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I know I'm talking in my sleep, and sleeping in my dreams. I'm dreaming on my
feet and I don't know what it means...

my-crazy crew cut hardcore hair is growing out staraight long and inky black.
my Beaver Cleaver blue jeans fall frayed now, down around my hardcore Avnerican com-
bat boots, no longer rolled up into punk rock cuffs round my calfs. I got the pais
ley button down from Jack TSOL ar d he says they are thee surf punk thing to wear;
but fuck, I'm stuck in eastern Pennsylvania and I don't have any friends who would
ever think that. T mean the kids = on the scene are killing their parents and fight
ing every night. Theres violence after school at all the cul de sac half pipes in
all the secret skater spots. The MFC kids are on everybody's hit list. And I just
wanna be so fucking far away from the E¥ numbers! And I just wanna walk home fore
ver through silent cornfields and Indian Summer forrests! And never see anyone now
that the scene is so fucked up and jaded and dead. I'm gonna split my freinds and
skip the ride home and light out alone because John Stahl laid a joint on me. I'm
gonna walk all the way to the southside, check the racks at Play Tt Again and find
tke fucking RAIN PARADE record because its the calmest thing on college radio. Beca
use my hardcore teenage life is suddenly turned around and upside down and scarier
and crazier than any VOID show or any song by the FLAG. I mean it feels like I'm
on the cusp of the new scene. Like I'm riding the wave of the gentle smokeout vibe
all the way in from Cali. And I do not care who could ever understand. And I do
not care that everyone on the scene thinks I'm fucked...

Theres something in my head but it don't frighten me,
I mean T pour through Flipsizdes and all T see are pictures of punks in paisleys.
And T scan through Flipside videos and count the number of times someone flies off
a stage in a paisley shirt, fast forwarding to the part where D. Boon comes on in
a thrift store paisley with him somehow stuffed inside, bald fat and sweaty, a
slave to the San Pedro Weatherman style. And then T skip to the %3} 100FLOWERS
psych out footage by the beach. In reverie. I mean I can't take the footage of MIN
OR THREAT trying to skate tre school yard banks. I mean everybody thinks T'm crazy
for this!

At night, people leave their homes to find a place to go. I see them on the str
eet. But I don't want to stop. I thought I couldn't speak and I wanted to go home.

like JT walking humble down &4th street, taking up residence by the singles bin.
he stares at me through sunglasses. he telepathically tells me what to buy. T get
the LP and walk home all the way to the northside. T walk past homes of true loves
on Prospect. I strain to see in windows that glow warm orange in the heaven bedroonm
of hers. T could be Tom Sawyer emo and sappy crash out under Becky Thatcher's win
dow. But I don't want to stop. I want to drink deep the sweet wine of sorrow and 1
longing and love and living. I want to live in a never ending whirl of a world, a
forever emo night sky, moonlit and iridescent and teenage blue, and keep going on
like thkis forever and ever until T finally die...

©
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This is why all the A&R men, filmakers, FBI Informants and Black Helicopters have

been hanging around Philadelphia lately....
They kicked simon out of the GELCAPS and now Boothman is a sad lad

Believe it| the Philly scene is on the rise with great bands like even tho he's got a cool lover and a gigantic loft to live in, and a
EDO, ANTHROPHOBIA, BARDO POND, MEL'S ROCKPYLE, KENN KWEEDER, ROBERT copmuter brain for sasy money-making. -
HAZARD, THORAZINE and the dEALERS getting all the hype. Its obviously in the Cold-As-Ice Dapt: the guy from FORIEGNER is hot to sign HOBART £ ™
time to cash in and reform YDi, ELECTRIC LOVE MUFFIN, CIRCLE OF SHIT, to his new 'indie' label (like its rum out of his bedroom). but theyre 0
RREMLIN KORPS, PURE HELL and THE A's! but since you weren't in any of still being bombarded by offers from labels like BLUE OYSTER CULT, THE
those bands you could instead take a walk over to Jason Klauser and ROMANTICS and GENESIS. thats where the DANDELION connection comes in.
Elizabeth's pad, eat some chilli, cut your finger off and maybe broach the nev SANDBOX fanzine is supposed to be "two vears long" when it
the touchy subject of the KITSCHCHAO reunion with Mikey Wild covering arrives. Sean NacCabe came up to me and goes "can i hang out teo? I have
Tristan and Andy Personoko covering Dave Stauffer... Or else you can a Huffy."
gather up Orange County's Xitschchao Dannny Gill and start THE WOODLAND got 2 tape from someone and put it in the VCR expacting Sun Ra/Space
FRUITS since he already has anyway, and that would be much less a is the Place but got a MOTHRA video done by an art student at Drexel. we
hassle, and cause a few less fights. And perhaps rock harder than The freaked out and haven't come out of our room in a fey days. can someane
Chao. Chris Hunter of Paint People is involved g’ut i don't know any of Please come over and turn it off? got a tape from LENOLA and i think
the other names. But Nice Poop Andy says the songe he heard were a mix its okay! especially considering the gossip that the guitarist was in
of old KITSCHCHAO-style songs and almost amazing duel guitar hardcore TURNING POINT. I mean the guitars are pretty damn smoked out and theres
punk. Jason can be seen lately valking around BHV vith two foot stacks not an X-handed mosh part in the whole thing.
of ABRASIVE WHEELS, THE BUISNESS, and GBH CDs in his bloody hands. Ang Got a tape of the new ORIGINAL SINS double LP "bethlehem” the other
Dan Gill ocan be seen attending art school parties on week nights, riding day and its thee concept album you always hoped for, and all about that
the Taco House oruiser around (when he's not flying around on hiz new vonderful rock capital. ..

Easy created single speed messenger bike), beating Calvin Johnson in saw ANONYMOUS the other night and now i get the drift. i forced

dance contests and (if you go to the Nice Pooper house around 4 in the uysslf to vatch the entire band and nov I dig the Aaron thing going on

afternoon) stumbling up out of his bed in the basement, hair straight up in the middle of the stage. Beth goes "he looks like a crazy elf!" And i

in au naturel liberty spikes, lips secured around a gigantic sticky ge "he really looks like the uncaged manic lunar tick that he is,

bong, just waking up for work... 2pazzing out where it'1l do the mest goed. " Beth goes "be looks like a
DOWN GIRL are the hottest new band on the scene! totally great PA Emo flea.” Tt dawns on me then! That IS Flea! he did get committed after

from a Fracture and brother of Franklin. demo out soon. Split 7" with TR house got busted, then they let him out and now here he is! So

the dEALERS on NAP COM even sooner... and everyone loves them already. anyvn¥, go see them. split 7" with ANASARCA some day and one song by

Just go down to the Record Exchange at any hour and you'1ll see Scott Terwilliger about riding like a demon through the streets of the city,
Schlagle trying to pawn FAITH' s "subject to change" EP to pay his rent. on the upcoming "KILL THE MESSENGER" comp that EASY SUBCULTURE RESEARCH
Dereliot Hotel people turned into KING JAMES VERSION and THE BURGLERS. ig doing (with the dEALERS and FRANKLIN')
go ask someone who saw them what theyre all about. its just that i never PAN AM may finally happen for real now that Andy and Elysia have quit
get down to the Boot and Saddle even though ex-1V Todd Douglas baoks the their jobs. And the stuff Clees did with Art and Simon is so sweet and
Place. I'm more into seeing Dave Burch back on the streets riding for good that you'd be lucky if you ever hear it
Time Cycle and Dane back in the city after meeting Kieth Morris while POLICY OF THREE broke up and Bull and Jen say theyre going to start
living in Richmond { i would have ran back to PA after that too.} and up on the JOHN IRVING REVIVAL tip. I mean they wanna move to Verment and
Scott looking even bigger than he did last year, like he's approaching lay low and mellow out and live on a farm.

