that covers 
homespun creative endeavors. 
They do something noble, and 
they do it very well, but there’s 
something very repressed about the 
whole deal. For the record, this is 

about independent video games and 
board games, plus urban gaming. 

DUDES MAGAZINE #9, $5, 
8 ½” x 11”, full color cover

to experiment” issue, because 
there’s a lot of penis in it. Also 

And the pictures of Lindsey 

vaginas, although appropriately 

my whole life without seeing 
that. Seriously though, pick this 

up and have a laugh, unless you 
don’t have a sense of humor, then 
it’s probably not for you. –Chris 

EAVES OF ASS #5, $2 
and stamps, copied, 4¼” x 7”, 44 pgs.
Craven’s critical memoir of his 

Festival, which he describes as “a 
lot of freaks and stuff gathering 
out in the middle of the forest and 
letting it all hang out or, as they put 
it, acting autonomously.” Through 
a haze of soft drugs and jug wine, 
the story of the festival is told, as 
Craven watches people tune in, 
turn on, and drop garbage all over 
the woods. Even when Craven 

the good that an insular subculture 
can do, even if it wants to better the 
world. This zine worked for me on 
all levels; as a humorous journal of 
a party weekend in the woods, as a 
rumination on the double standards 
of subculture, and as a look into 
the mind of someone who often 
describes himself as negative and 
snarky. There is a lot to be learned 
here, even if you aren’t interested 
in hanging out in the woods with 
a bunch of lifestyle activists, 
because Craven’s perspective can 
be applied to many walks of life.

FREEZER BURN #7, $1.00, 5 
½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 14 pgs.

cool story of urban exploration in 
an abandoned meat packing plant 
that is told in comics and poorly 
rendered photos. Otherwise, it’s a 
bunch of comics going up, down, 
and sideways all over the place. 
All of them are worth turning the 

way, not in that bullshit “bikes and 
crushes,” new school zine kind of 
way. This was almost all comics, 

author’s actual writing, because 
in his intro he wrote a short blurb 

on the artistic urge that was really 
fucking kickass and probably the 

GAINES STREET SAINTS #6,
free, 5½” x 8 ½, xerox, 38 pgs.
This one comes from the Northern 
part of the wang-like state in 

is on ska, oi, and skinhead culture 
in and around North Florida. 

photos of bands, interviews, 
and the stereotypical banter and 
imagery one would expect from 

life style. Lots of patriotism going 
on here, too. The back cover is an 
illustration of a pitbull wearing an 

some text underneath that proud 

make out other than the words, 

just like U, S, and A and it makes 
me proud to live in a country 
where dogs can wear bandanas 
and kids can shave their heads like 
cancer patients. –Dave Disorder 

HUB CITY OUT OF THE
 BASEMENT #1, $2.00, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, copied, 22 pgs. 

piece on the closing of all-ages 
venues, this was one long interview 

interesting interview with The 

all there is. So if you want to read 
an in-depth interview with The 

@hotmail.com)

ICONOCLAST #94, $5.00, 8 ½” 
x 12”, photocopied, 100+ pgs.

dormmate who had lots of porno. 
lots of porno. Not being a 

why such an extensive collection 

lot of chocolate if you could get it 

it’s the same rule for poetry fans. 

journal, not unlike any other 

ISO3200 #1, $5, 5 ½” x 8 ½”,
silk-screened cardboard cover,
photocopied insides, 36 pgs.,
limited to 100.

a lot like poetry zines. Too often, 
it’s the realm of self-important 
fucktards who have no discipline, 
but, once in a while, you realize why 
the format exists: people who really 
have something to say, with few (in 
poetry) or no (as in photography) 

at a band with no description other 
than their name (in big, block 

all the bands) and beginning to see 

two lines of a song, something 
you can sit and think about over 
and over again and it reveals itself 

hair become shapes. Light becomes 
a body itself. Darkness is creeping 
and something to burst out of or 

not about trickery, but artistry. Not 
about sizzle, but heart, and this is 
a great collection in an attractive, 

MAXIMUM ROCK AND
ROLL #283, $4, 8 ½” x 11”, 
newsprint, ? pgs.

issue of MRR

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 reminded me 
of a note passed 
back and forth 
between friends 
during class. ”

ZINE
R E V I E W S

–CT Terry
The Nose Knows, #42-45



included are all the reviews 
(movies, zines, books, music, 
demos), a scene report from Tokyo 
and a bunch of columns, most of 

American Hardcore.

seemed to hit on a lot of the things 

i.e. trying to stay punk in the post 

experience to slog through MRR.

NERF JIHAD #7, $3.00ppd., 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, 36 pgs.

you that it covers the following 
somewhat familiar territory: 1. 
Anecdotes from the author’s 
childhood that give the reader 
something that they can laugh about 
and sort of identify with at the same 
time. 2. Funny and absurd letters to 
local government and corporations 
followed by printed replies. 3. 

where the author writes about all 
of the goofy shit that goes through 

is pulled off with the wit and gut-
busting charm of Nerf Jihad, it 

they take some random goth and 

shit. This is the kind of zine to read 
on your lunch break to get you 

2250, Australia)

NEXT STOP NOWHERE # 1 
$5ppd., U.S. 5 ½” x 8 ½” color 
cover, Xeroxed inside, 56 pgs.
This is a very well put together 

has experience with magazines and 

starts with a day-to-day diary of the 

tour. The article is funny and covers 
all the great highs and lows of 
touring. Then there is an interview 

a cool hangout in the small town 
of Cardiff, England with all the 
hardcore records and merch you 

feel all warm and sappy about my 
favorite record shops. There’s an 

he “exposes the frauds and abuse” 

thought it was very interesting and 
frightening. There’s a really good 
interview with the band Social 

long one, with intelligence. The 
only thing is it kinda gives me a 
headache from so much going on 
graphically on every page, and the 

NOSE KNOWS, THE Vol. 2 
Issues #42-45, Photocopied, 
4¼” x 5½”, 8 pgs.

and stories from a group of women 
in New Orleans. Lots of stuff about 
food, some memories, songs, and 

their minds as they crank these 

back and forth between friends 
during class. –CT Terry (The Nose 

OUT OF ORDER, #4, $2 or 
trade, 8½” x 11”, copied, 24 pgs.
This is cool photocopied zine 

interviews with some bands, but the 
editor also interviewed the roadies 
for the Trashies and the Spits. 
Finally, some real journalism. 
Although this is pretty short, by 
the end of it you don’t feel like 

knew Davis had a really great radio 

there’s a pretty cool zine there too. 

PUBLICK OCCURANCES #9, 
$1 or stamps, 5½” x 4”, 
copied, 20 pgs.
Another issue of PO, and it’s 
even cuter and cuddlier than the 
last one. Still has the same great 
thumbnail illustrations of school 
yearbook photos (this time it’s of 
sixth graders in Alabama in the 

additions include a really gorgeous 

an art project than a zine (there’s 
nothing at all to read, really) but 
it’s still great. This guy should 

th

PUNK PAGAN #7, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, xerox, 28+ pgs.
A prisoner zine about pagan rituals, 

was enlightened by the personal 
parts about the author’s experiences 
with his adopted parents and the 
pressure and abuse he experienced. 

PUNK PAGAN #8, 5 ½” x 8 ½”, 
xerox, 28+ pgs.
A handwritten prisoner zine about 

PUNK ROCK
CONFIDENTIAL, Spring 2007, 
$3.95, glossy, 8 ½” x 11”, 80 pgs.

A few others seem to hate that they 

think it’s hilarious. Sure, if you 
don’t pay attention, it looks like 
the worst of the commercialization 
and corporatization of one of the 
thing we take pride in keeping 

There’s a strong tongue imbedded 
in PRC
think whoever’s running things 
over there is pretty pleased with 

RISE AND THE FALL, THE
#7, Free in L.A., $2 by mail, 
5 ½” x 8 ½”, photocopied, colored 
cardstock cover, 56 pgs.

pressing of Vicious Circle was on 

about the overall shape of the Skank 

Jerks’ Wild in the Streets. Shawn 

he looked like a swastika. She’s 

comics for Hustler, under a 

now an invalid after suffering brain 
damage after falling down some 

pool table salesman and installer. 