Mark Kale size in the "i'm gentle but don't fuck vith me' dept. The dEALERS played a show for Chicken Farm Bob up in Easton with
scme hot shot from SF wants to put out records by the pﬂogom BAND s0 STOOL TTD and OBJECTS OF HATE and watched the OBJECTS beat up the New

i can't wait to hear what Art lays on him. perhaps a pristine sounding York band for being from out of state, If it weren't merely blatant

24 track boogie marathen. . . - . localism I would have thought it uncool. But then the drummer from TUB

_ smoked me and Clees out and thus our set was something to behold (by the
3 pecple left or not in the hospital), what with Charles not there and
Andy Clees filling in by playing tape loops louder than both the drums
and my guitar. Chicken's putting out the new dEALERS' song "fly me in a
blimp up te Canada" on one side of a split with some weird band from DC
or smevhere like that.

Jackie and Eli are eplitting to Japan to teach in January. Sa you
should get the last few copies of BODY, their very cool and well-written
comio, before they dissapear forever.

¥e and Beth want to follow them to The East just to get away from the
ncisey drag queens that live below us.

Paul David wants to buy his own farm house before his dad can sell it
to the Kutztown Grange. I  think we should all help him so we can all
move in and hang out the windows and play frisbee and chill out for the
rest of the Fin de Siscle on the gentle and green slope that is Kutztown
Pennsylvania. And go see URINAL CAKE everynight, practicing in the 300
year old basement of Kutztown Bottling Works, with Kyle MORTIMER SMEDLEY
nevly added on third guitar!

I'm supposed to have this piece of shit all laid cut and done in half
an hour so Steph can print it illegally, but I've never heen good with
deadlines. I sit here and stare out the window onto 21st street and
obsess on stupid things, like women getting raped and murdered up the
block, or Beth getting mugged down the street, and I really think its
time for all of us to split. Its time for all of us and all our cool
friends to jump ship somewhere, buy a bunch of land with tumbledown
farmhouses on it, dig a fucking moat around it like 50 miles long,
errect a gigantic rock wall and only ‘get to the outside stupid world by
way of DIY HOT AIR BALOONS, floating us up and out into the sky on
forays to see the rare good show or whatever. Your thoughts? (seriously)
thank yeu --Eric de Jesus November 19, 1995,

this fraw POgO super computer fanzine scene -
number evil 13! Everything in here copyright

me, Fric de Jesus excepting theletters dare
devil photo by Knowles, Richard Allen ;eview

by Elizabeth Duby, rain Parade int.v. by bang
zoom (don't sue). and anything else is scetch
This costs $1 cheap post paid to us at easy.
write for a 1 i s t of stuff and/or.say hello
like a good person. me and beth 1995 into it!
pPc box 15951 phila pa. 19103 done 11-19-95
"sugar, gimme that smile,.." get the DING ep
power to the people and power to the cats!
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@
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my dearest Erio & Beth,

how are you? how is our glorious Pa. metroplolis to the south? thinga
are par for the course up here, and as you know its rarely a three par
hole up here in Bethlehem. Onoe again spring is in the air and of course
that means exodus is in the hearts of Lehigh students everyvhere. Long

laland, New Jersey. Whatever it takes. As usual you will forgive my

spelling, grammar,punctuation and whatever else, as I am once again
writing to you from the depths of my sin. (Thank god my underabundance
of time prohibits my knowledge of others, if any.) I have been enjoying
for awhile a record by the name of Buddy Guy and the Juniors. It is an

adoustio resording of Buddy Guy and Juniors Wells and Mance. Highly
recomended. Of oourse it troubles me to be torn from my rigorous duties
of staring at the walls and enjoying the South (side of Bethlehem), that

I had to retire to the ocagsette of the Best of Sam and Dave after
several hours. With the exception of James Brown and the JBs, there has
never been a comparable combination of style, talent, soul and
sincerity. Though the laters may be one and the same. There is news of
the band, but I will relate it to you personaly when you grace us.
Jason "YUK" Evans / Bethlehem, Pa (MKJS, 411 BLUES EIPESS, punk,
eto)

Whats up Erio and Beth,

i am tired of doing school work today so i will write lstters
instead. Billy the Convulsive Wonder and i are supposed to be going out
for coffee so i will write until then. SPECTRUM was nice. very nioce.
Sonic Boom has beautiful hands. my little friends from Bard were there
to meet some other Spectrum fans at the Middle East. friends from the
Internet. i think that is a vary 90's way to meet people. so we all ate
hummugs and broke bread together. i turned to one of these people and
asked "who do you like better, Speotrum or Spiritualized?” and he aaid,
"you have not seen my drivers liscence, have you?" his name was Jason
Pierce. what a coinky-dink. mr. boom did not show up during AIR MIAMI,
vho sucked and were very boring, THOUGH A TAD MORE EXCITING THAN UNREST,
but the remainder of the fellows drank Budwieser at the bar and laughed
vhen we ordered Bombay Martinie, shaken, not stirred. Mr. Boom came in
as soon as they wers about to go on, toting a box of CDe that he
proceeded to hawk, all during the “gig"(that consisted of 2 or 3 aotual
spectrum songs. The rest were Spacemen 3 tunes). my friends from DC were
thoroughly excited and went ocutside before, during and after to smoke up
some “shoe gazing" stuff.

I have just completed a gift tag for OASIS, out and pasted from the
University of Manchester graduate studies catalouge. I have also just
finished labeling my shampoo and conditioner bottles, plus a containex
of petroleum jelly, in French. my weapons: scotch tape, index cards and

the typewriter my strategy: bizarre.

I do not think the Divinity School people understand how to appreach
me. T am the youngest oandidate, in all definitions of the word. The
Feminist 1 Liberation Theclogy women scare me. i watched TV for the
first time in 2 long time today and did some sewing. Davs Davenport
never told me WESTON were playing hers over the weekend so I missed

them... she sent me a fold-out Pater Rabbit card that says "Yo!!". i am
still attaching it to my door... i suppose my goal is to read primary
texts; intermediate Hebrew is hard, but if i can read stuff from Cunmran,
that is all i care about. the Essenes rocked hard; they knew what was
up. i want to do my thesis on 1 Enoch and its regeption and importance
within Quumran community. I will never say I am "ohristian" until i get a
geod idea of the historical Jeeus, who, i feel, was much indebted to
these orazy, militant dessert folk. And the gnostic gospels. read the
gospel of Thomas, etec... The Nag Hammadi library will be important for
me i think very sopn
regards, votre soeur, Nicole de Jesus/ Cambridge, MA. ( SLOOSE, TILGHMAN
and my little sister)

Elizabeth,
28 somecne who is a significant contributor to the music scens here in
Philadelphia, i thought you might like a sample of my CD single off my
soon to be released CD "Neopolitian Man" This sample is "hot-off-the-
press”, and i wanted you to be the firat person in the entire scene to
hear it. Please fill out the enclosed oard for the full CD.
rock the night, Dave Emmi {rocker)

hello,

the VILE HORRENDOUS have deolared war on the Lehigh Valley Hardoore

scens. You cocksuckers have gone too far! The suburban goon rock
concerte at the Music Hall wers bad enough, Now you have to shove your
Green Day up everybody's ass. We will step on you and your way of life
until you writhe in agony. Any attempt to confront us at this adress

will result in your getting shot in the head.
Roy Grube/Vile H. 629 e. 5th st. Bethlehem, Pa.18015