The Rise And The Fall continues 
to slay: sharpshooter layouts, keen 
insight, tight, interesting stories. 

RISIN’ UP #1, $.75 or SASE, 
photocopied, 5½” x 8½”, 32 pgs.
This photocopied punk zine is 

a collaborative effort by a few 
friends from Florida, tied together 
with a sweet cut ‘n’ paste layout. 

often humorous articles on scene 
politics. They tell you the truth 
about skinheads, and do a bang-
up job of cracking on emo kids. 
Let me put it this way—if you get 
stoked when you see a photo of a 

don’t get stoked by a photo of a 
circle pit, send all of your records 

Razorcake, because you’re kicked 

STORY OF MY SCAB #9, 
$6, 5½” x 4¼”, copied, 40+ pgs.

zine’s nothing to get too excited 
about (consisting entirely of 
drawings and mixed media 
illustrations—monkeys holding 
wrenches, puppies telling you to eat 
shit, weird fat ducks) it’s the extras 
here that make SOMS something 

zine is a button, a postcard, a bunch 
of stickers, and a ton of loose pages 
that include a handwritten interview 

with the editor of the long-dead 
Speed Kills, one 

with Roctober, and one with the 
band Crimson Sweet. There’s just 
something about the haphazardness, 
crazy layout, and “let’s just stuff all 
this shit in an envelope” mentality 

guy’s in transition and isn’t doing 

THAT OLDE, WEIRD
AMERICA Vol. 2, (Postcards 
from the City) $2 or trade, 
8 ½” x 5 ½”, copied, 28 pgs.
This follows several months in the 

navigate life in New York City. The 

roughly thirteen vignettes that take 

in a roughly chronological order. 
(The post-script style entry at the 
end from 2005 being the biggest 

reader along through her series of 
career changes which include off-

and peep-show worker. A series of 
character sketches about various 

she meets intersperses the writer’s 
personal insights and musings. 
This zine’s series of short, journal-
entry-like episodes conjures up an 
overall tonality of loneliness and 
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vulnerability, with an undercurrent 
of restlessness always swirling in 
the background. This is compelling 
reading that at times invokes the 
same feelings of melancholia and 
palpable confusion that Sylvia 

Bell Jar, albeit in 

the end, this is a zine for anybody 
who’s ever transplanted into a big 
city without a trust fund or a gaggle 

THOUGHTWORM #13, 
$3, 5” x 8”, copied, 48 pgs.

people may have a hard time getting 
past the lack of any pictures and 

the tales of Sean’s new life he had 

he likes metal. Or has interesting 

could have something to do with 
the fact that he’s got his masters 
degree in library science like 
yours truly. Or maybe it’s because 
he likes to ride his bike, as does 
my co-workers who talks about 

to have a good deal in common, 
including our preferred format in 
doing our own zines. Unlike a lot 

of the reviews that belittle me for 

kudos as well as compliment him 
on the nice screen-print of a heart 

TRAINWRECK #1, $1 or trade, 
Photocopied, 5½ ” x 8½”, 18 pgs.
A personal zine with all the 
trappings. Dave meets a girl, 
falls off his bike, drinks coffee, 

Jawbreaker a couple of times, and 
rejoices in the company of his 
Down’s Syndrome brother. There 
was nothing wrong with this zine, 
but nothing really stood out, save 
for the feeling of looking at a time 

Factsheet 5, and pen pals without 

idea that you’ll have a friend for life 
if you write to this guy. –CT Terry 

WELCOME TO FLAVOR
COUNTRY #9, copied, 
5½” x 8½”, 20 pgs.

Seattle, his unsent letters act as a 
journal, and the journal becomes 

sure what in life will make him 

indie rock, and the letters become 
so one-sided that you forget that 

gets all deep on dat ass, deciding 
that “life is like a big wind-swept 

that the reader would be a lot more 

outside of his own mind, because 
he is at an interesting point in 

YELLOW CARDIGAN, #1, 
$2, 8” x 9”ish, 28 pgs.

Culture Zine” and that’s pretty much 
on target. The music interviews are 
The Steinways and Dr. Frank, so 
they’ve found a home with the pop 
punk kids. The pleasant surprise 
was in the diversity of what falls 
under the culture part of the zine. 

some thought into the layout (hint 
to future zinemakers: most people 
don’t like reading, don’t make it 
any harder on them). Everything 
is clean and easy to read. The only 

issues would be to number the pages 

ZINE WORLD #24, 
$4/$5, 8 ½” x 11”, 46pgs.
Zine World is a wonderful zine. 
Not only does it have reviews of 
all kinds of other zines (including 
a decent one of mine) but it also 
has news related to the zine scene, 

The news section was really 
interesting, as it talked about the 
problems going on lately for indy 

scariness and other stuff, all of 
which was written much better than 
this review. As one might imagine, 
the predominant part of the zine 
were the reviews and they’re all 
over the place: some well-written, 
others not so much so and some 
are real long while others are 

enjoyed this zine and it made for a 

enough content to leave me feeling 

interested in the culture, this is a 

Many more zine reviews 
can be found at
www.razorcake.org



New Tales of Old Palomar #1 
By Gilbert Hernandez, $7.95, 32 pgs.
A great new offering from Gilbert Hernandez, who, along with his brother 
Jaime, created Love and Rockets, which, if you like the punk rock and 
comics, should be essential reading. This premiere episode, “The Children 
of Palomar,” races from page to page as the residents of Palomar (Some of 
who are quite familiar; Luba, Pipo, and Chelo are all there.) chase down 
two children terrorizing their town. Interesting story that’s well-drawn and 
what I’ve come to expect from the Brothers Hernandez. It’s presented in a 
gorgeous format as part of Fantagraphics’ Ignatz series: big duotone pages 
and a full-cover slip cover. –Megan (Fantagraphics, 7563 Lake City Way 
NE, Seattle, WA 98115, www.fantagraphics.com)

Sing a Battle Song: The Revolutionary Poetry, Statements and 
Communiqués of the Weather Underground, 1970-1974
Edited by Bernardine Dohrn, Bill Ayers and Jeff Jones, 383 pgs.

Yeah, we’re in disparate times here, we all know that, right? Disparate 
and desperate. And the fascinating part about it all (or, for some, totally 
motherfucking depressing) is that even with the recent leaps and bounds 
we’ve made in communications technology, the Left appears to be nowhere 

pissed off as they did forty 
years ago during the Vietnam War era. Is it a polarization, a shift in cultural 
acceptance that makes what’s going on now in Iraq something markedly 
different and more okay than what was happening in South Vietnam for, 

and PSPs? Is it simply, as many critics claim, the lack of a draft that has kept 
the people from a focused and ultimately meaningful dissent? Talk abounds, 
but we really haven’t done much in the past few years that remotely equates 
with the massive and volatile Days of Rage protest in 1969, right? Why, 
why is that? 

of it. But I do know that if the publisher’s timing of Sing a Battle Song
wasn’t intentional, then they lucked out. Because there really couldn’t have 

been a better time to release this thing. Despite that aforementioned lack 
of mobilization, there are enough corollaries present between the cultural 

more than apt. 
Sing a Battle Song is an anthologized collection of the poetry, 

the Weathermen, later known as the Weather Underground. If you’re not 
familiar, said group were a more hardline and militarized faction that was 
originally founded (I believe) from an offshoot of the SDS, Students for a 
Democratic Society. They were some pretty goddamn serious and motivated 
young people, ultimately becoming a loose knit and clandestine organization 
that was committed to a quid pro quo kind of retaliatory activism towards 
the U.S. government and its policies. Simply put, the Weathermen were 

of thousands, sometimes dwindling to the hundreds, who scared the living 
shit out of policy makers and government administrations in this country. 
They were serious—promoting a violent revolutionary overthrow of the 
government to the point where the Weather Underground’s spokeswoman, 
Bernardine Dohrn (a contributing editor to this book) was eventually 
rocking the number one slot of the FBI’s Ten Most Wanted list. Promoting 
a “guns and grass” kind of ideology, the Weather Underground was, among 
other things, staunchly committed to racial and gender equality and the 
immediate and unconditional withdrawal of U.S. forces from Southeast 
Asia. And they were, again, serious.