Hello people of philadelphia.
let me say that i expeated to be able to regale you with stories of
the stunning cold of the northern mountains, but the looals are wearing
shorts through the stunning heat wave...after a couple snowy days, the
wind changed and everything melted. a man i talked with, trimming dead
branches in a cemetary, told me no good weather goes unpunished, he knew
1 was a foriegner right off. Chlam is going out mow, after a week of
refusing to leave the porch. in the back lot during the night, 7 or 8
cats hang out on the dumpster or up inside against the warm engine
blooks of cars. he's trying to becomse part of the pride, but hasn't yet
faced the ohallenge of the large tom that seems to be the leader.
they've hissed at eachather pretty cenvincingly, but nothing decicive
has yet happened. i'm of course hoping he deals the beating and becomes
king of the cats. the human nieghbors are a bit less civilised. the
landlord is evioting the woman who lives downstaire beoause she had 5
extra people living there. just her, her boyfriend and her kid (his?)
live under ues now, and every night they have a screaming drunken
arguement in order to work up encugh energy for a good fuck. I was
reading Celine describe a coupls beating their daughter to oreate the
same mood while my nieghbors provided the sound effects... public accese
TV locks like its easy to break into up here. i would like to be
endlessly ammused by foisting some stupid ocreation of my own imagination
on the viewers at home. maybe i could hecome Verment's Uncle Floyd. i
cherish the dream. . . Josh, the other guy who lives here, is a bluegrass
man and values that old bogey, "technioal ability” we worked out a few
songs to play at an open mike night and so bought a bottle of Old
Grandad just to take the edge off. we got there alittle late to sign up
and had to return home to finish the bottle. whenever Josh and i
complete a project like mopping the floor of fixing a chair, we figure
we deserve a ttol\'u-pn‘ck of Milwaulkees Best. we'rs accustomed to
different ways of thinking so i guess we're using aloohel to lubricate
the male bonding thing, Still, we'll probably have to wrestle and emell
eachother’'s butts a few times... Send Raw Pogos and Almanacs and lettars
and tapes and ideas for 2 boy's name ot else the kids gonna be called
August or Elijah or Ezekial because he was a UFO contactes.
. ~Charles O'Connor/ Plainfield, Vermont (scientist, etraight edge-
dEALER and now psychedelic- bucolic father of a baby girl oalled Mazie
Star O'Connor)

' POBOKISAE |
Pila, PA. 19103 ush

eric,
the tape was inevitably super.. . i didn't know what to expect, but truly
super stuff... ite a long story, but i really don't listen to any of the
bands i put out. i just happen to be friends with them and they sell
really well. i know that sounds fuoked uwp but i run 2 labels.
Repercussion (§ from HC kids) and Little Red Rocket, whioh is etuff i'm
really into; like i'm hopefully deing a Crain 7" one day. or stuff like
the dEALERS. i do like repercussion, but its somewhat of a joke to me.
to see kids go ga ga over my friends bands is so silly! anyway, i was
writing to tell you that INDIAN SUMMER died and i'm in a new band with
my friend Aaron and we're called ANN ARBOR
Adam [ Oakland city

19 may 1995
whats up Eric? just finished my ridiculous "creative dialouge' with
Hazel Motes from Wise Blood. 12 pages of really wierd drivel...at one
point i ask him about martyrdem and mutilation and we get to talking
about Rickey Jamee of the Manios. Hazel has a very interssting take on

that one, i'm afraid. i got a really funny oall from Slatte (Paul

Slattery)} the other night: it seems Brentford fucked up the playoff and
will not make it to premier league now. so he's crying and telling me

how he refuses to come to america anymore and that if i want to go over

there he will send me the money.. . hmm, drunken rambling or sincerity? i
got a package from a young man i met in Paris, the Tottenham Hotspur /

Chrysalis Sport person, seems Stuart got into a fight with some of
$latt's friends about writing me letters. oh well. i think most people
would agree it would be better if i hung out with men closer in age to
that of myself. Slatts is very funny because the night of the Brentford

lose he was asked to photograph the SUPERGRASS gig at Hammersmith
Palais. obvicusly the bastard should have gone. which is interesting
#ince when i was with Danny Goffey i mentioned who i was travelling
with, etc, and suggested his name and 'English Rock Photographer’
oredentials to them...hmm. supposedly i should be reoieving the album
quite soon if Danny can get his shit together and stick it in an
envelope. got a vall from Annette today; she's in Montreal trying te
sell her short stories. Four people ended up in the hoepital, ligging it
up at the annual Bard College menage a trois ball. they had to close it
down at 12:30 this year when all the ambulances came. Unfertunatsly, one
of the ocasualties wae Colin, that bizarre boy i used to date. i mean he
was in ocke rehab for a long while, so i wonder what he has progressed
to. Another young student i know is in jail for vehicular manslaughter.
seems he put Gavin Kleepsies into a coma in a DUI accident. Theres just
" not muoh to do at Bard. I love being an alumma. i bought 4 sesane
bagels, a huge root of ginger and some vanilla vafer oookies. if you
boil sliced ginger and pepper with your tea leaves you get a blend with
10X more impact than ocoffee. add alittle hot leche evaporade and some
sugar and enjoy... the south asian chix are really teaching me how to

live.
Nicole de Jesus / Cambridge MA (via Bard Collegs decadence 101, via
Bethlehem Pa.)

Erig,

not much has been shaking. my new band's not called Ann Arbor anymore
(euz it was a stupid name). Now we are DAREDEVIL (stupider). we're gonna
be in Philadelphia on the 12th. I want to see you and drink red wine and

laugh about everything and i want to play with the dealers and shout
indie rock champions and die and take druge and stupid stuff. i hope you

are well, as is she. long live the red wine emo.
Adanm reperoussion / oakland spaceship co. / abduotes

Note: the following letter was lost in the fucking mail spstem for like
& year and a balf.
hello eric & beth,

Rugby's mod scene is healthier and stronger in_ nump-r than it !;ae been

in years. a modernist scciety with new "nh.iilL?“:‘;ni::gnl‘oodlrt;unticﬁ
and plenty of drugs. theres plenty of bands happ i
EKTERCE?TPORS (Ymr band), THE GUARANTEED UGLY, THE HIPSHAKES, THE ENGLISH
SPOOKS, THE LOSERS (responsible for the Bucr.-ah_- tape label).esto... .
Agent Ugly's mod dance party went with a bang. i've been hung over asll
day, watching the Grand Prix en the telly. theres talk of an UGLIE!
rele. on Billy Childish's label. do you have their first EP “"warts and
all"? there is alec a new gomp. LP on Spilt Milk Records featuring a
track by the UGLIES, the now rumoured to be defunct SPECTRUM, and
Sonic's new band E.A.R... SPIRITUALIZED have a new LP due out this year,
or maybe next. i hope tc get my ne¥ zine out soon, Hiocksville Hogwash.
First issue featurss THE SORROWS, and DAN FARNDON (loocal h-:ges ;h-y
are; oheck out the Bam Caruso LP and Farndon's solo single "Indian

Reservation” on GNP Cresendo) plus the rest of the mods in !{ukuv:ule. 1

think OUTER LIMITS is pretty much finished, due to hasales and bitching

between parties involved. Sometimes Rugby's like living in a town of old
women, fuseing and fighting and the like. It was really flogging a dead
borse anyway. SPACEMEN and DARKSIDE more reoon:lg_' finished in blaze of
bad feeling and contempt. A shame, true. But inevitable nonetheless. But
the INTERCEPTORS are about ready, we have our first gig in a caupl‘o of
weeks. And labels interested in signing us. My old lnb‘ol, Beggar s
Banquet being the favorite in the running. oh yeah, the “Lunar Surf" ep
may have been inferior to all our othexr stuff, but thats b‘cuuas we
didn't have 50 pounds an hour pumped into studfc time. is it _pnu:blc
to get peyote in your neck of the woods? I heard r.h.nl. you can join The
Church Of The Native Amerioans. If you can shed any light on the matter,
and f£ind the adress or such like, i would be v. grateful,
Rosco James / Rugby, UK {Darkeide, Spaceman, Rugby scenester.)

dear erioc,
brian wilson's musioc changed my life. i became aware of it in the early
80's (i never liked ths beach boys surf/car hits; overplayed as they
were and totally alien to a cold, landlocked Pa. loser} when musio, to
me, was a means of expressing rage and pain expsrienced in the wonderful
pageant of life, velvets, stooges, dolls, etc. were the gloomy B&W
movie i watched over and over again. then, while watching Shampoo, I
heard "wouldn't it be nice” which ironically olosed the movie i supose
i linked it to the SoCal milieu of money, mase murder and melancholy,
not alien to the wilsons, in particular Dennis, hinted at in the film.
Found it on Pet Sounds arcund Xmae {a very wintery LP) and was won over
by the eerie, Phil Spector-ized pop muzak, therein contained. beyond
that, and beneath the perfeot harmonies, pretty melodies, brilliant key
changes, goofy arrangements and surface ocontentment, i ocould tell that
brian was more fuoked up than i was. its just this ocombination of
childlika-ish perception and utter loas that give the beach boyas' better
stuff its strangely powerful quality. of course i looked into other LPs:
"today" "smiley smile” “"wild honey” "sunflower” "love you" -all good, if
spotty, in different ways, though it wae individual songs, flashes of
brilliance, that stood out. and it was these songs, like "back cf my
-mind", “wonderful”, “"let the wind blow"”, "cool, cool water” that
switched the YES control in my brain into the ON position. I wanted to
make music whioh could, in turn, bring people out of the "underground"”
doldrums; music that said other things than “i hate you". music that
talks without lyrice and says "the universe suoks, but lets get high or
something. lets play in the sandbox with all the other shit. walk to
california in your dreams and get lost in a bookstore with jesus”
things like that. I've not been totally suceseful at all, but i am
trying and every day i get c¢loser to dying and getting it right. but i'm
not a milliomaire at 25. i do have my sanity, for the most part, and
don't need some dootor to tell me what not to think. but thanks anyway
Brian.
sincerely, J.T. / Bethlebem, Pop Sike City State, Pennsylvania, Earth,
Universe. . . i =
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Dear Erio and Beth
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dirty old pale. returnin
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Pu:—in‘a: Uo:: ottiug and nesded to be tied up and Elaqgn;ef:l?:.::na;;m:l
¥ 888 1'm in labor, she spewed at him, tie yourself up, you ’

unresourceful bastard. he felt bet
A :h:o:afklx:udy and strolled away, cook of ve are dead keen o:imi ab*homt (!u&mcigsllmdd:ionhol S
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but thats really fucking sad.
B o E:izlzil?oiuat L):it doozy and john avd i continua wrngahnmgua and eventually it will
- e !:'y. i'm not complaining. he is a mere mortal in a world of stars ha
e - | oy the Supergrass pix —— that is a story unto itself. {I'm not allowed to
= talk about that anymore.)
love Nicole your star sister. Cambridge Nass. redooat aity

"The Political Economy of Bike'MessenEEr e =

Winter: & Compardtlve His tory 1991}_1995 i fly through the streets on my messenger g rig, sptitting huge
PAL AR —— PEEE hawkers on a billion fucked up wind shields, walking proud from my
: bike to the doors of office scrapers. stand esoc straight because eyes
are upon me. like i could say fuck you but how would you say that
while still implying'who cares'? i jump into holes in the traffic
[ SO and back out onto % clear streets like a trout, like a native hrnul’(

trout in the pristine flow of the cleanest stream in the fucking

. world, like i'm gonna die. like this fucking bike is made ocut of me

The political Ecconomy of Bike Messenger Winter: A History i can power home up a river wide boulevard. i can trackstand in tra.
:fic t:en squirt the holeshot befor the light changes. i can out run

e i i i
ling ®x hiding ¥exx and parancid slinking with insane fear shifty- iunriig:i:::t; t::;l;::sgc;::dhigeai and i can fucking smoke a mill
eyed walking, i can not chill out. sneak out for a moment on foot, — * 2_hundred vitamins, EPL'"- on thousands of wi
like and trace a line out and back, up, down samey boring streets; Contlnued oOvVeIr. ..
under eyes suspicious like i'm some political criminal. like they
watch me, like i gotta come back before the earlier and earlier dusk
and hide. to peer out windows into alleys. the fucking coming cold
in eastern Pa. brings with it the winds of dread and death and gove
rnment-leviathan oppression.

Angels for the dead and the dying. i found out today that Tammy
died in her sleep from smack on Saturday night. she passed away in
the arms of alex sometime before the new day. and sunday was a rain
soaked day of sadness all through the city. more rain fell sunday
than the previous three monthe. and Tamala died right when the day
was turning, right when that day started, right with the first hint
of light. Alex is alone. he's freaked out. what awful crises befall
us... she just healed her hand up, smashed on a rear view mirror go
ing the wrong way fast up Market. she was a messenger i really thou
ght was cool. and crocodile tears make me want to kill. and the mess
of drugs and sadness. and the feeling..., what will become of alex,
maybe crashing with us tonight, him and Floyd in our little pad, a
boy and his dog, can't face a night in his death bed. Tammy man, wh
what the fuck? what do you see now? it must be a better place. lord
save you, you must have found your luck at last. you must have found
your beautiful end. you must be onto something better. because you
wouldn't have otherwise split so soon; so soon, 8O early on a miser
able day in a sad and miserable cold grey northern city. and today,
all day, i don't know what to say while riding; shock-eyed and dazed
and crazy in traffic full of assholes... you must have really found
your beauty scene because god wouldn't need you already otherwise.

into the alley go my eyes through fog, and wether out stol-

it is supposed to stay in the 60's all week now. it is too warm
for post x-mas winter. the snowy days will hit me and beth in our
new sweaters, boots and mountain bike gloves. to write something eve
eryday is what i propose every late december of every recent year.
but the world just keeps a creepin' and i am sidetracked by bands,
work, boredom, laziness, the futility of everything and even the sl
ightest thought of the comung warmth. but perhaps its x too soon to
be dreaming of the March warmth promise., but i am now & twenty-seven
year old boy who's gotta get a move on. it is late mdecember in the
millenium. we have got to make the works to make us. we have got to
get a move on. but this scene will continue however, regardless of
either big or meager contributions coming from us. suffer in cbscur

ity a little while longer. i never figured it would be very differe N T

nt, too burdesned with the romanco history of it all am i. i accept The Respro® */

the fruit of fame will never ever come and insteadimplore us to do mask combines the e
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when riches will come. and it won't be pretty.
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nd shields, lean on endless bus sides #ltg"a zillion miles per, and
yearn to get home again and warm up with beth against the early nig
ht. eating a dinner, wishing there was no such this as work, no mat
ter how intense, reading late of secret histories and rock scenes
and youth cults. alive and resilient in the fin de siecle...

this day i blow off work with a half lie. there are projects to

be started and completed. but there is alot of sitting around and
reading and smoking to do too., walking around alleys in search of
Paul Auster's book, thinking of solutions to policy questions, a
Libertarian and an anti-government recluse. this day can only end

listening to the great rock and roll swindle drinking beer with An
Andy, Elysia and Beth. so little beer and my mind and stomach are
already telling me i should quit it. i quit ANONYMOUS the other day
but that was really before i got fireds, i pre-empted what i knew
would be the result of joining when i did.