An example: on May 4th

at an anti-war demonstration at Ohio’s Kent State University. 
th, the Weather Underground plants a bomb in the 

National Guard headquarters in DC in retaliation. 
Quid pro quo.
Again, the content of Sing a Battle Song is made up of (gulp) poetry, 

original communiqués released to the media, and self-published manifestos 

new prefaces and editorials by quite a few key members of the Weather 
Underground. It’s these prefaces and editorials that I really found fascinating: 
overall, the editorials provided a ton of information about the Underground’s 
history, where the movement fucked up—but why it still remains an entirely 
valid and important movement—and why it’s one that can still offer newer 
activists some kind of working template, despite its faults, bravado, and 
eventual dismantling. Whether you consider yourself resolutely anti-violent 

(and the Weather Underground later retracted their statement that an armed 
revolution was the only means of a valid and worthwhile dissent) or not, Sing 
a Battle Song serves as a kind of heartbreaking history lesson of possibility; 
a snapshot look into what was an incredibly volatile and probably incredibly 
hopeful time, as odd as that dichotomy sounds. 

One of the most stunning features of the book is the timeline at the 
beginning—a timeline that lists, month to month, the citizenry’s rebellious 
acts regarding the U.S.’s involvement in Vietnam, gender and racial equality, 
class and prison issues, and the government’s reactions and retaliations to 
said rebellions. Starting with the McCarthy Hearings in March of 1954 and 
ending with the dissolution of the Weather Underground in December of 
1976, it’s an incredible and succinct distillation of a period of time that was, 
as I said before, probably both frightening and wonderfully promising. 

In closing, it’s a huge book, and not always an easy one to plow 
through—the rhetoric gets a bit heavy at times, but what were you 
expecting?—but it’s a fascinating read overall. The editors of Sing a Battle 
Song, all key members of the Weather Underground at one time, have given 
us a document that allows us to look back on what may well be the closest 
to an armed revolution this country may ever come (and you can look at that 
as bad or good, depending.) And they’ve tempered it with their own recent 
recollections of that time, intelligent (and a bit sad) recollections that only 
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They were serious—promoting a violent revolutionary overthrow of the 
government to the point where the Weather Underground’s spokeswom-
an was rocking the number one slot of the FBI’s Ten Most Wanted list.







a distance of years and experience can provide. Fascinating for its attempt 
to capture and reexamine such an incendiary time is the country’s history, 
and emotionally wrought with hope, idealism, a little bitterness that things 
turned out the way they did, and above all (as crazy as it sounds) a resolute 
respect for life and the potential for possible justice and fairness in the 

Welfare Wednesdays
By Chris Walter, 265 pgs.

Punk rock pulp, in the traditional sense. 
Set in the crabs-ridden crotch of Canada, the East Side of Vancouver, 

Welfare Wednesdays follows the lives of two characters, Jack and Lucy. 
At its core, it’s basically a novel about the Id. Impulse drives almost every 
course of action by every character and scenario in the novel—from a raging 
ex-boyfriend, hanging himself on the twin spires of revenge and gambling, 
to a docile co-worker who hauls off and hits his boss. It’s no more apparent 
than in the lead characters, who seem almost incapable of looking past their 
next government check (thus the title of the book) or their next paycheck. 
The book becomes more and more crack-fueled as the pages turn.

his eleventh book. Welfare Wednesdays is a quick and engaging read, no 
doubt. Walter has no fear of talking about shit and piss and blood and 
zitty ugliness while—at least once in awhile—providing human glimmers 

fancying of society’s underbelly). Welfare Wednesdays
no-holds-barred look into drug addiction that neither outright condemns nor 
needlessly glamorizes the lifestyle, which is tough to pull off.