a dutch (pa. dutch) good luck dinner for the new year at Sean and
Steph'e 2 weeks ago. a weird and creepy scene over there, hung over
bad. a small town dinner in the guts of the city like a dinner in a
bethlehem township tract home with a horny youngishly old mother and
drug-freak punk kids gathered around. there is good luck pa., dutch
pork chope and sourkraut for the traditionalists among us. But Sean
eats baked tofu while Steph, 18, relates her scariest experiences
while on smack, dust and drink. within earshot of her mother. this
is an eternal scene you witness almost every year; in the vague lov~
ing presence of a Pa. mother at home with her LVHC progeny. like the
secret americana that is so warm and true, the secret Pennsylvaniana
culture everyone takes for granted. and that takes place with slight
regional differences all across the winterland in every town withx a
scene, beth says, "wanna split soon?" she's more hung over than me.
she is a herbivoxre, more or less. but i don't mind the pork and the
Berks County Filling diversion, so allien to the city's italo-afro
hegemonized scene; i don't mind this conservative dinner at all.
awkward it is, sometimes, but when its just Sean, me and Beth sitti
ng and talking it is completely natural. it is gracious when Sean
smiles, it is so rare; smiles so slow and meaningful. but then i'm
not about to drink any of the left over champagne we brought over,
80 i wanna split soon enough. we leave them there sitting togethmer
at the table, holding hands or something, thinking bisexual though
ts and digging the new year in a new city.
beth and i watch White won the VCR and it bores the fuck
out of us way before the end. we end up hiotted up in bed making
love for the first time in our new room; bare brunches and bay win-
dows of light from the street wash over our bare limbs, sweating
&ven in the viciuos cold outside. late almost i get up for work, my
back and legs creaky from use. i make an omellette in the morning,
what the fuck, i feel tender and warm. beth, smiling slow while she
takes her morning coffee, sleepily comes to life. coffee that is th
ick and dark like coffee should be, like caramel, like chocolate, 1
like her man. and i don't mind to be owned as long as i love my own
er. and who cares about work, its so slow in messenger philadelphia.
8o full of rumours and bike evictions and lay offs and city council
bullshit to get the messengers off the streets. but everyone is sto
nied and hanging, working for new companies, finding new jobs, rid-
ing new rides. the city government would knowingly restrict business
and, commerce, fuck with peoples livlihoods. i tell everyone that its
not,its ever been any different... some really wondering about their
livelinood in the new and future malled city of tourist industry,
because what else are they gonna do. i just like to split work early
and come home to be alone and read. someday nothing will stop me or
worry me and beth and all our friends will live free like there is
any other way to hope to live. but so many are such unimaginative
suckers. we have the deepest sunset from our windows here. we have
the winter frigid back rcom studio space. we have the rambunctious
xx cats who fgllow us down the halls. we have what we want, kind of,
and we are groing parancid that they'l) try to tear it from us. we
have evidence that it happens to pecple all the time. we just want
to be left alone.

SUFFA eoxX *THE KARL HENDRICKS TRIO - Baseball Cards/Smarty Pants 7
------I--.

right now i must tell you that we are living in Bad Earth. ele-
ctrical connections throughout philadelphia are going mad, turn-
ing off, fucking up and shutting off in these first weeks of 1995.
just like last january with its massive brown outs and deaths by
shock, this year is growing charged with Fortean weirdness. whole
blocks in clde city, along market and fifth and third, skyscrapers
and towers, houses and historic bullshit, resorting to back up
power sources as the clouds loom up all the sudden. messengers are
stranded in elevators with squares just out of the office for lunch,
holding a gross sbarro pizza in one hand and their dicks in the oth
er, impossible to grab the next tag for an hour or so. a whale from
the atlantic follows its nose like a goddamn magnet up the chesepe
ake to the delaware and swims haywire for some secret reason, trap-
ped in energy fields in the shit-brown water of the delaware between
philadelphia and camden. massive short outs on the septa system
leave trains and trolleys and subwaygstuck underground in the guts
of the city. the Peco tower broadcasts the % time (on its stupid
looking Lite-A-Brite edixfice) but its totally wrong. its like some
fast, ugly Big Ben, or binary clock, gonging like crazy. Yuri Geller
dreams of eastern Pa. last night. our VCR fucks up. it won't play &
i wanna see the ATV bits in The Punk Rock Movie. nothing works. i
take off the cover. it warns of electrical shock. i give up. and th
en it blinks to life like nothing unusual. the thermostat is fucked
because its set on 80 and we think we are going to freeze to death,
and no one would ever find us up here. beth passes her hand over the
red and green connectors and pops and fizzles and clicks on, hum-
ming. Woe is the city this winter... we are talking about the power
in our pinkies tc make it all stop, to cast a spell on the frigid
winter town and say its time's now gone.

and yesterday there are panic stricken calls from people all over
philadelphia, says they seen a big big lion in their back yard. they
really saw the WEIRD PANTHER. we told you. Weird Brother is watching
you.

it is like a sadness fix i'm anticipating saturday morning with

me and Charles sitting drinking thick Bodum coffee in the kitchen.
he crashed here last night, and we did the dEALERS for the last time
at the Frizxy . we dealt loud and together and me and chazz com-
pletely baked on Hobart weed. The last red wine drank and the last
Red Wine Emo recorded, today he goes back to his parents' old house
in Woodbury to get his things and move for good up to Vermont. it
is like a death knell conversation at the table. it is sweet like
a parting. i know, last night he's gone again for a long time, and
i know he knows. and again the dEALERS are raw and ON like the last
'last' time; the night before he and Davis split for good to Alaska.
he looks so huge and like a mountain. like a 6'S" monster o'conner
and us friends won't sit and talk for a long time to come. he will
stay free, and me, X no one to plaxy tandem guitar psych waltzes
with, will stop for a bit...

Tom Barnes is h ome. he is one of the only people i know who
was never, even for an ardous, tortExxx urous week, a messenger,
he lays a GBV cd on me to check out. i love it. i never loved it
until Tom implored me to check them out, until he sang alng to "1k
cheerleaderxxxix cold front" right before my eyes. and he's the on-
ly one in the nation who loves them so. But he says hes gotta jump
start his failing body. he's gotta go jogging soon encugh. he says,
"i ain't gettin any younger". his pad on walnut i is comfy and sti
11 piled high with christmas gifts, papers and cover letters., the
skimping elevtric heater sparks and blows hot dry air through my
winter hair, i'm drinking a beer and watching the cowboys and total
ly hating them; i go "i hate dallas and everyone from there". he
laughs at this, knows does he that the entire nation's population
of right-minded and ethical, dreamer romantic types thinks the same.
kelly leak didn't play for dallas. 8o i take off with a tiny buzz
and walk the same stupid streets back here. i hate to ride in traf=
fic unless some asshole is paying me handsomely to do so. i think
the same thoughts i've always thought walking down these gentrified
ghettos. the same maddening modus operandi and destiny still un-
attempted and i'm not getting any younger. i'm only getting better
and better and better and better and better and better and better and
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THE RAIN PARADE 1983
MR BANG ZO00M ANNOUNCER-scme bande try to copy
the past, and other bands try to ass].ml}até.lt inteo
the future the rain parade does a little bit of
both since this interview took place, the rain
parade have gone through some changes, namely, Lh?. .
ousting of David Reback at the end of this \n(e?;lé
is a live song done by the new, and improved, RA
PARADE
BANG ZOOM GUY-certain bands say that theyre more
revivalist' bands, you know, like theyre very into
the look of it and its really the hair s‘lﬁa:ianﬂp
and the clothes This band right hers, the EjJZ.._ON}:a.
are reaily inte the MUSIC MACHINE look, you know, the
black lsather vests, the turtis necks, the ?loveh
the whole trip Whereas you guys den't really get
inte any kind of lika, 'revcreation situation, but
your records are very evocative of that period
THE RAIN PARADE- yeah o
BZ-its likxe vou've sort of taken rhe one aspect of

it and developed it without being too self-cencious
] what the image is )
;111_*...1 only rh:)g i'm interested in with t.he 60s and
of that peried is the good music 1 mean i'm noF
interested in the style, particularly. i wouldn't
feel comfortable walking around dressed . 1 dress so

E 1 don't notice me

;;ti'ieiiti}y funny too, because 2 years ago there
weren't that many people wearing this kind of

wveird you sees people who are playing in new
romantic bands who are now wearing paisley you know
what i meam? 1ts kinda weird

BZ-ite the ice cream of the month
RP-yesah exactly-
RP-but, you know
is a subject i am
psychedelicos
experience

thing, it
think

psychedelic
because 1
knovw,
called a
that thate
true?

got when
it

this whole

very interested
very
know,

in,

you
re

are a mental,
Fou

in

And, when we'
psychedelic band,
not true, but
BZ-but what
yau played
positive?
RP-dishbalisf
were, like,
know?

wayz, 1 believe
believe it
ons

most
isg

you
was

ways i
the
early

in some
reaot

shows?

were some of

some of those
paople that
like, profoundly,
say our audience
really hang aut
these pecple from
SALVATION ARMY
away,

few
b

we ' d find a
totally

alot of

always
turned onto
musicians it d
didn't
all

you
at firet
with other
other
and DREAM
like god' you
SYNDICATE were
were t like
like GUN
then WE

became musicians we

and then
showing like
they were really blown
But SALVATION ARMY and DREAM
of Wwere great bands But
in' they sounded more
They IN MORE vyou know? And
cing ABSOLUTELY i don't know,
that you oceuld waltz to

BEAU BRUMMELS or
AP-yeah, BEAU BRUMMELS 1
BZ-well. “you tell me why"
RP-its almost like you knaw
much like, =a

trying

mugiciansg
banda started
SYNDICATE
know?

up

part they

they "fit
FIT
the

no
the
here

CLUB
wers d
music )
RP-like samerhing like that
mean
is pretty much a
you don’t
song taug

emotion

that
youz
bag.

have

contral aver, what

te de is, 14 t an into a and

o

whe pas a d g ,sayed Y
? % e “sE gow e h
er 3 h 1S, mom
23882 Y25 Bz ®olER d°btees
b t-% 0 . . nd. DI
ag o 1& 99, kapp e i 0
nge word co % v hgw cool an
nd st1] so%n to these Pa. ears, bu
e for you. becausSe 1 J1ove yoU...
then to imply that you are that calculating about
1 is bering to me really. honestly its true
BZ-people are dafining it by form as oppssd to by
content. and the content happens to lock like a
certain form
RP-exactly
BZ-on this tour that youve been doing i'm sort of
you know, because of bands like THE RAIN PARADE and
THE DREAM SYNDICATE and THE THREE Q' CLOCK. theyre
all very identified with this, uh, L. A Paisley
Underground’' phrasse
RP-that was Mioheal Ouercio's little claim to
fame .
BZ-he's probably lived tao regret it
RP-i wouldn't know about that
RP-it is very appropriate for these bands
RP-bscause they DO wear paisley
RP-and theyre like the Monkeys, i mean face it as
much as i always thought they were godhead, they ARE
like the Monkeys. and i like the Monkeys
BZ-in what way?
RP-THREE O CLOCK are kind of they do some songs
that are, like, forays into really deep and personal
emotions and i leve that about them
RP-"28 real as real'.
RP-and they do some songs that, just, aren't that
but thats their choioe, you know? yeah, "as real as
real”
BZ-but i'm sort of curious what the reaction i that
youve been gettinmg for these shows, because this ia
your first foray outside L.A. and ite been so
identified with L A that i'm ocurious about what kind
of reactions youre getting in, you know, the real
armpit Detroit. the armpit of Ohie, that sorr of
thing
RP-Ohic was great
RP-Clevliand was dynamite. we played with GREEN ON
RED  did a grea:t show, played a couple songs.with
them and people loved it it was great
RP-i'd say the reaction has been really goed, i
mean, ¢onsidering the fact that we're a band with
absolutely no commercial hype behind us whatscevaer. I
mean a band that dosa net have that uh, we're not
like BIG COUNTRY or any band Like a2 hundred rthousand
dollars invested in publicity and the next thing you
know theyre like national heroes. i1 mean. we have no
hype
BZ-ycu have no money probably
BP-well we don't have that kind of money but we
have no hype and everything we' ve gotten is pretcty
much based on our musie, whioh ia really good. its a
good way to really get a sense of what people how

they really feel about you

=

a pair of Clark Walabees and a french cut cuff. checked trouse

rs and a cigarette in hand. a white knit turtleneck fishermans sweat

er. a 90's parkma bright orange and long. scraggly hair short and
blown through wiyth wind. paranoid gait and shifty eyes. sneer and
pissed off. at you. cold stare. cold slashing guitar. tight spazz

ed out jazzed out rock drumming burned throughout and beat from pas-

sion. fucking pissed off. twitchy neck and stiff from stimulants.
snap cracking and tapping umbella. sharpened tip dipped in poison.
more than encugh money to blow. nothing not boring to blow it on.
and shades like spades. the hard mod revenge is now loosed on the

world... w
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RITES OF SPRING

ﬁpBlﬁ %etﬁt to a}l time wgbdsgnt out to when

punk ‘Foa t rites oi sprin a ken UP-..%gtglly gragﬁﬁﬁoﬁgmg gcwn tﬁ
ITES OF SPRING May 1086 r . i. = w Eit?

forever)

ERIC (me)-what were the circumstanages that led
RITES OF SPRING's break up? How did it

el? I ve been booted from bands and i always

el really paranoid, etcetera, afterwarda.
UY-RITES OF SPRING recorded a 4 song demo in

nuary A week later Mike ellows decided he

d not want to econtinue in the band Tt was

fficult to deal with, but w

cision. And feeling he was rreplacible, we

sbanded It did not "feel’ ood, but we all

cided we'd put our energies 1into something

w» and that helped Spring is now, not then,

yway Its always NOW The only thing left to
is DO

-~are you gonna release the R.D.S 7 inch?

¥Y-the single might come out, but the 7 inch

ormat won't hold the songs, so it will be

while before anyone knows what to do with it
-Who's involved now? and do you have a name

et ?

UY-Eddie bass and voice, Guy:guitar and

o
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ice, Mike Hampton:guitar and voice,

endan drums No name yet, wait till July
-~-what would yeu honestly say are you biggest
nfluences, both musicly and spiritually?
UY-The BEATLES and the Dischord
experience’

-how 1s DC these days? Yet Another Unslanted
Pinion zimne gives a real positive, post Rev
ummer feel of DC. Axre you into the big Mod
cene in DC?

UY-DC is in a drought period; a crisis which
xiste only to be dispelled. With EMBRACE,
.0.8, etc broken up. and DAG NASTY looceging

&8 saingar, its a definite low The city
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lways housed great potential, so its now a
atther of time. The Mod scene is not real
ccused, but more powexr to anyonme who is
rying to try

~vhat was the most personally relevant thing
ag in your being opemned up; some truly
piphanous thing) thats happened to you since
ou became part of the DC scene? and do you
£odil 1 feel punk is all worthwhile to you?
UY-I ¢can not answer this question with any
egree of honesty life is a process and all
he s#lices form the pie. ta put it another

ay Punk must break itself over and over and

e name isn't worth half of the ideals that
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easy #6 112 UNREST / DUSTDEVILS "liveness nDC'.....
@asy #11 VOID ‘potions for bad dreams’ ¢-560 of 2nd LP.
easy #28 UNREST "LCF m&ua m-mhauonci

easy #76 the dEALEBs gh
easy #88 RAW POGO on the SCAFFO
easy #90 CORNE RSHOP (UK )73 d

easy #09 OX / dEALERS spiit LP! ..

easy #1058 THE HEARTACHE TAPES o-ﬂOoomp ofstulrrrom
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THEE SPEAKING CANARIES "songs for the terrestrially
challanged” dbl LP (the nomn-hi £i version of course) {(only
on Mind Cure) .