Although I wouldn’t call him a hack (which he, in a thinly veiled way, 
calls himself in his own book), Walter does rely on time-tested writing 
formulas (thus the pulpiness feel) and there are more than a fair share of 
clichés that I’d prefer were cut back. Somewhat surprisingly, Walter doesn’t 

mentions something. He seems intent on us never forgetting how short a 

And it’s here—due to the idea of providing a reality-scape told in a sparse, 
no-bullshit, non-fancy style—where Walter could use some restraint. With 
folks like Charles Willeford ( ), Chester Himes (If He Hollers, 
Let Him Go), and Steinbeck (Tortilla Flat), not only were those writers’ 
works easy to understand, they were lean; pruned right to the part where a 

soil) without excess verbiage. I wouldn’t call Walter a sloppy writer; I’m 
just saying if he sharpened his razor more, his strokes would be more sure 
and he wouldn’t feel compelled to cover the same areas again and again. In 
summation: a fast, compelling book told by a wizened veteran honing his 
chops. Good stuff. –Todd (GFY Press, www.punkbooks.com)
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American Hardcore: The History of American Punk Rock 1980–1986: DVD

you keep in your head and creeps you to your core a few times, particularly 
when the subject matter is your own revered idols and romanticized past. 

but nostalgia can all too easily become a cow-pie of mind waste so vast 
and gloppy that it can swallow you whole the second you stick your big 
toe in it. American Hardcore (which is more or less the movie version of 

provide both glowy punk rock remembrances and idol-shattering moments 
of creepiness. Fortunately for me, the creepy revelations were spaced fairly 

being interviewed while lounging on a couch wearing some sort of hot pink 
disco pants. Now whether they were actually sweatpants or pajama bottoms 

stomping on puppies and knocking the dung out of anyone who got in his 

of humorless tomes called The Bible and Think and Grow Rich. You’ve 
probably heard of The Bible, but just in case you’re not up on cornball self-

help books, Think and Grow Rich was a sort of forerunner to The Secret,
which is the wildly popular New Age wonder book (currently being bought 
up in record numbers by Oprahphiles worldwide) that promises to teach 
its readers how to use the “law of attraction” to gorge their own gluttonous 

is shown at his home in a “gated community,” sipping Chardonnay and 

don’t think that there’s necessarily anything evil about being well-to-do, but 
when you’re that much of a smug douche bag about it, something has most 

On the more positive side, American Hardcore is packed with great live 

plenty of footage of the two bands the movie makers most notably dote 

movie of this sort is that you set your self up to be picked apart for playing 
favorites with some bands while intentionally or unintentionally shunning 

with gratitude toward the people behind American Hardcore. Filmmakers 

well as being their own personal favorites from the era. The bands most 

crimson ghost logo that pops on shelves behind interview subjects from time 

history around the two bands. And that alone makes something calling itself 

to not feel like complaining all that much. That kind of shit is bound to 
happen in these wildly litigious times of ours, even among people we once 
thought were “cool.” And though several other bands—personal favorites 
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me, worth the price of admission alone. As uneven as American Hardcore is 
from reoccurring bouts with selected perception and problems with retarded 
legal obstacles, it is still a powerful and alluring look back at a messy, 

Dancehall Troops Volume II: DVD + CD

magnitude—there’s over thirty bands on the DVD, and the CD has forty-

and assemble) and obviously a labor of love. And to NFT’s credit, there’s 

Dayglo Abortions footage and an acoustic TV Smith performance. Couple 

and more, and the aforementioned forty-plus track CD, and this thing should 
just about be unstoppable. And it is, on paper, at least. Unfortunately, some 
of the footage is pretty spotty and a lot of the live videos sound as if they 

moments on here where either the audio or video’s sketchy enough that that 

this too hard—No Front Teeth is a pretty consistent label, the guy behind 

it must’ve taken putting this thing together. And the line-up is pretty rad: 

Teeth comps, you’ve got a good idea what you’ll be getting on your plate 
here— raw, gritty, mean-as-piss punk rock that carries a bright and loving 

into, like, production (if you’ve ever said something like, “Dude, that kick 
drum was sooo compressed on that album” than stay the hell away from this 

I don’t think that there’s necessarily anything evil about being well-to-do, 
but when you’re that much of a smug douche bag about it, 
something has most likely started to go rotten at your core.

More video reviews can be found 
over at www.razorcake.org.