me and sharisa and mr. mind cure martin are growing
hotter and bored as we sit in this fucking rock van in the
parking lot of the most expensive classy hotel in
Philadelphia, waiting for the Dirty Three to get their pants
back on and take the needles out of their ayeballs. whats
there to talk about, really, except how beautiful 1
sincerely believe this record is? i know they beth think i'm
a freak and a sap, and guehing in my overflowing praise. but
i alsc know that Dave blushes almost with pride, because he
was the only one cool enough te put this ocut the way he did,
the version that he did. 1 mean, i mean it; i'm not lying.
like this is the best reoord put out in a million years. and
wayne rogers can only help great thinges and great guitars
there are so many songs for the youth of today, te totally
change their outlook I go,i can see this record having the
same effect as “You're Living All Over Me’ had. I mean i can
see a million old kids totally getting into pot for real
finally, with this soundtrack, so many dorms moved out of
and into a first real freedom pad, and late mnight hogvash
rap sessions with this soundtrack as a jumping off point to
a million new ways of hearing and listening and seeing and
living your fucking life. And new ways to use a bong. And
new ways to hit a guitar in the basement And new ways to
incorporate a van halen record intao your scholarly regimen,
without being gross about it. A bright new soundtrack to a
first summer away from home in the stupid eity, or lazied
away on punk rock porches of quiet college towngé across thae
green of Pa., or in the secret punk houses of the steel
towns on each end of the state; like a new day rising for
you now my &on. Like a rad summer evening at one of these
picturesque locales, and youre paively, angelicly thinking
this feeling is all that should matter; and for just those
hours before the sun is set it feels like it won't end ever,
because ite all that really does matter. sugpension,
belief, transmutation of metals, grass to smoke, untouched
to touched, the realization of the Ameriocan Punk Rock Opera
Aesthetic, a revolution summer day's empty resolution
this record would thrill the righteocus children. this music
would save the underground. buy this vinyl versicn and domn't
worry about the stuff on Scat. be stoned and hear a guitar
gsocream out of nothing inte everything, because youre nothing
and thus should he everything(scratches and pope showing
growth like the ringe of a txee or a turtle’'s shell) First
or sscond listen you're thinking that you're listening to a
particular rennaisance happening. like a rennaisance of you
of it, of the stuff that you live your life by. Listening to
The Rennaisance of the Pitteburgh underground, you're sad
this is happening 2 years ago, ome slov day at a time, of a
time you missed (but they re playing again with out Karl
Hendricks, }... then Dave Martin turns and esaye that its
beautifully fitting, all this Van Halen cxrap, because Damon
Che is now shacked up with MaoKenzis Phillips, Valerie
Bertinelli's older, ceoler, sister in NYC. And that the
handy man is a wise ass who looks like Schniedexr But he
(the wise ass handy man) didn’t lend a hand when Dave was
hand writing every single gatefold cover, and pasting the
color photos on them. And thank god for all the cool kid's
sakes, the cover is one you oan hold in’ your hands, staring

at and studying, for hours and hours i just wish it was a
triple album. (and please don't tell people i Jjust want

life to be like a generation x heiniken commercial, and that
i never actually get to writing about 'the songs’ , because

both you and i know that is not true.) (4-12-95)
mind cure:po box 90251 pgh, pa. 15224

speaking canarie phot

AVAIL "dixie” LP (lookout)

even though its on this crappy label i can hypothesize with
dangerously unscientifieo haste that this is the youth of
today's very own "While You Were Qut” LP. That this is the
new generation’'s Soul Asylum '85/6; which is better than
being anybedy s Soul Side. But just like that druggie Ralph
Darden says, Avail does fuck up what could be great songs
with the silly fast parts just like Soul Asylum did. Oh
yeah, and they prove that John Cougar is te American 0il,
what the COCK SPARRER guy was to UK 0i! You can’'t hear Beau
sitting around useless in the studio enough, I would have

jumped that up in the mix i mean his complete silence
(i'd turn him way down, or off even, at a show. )} (if i were
a' sound man'.) po box 666 satan's hollow, NoCalif 66666

6666 (5-5-95)
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SPIRIT ASSEMBY !/ CAR VS. DRIVER split 7" (yuletide)
SPIRIT ASSEMBLY sound very real and ON, for ex-Amish
children. They got the Eastern Pa. mod emoc sound, the Indian
Summer guitar pull, and the screaming with feeling vocal
back up that will floor you its so un-fake sounding. And
after that, and before it too, CAR VS. DRIVER can only suck
so fuoking hard. Hand made packaging that must have given
somecne carpal tunnel, assembling records on the foor of
some locale in one of the punkpst small towns in Pa. (easter
a5) .

444 gail dr. pazarsth pa. 18064

PHOTOR BAND 7° (compulsive)

art has oreated one of the best color covers ever. and one
of the best inserts. the songs are wigged-out, drugged-cut
fuck up r&b for the amcke-cut hard mods. sounding as if it
were recorded underwater, psych and trippy, thise is bound to
scare someone with less imagination right back to the
matador reoords in their collection. an open mind is a
terrible thing. kide, don't de drugs

(?) (go ask art for the adress) (8-2-95)

ANONYMGUS 7" (FOE)

they finally got their ahit together, moved to philadelphia
and got a bassist and a drummer who aren't either orypto-
nazi skinheads or krishna herbaliets..."hill to hill" is
thee Bethlehem escapee song. thats saying loads as Bethlehem
is so fetishized on vinyl over and over again by bands that
are not even from near there. its the song to buy this for
its about your splitting the s2cene when you did, because you
jest had to; because you gotta get a move on its kind of
shameful that Jeff Turner recorded this like he gouldn’'t
have cared any less about it, but he's been sucking ever
since 1986. Back cn 43 & Baltimore, burning my own bridges
back to bethlehem, or attempting to, Rakim was a little kid
who lived up the =treet. He's on the label of the uptown
bohes LP. he was a little angel. And MY Rakim, my . leaving
home Rakim', would say, WHO SAID E!" Dave is a pumping
drummer, and this band is amillion times over better than
hig last. Schmitt still has the deep hard ass voice from
Jessica. The pic cf Sean Terwilliger in a dress could have
been paired with a pic of him in white jeans, docs, a fred
perry, braces and a bowler, but i guess that would have heen
left on the other aside of the bridge. (po box 4 bethlehem,
pa. 1B01666) (5-13-95)

PLOW / WESTON split 7" (vcolidge)

all this orap i write about Pa. being so rad is only half
tongue-in-cheek. the cultural geometzy of eastern Pa. isn't
exactly just a myth, its more than a little real. and ite
easier to wax romanco and drunk thanm to talk to you about
specific 'songe’ and how those gongs 'sound’. i mean can’'t
you tell that i don't know what to say? or how to
‘eritique’? and that spewing tangential impressionist
‘reviews' SAYS HORE? but this is what PLOW UNITED sound
like: just as ‘Pa.' as the Electric Love Huffin did when
they were good for a fleeting 2 years or so. because they
are whacked out fast rocking punk songs with orazy whiay
guitar and the whiskey voice of the small towns that last
their innowence to the Philadelphia suburban sprawl machine
spreading north like a strip mall take over; a
Kontgemeryville Mall/ Taco Bell / tract house / cul de sac [
suburban development hegemony. the drummer is a rocket. they
are supremely talented. so lets hope they don't get all lame
and square like the suburb culture their music trancends
WESTON are weston and "young Pennsylvania” proves all my
drsamy graduate theses, OK? (5-12-95)

GELCAPS 171" (ecompulsiv) )
more heavy water Frizz production destruction for the
druggies in ccol olothes... i'd be remigs if i didn't clue
you on the fact that the ‘non-rock', Doug Anson trip hop )
songs from the Neth Lab sessions axe better than the others;
but you digagree¢ anyway. besides, Simon is good on the drum
and John Boothman is a Fillipine and he is acoordingly good
at computers...(6-27-95)

(pogbcz p.u.n.k. phila. pa 666) (actually, theres no adrese
on the package)

y <l Ll compuleiv) .
513&2 like(ndugt contemporary ~88/89 whacp means it sounds
like Dincsaur 'B7. or else it sounds like if Railhed weren’'t
go fucking annoying, and weren't doomed by a horrible
singer. Mac can indeed play cocl lazy-ass gultér‘ Noel
Babineava has the Coleman sound i grew up (aga1g) with (1
mean, like i grew up TWICE, didn't you?)! and its not
disgraceful! even though the cover is not -any sort of
masterpiece. {although what other word you mlgh(.nse to best
describe playing 'shows' with a band like Dandelion i do not

wl 8-12-95 - )
tizd zhi loit, ;oel and linda's crash pad 5th & washington
phila, pa. 191666 (it'1ll get there)

PHOTON BAND "95" single (frizz products unltd)

two mod r&b songs slap you silly like a red wine hang out in a
wharehouse on Walnut on a breezy chilly fall night in philadelphia.
“just get me there” featuring Art Frizz totally whaling like a guitar
negro man-child up the down stairs of swinging London, Jimi at his heels
asking for pointers! Seriously, the fantastic rythma is very lively and
moving, like a speed-binge desert booted dance party opening for the WHO
after playing above JOHN'S CHILDREN on a bill at the Margues, just thee
most massive youth oult battles raging outside the door in Wardour
street like its Acklam Hall or something... Simon continues to impess
you with his incredibly INDUVIDUAL drum stylings, as if he taught
HIMSELF how to play. And misto Gary rocke you like Ronnie Lane
(sericusly) throbbing the bass =zo full of soul and thick. "easy pop art
repearch commercial musio” DEFINES the vhole “flighty-heaviness" “socul
base" aesthetic for those poseur KARP fans who get too wasted to even
stay awake when they don't even show up for their gig! And the cover
art is a fantastic Art Hietory Graduate School Thesis condensed like 100
years of evolution ontc a 7 inch piece of Kinkos copier trash!
1011 cherry st. phila. pa. 19107

IVICH "la mort heureuse” LP (la libre expression)

who the fuok knows what the guy is escreaming about but right new, and
vhen youre all rammy and jumped up, it sure scunds OKAY! the recording
or production or whatever ie pretty bad but didn't you realize yet that
that can only help any heartfelt music? thers are some very choics and
exciting mean-ass rocking jam-out parts in vwhich the bass is a low end
flying, humming emc monster demon, the anare a tight orisp SMACK and the
guitar a teary muscular pummeling turn ¢n, all recerded down and dirty
like U.0.A kind of. And then the fucking trumpet or trombone guy just
totally takes off leading the show with a rxiff so simple, pure and tough
that youzre like "fuok..." much akin to John Brannon pursing his lips,
bleow-fishing his cheeks like Louie Armstrong or whoever, and wailing
like a wolf blow blow blowing your houseé down. i don't know, go steal it
froem a distro kid if you want the real 'Frenoh-avant-hardocore’ feeling
to pervade your first listening, like some decadent artsy-faggy freak
planning art terrorism through promiscuity, Huokleberry Finnm and drugs
in Montwmartre. (i mean, ycu knovw what i'm talking about.) and the ce
pioc ias 8o good that its not completely wreoked by the computaer
lettering! 103 rue reaumur, 75002 paris france
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" s gotta have it" LP (luaka hop L
comin ?h?ndn %f the time change to da{hght 8?;’3;,‘“;,;’“’_
ed and stoned in t;:e late afterncon that feels ;vmhtta: pai;“
Wtohin a sad fall drizzle slow—paint see through sp  paln
wa 1osigns on the window panes, listening in oqmpletala:;én .
;:':gst song on the new record. In complete fuakmg:;wgi“ts 3 A
dancing days are done for good. and my mind skyva up heel
and over you. feelings fly up and up and qvoxhyq;,a e
T5inde: zmguaa the ace production job like he 8= godcan

mi- mihin what you figure would be alle}mn"dohﬂar i e
qmnﬁ 4o fuuk?ng homey. i mean on songs like "w t 1?:00%
sg‘"ll sound like they re patched right into the norard‘ TS
: J-e'lt:m:! i mean this has gotta be ope of the only regg e
x:nrded on a multi pational budget that doesn’'t :ao\lz1 fxe complete
rgit because of it! I mean it can ¥ HEIP you to o:r al w
! -rock’ instrumentation! And the fucking lyrics, to t eng“h
nm:uiglly move someone like me so far toward a pettair ;u;m"ry‘

s ¢ smart songwriting that sets you to £ilm making nn Wi
That .'::r.tal: compliment?), His voice on such songs :amk ] atam
ok Son Ml young oo gry, Yot i, prmerns e
i;ormfiéimégs iy g:é:k:gl’ug and teary. Or elseh;ham:i\;e
;J;lora mg the whole a@f:ctigfoﬂ; zﬁo;:k:n?illtogg;eixé - you
? & )
mtmflza:igzl'lmizﬁﬁim of the 'oultures’ they were 8o

1A i ipping off. (but you always thought
idealistioly and romantioly rippi g
:ﬁ;‘: S.mdanzst.a sucked...) Or gswn%aut the Velvets BE}; :w Fedin

Y i in"? i mean don't ycu yearn t
li.k; ;;:gkﬁef:it; :a?;authfull of cheap salty red wmqlng‘e‘; l:g:ﬂ
\llloof " dreany-grass’ mwaking you held in d:yh}:a;ns :aiua oL Che
T‘ U)mluh‘? Lo T'j‘é.{ldzgrﬁnng h]fl inte a'z;mtt:;ing destroyed

1ling noise orese Jote, 3 ]
ather? theres no better a;ng :;Y osmd !:;{i\;g Eaict] erl N
(a t) is that thutstn%trﬂmd:].l.awn t}
4 smpo. jan Music’ songe are too great for ¥ .
tg:\:l;h th:::sg ﬁﬁim of b::%glly ‘he.”“ﬁ;“‘.‘.g {"Jullandar
Shere") i still want 3! T mean my danoing camp

ere on any other recor

T but the amazing thing

the sitar/percussion break in Bt o g BN
:::ka out u]thhetics for tlgg x;tmmisegenn.\;?m pd the o

og s 1s and
" the fuoking rad beats and guest vocal
Juihnﬁg: Sﬁie ust gmplou you to get this and get thi:u?rmi"'dh?:ill
s W‘R;aﬁ tlu‘ni because i'm Eric_de Jesus...(and you kel
L ioe Vt’cu et the PUNJAB ROVERS single on the exciting Honeybear
'Y:chmi dj.an‘t know you already had.)

5 mber 7
Slsuu?“ia juaz okay... but vynt-ver. P
sss will only result in failure, t;.oon
its basicly a great song that sounds 1+ke gitting indiann:tzou‘
s d ith a 4 traock and a few good sound ideas arrayed arou o R
103'1:: ;:bnhiy like drizzling outside anyway. And this :;:it :’
ntx:- fnknge worth the 5 bucks or whatever. Oh y-ag,h Bezendt i
T b blp no more lackluster a band then Superchunk, am ?o tg A .
gé;T:STiTIC song is totally proves it! Know what i :::nsmart.
half-cover continues to be thee packaging cg:i:e L]
minde...Speed Kills box 14581 chicago IL. 6

SPEED KILLS fanzine comp {(w/
got this ocuz FSA appears and the
aotually trying to achieve greatn

twd " LP (dra
Yine ;::::g;“::uund éonszgl northen Haincivith :hi; ;:uazuzvar
lide up and dovn twisty-turny mountain counr

1ty vold maishts, grilliant blue pristine and clean hoachozozezz
Sasil nd you, looking skyward at endless deep blue h-ave:. L .
;:i:::ao iua;nn ending at the water's s:geé ‘:dah::ugia;nflsz Rl ]
" uck a mountain, them i wou uo
::Eeiyzztliw: sweet time driving back through bu;:liu l:;:“:n§°:ed s
B shire, Vermont, Western Massand and Eastexn PA., g L b
nui @ ll;vu: on either side like God's F:?adnm Ride D:iv-ani,l.u! R ind
:ia:g. window staring at your cnunt:ydrglllzg :E;-;::mg:yainq Wi

i 3 . oa um

;mell;n? i:k'n::::zz,“Ehzongtigialovzng southern sun dn}iva;i:g‘zou home
1;::n:rlov-dvone, show up at work on Monday nn:ningf:eir;zn; Lo

£ hed oan be, lege and arme rested, lungs full of oho E ey ore
northe rern industrial air that can no longer do Your Highnes symore
not;:!!.h:rm and ride through city traffic liEe a Euuk:n? gg: uEn:d"
i:c u:gil ycﬂ get a big jug of wine, and sing "Work H::: ulvaiu i
tailly loud, dreaming of cther escape routes becausse L

come full cirols

PALACE
spend time
soundtrack.

iform
i 1;2 nLt on some cheezy label too!
leashess the ocathartio blast that

MOS8 ICON "lyburnum...” LP

thank the divinity this ;-:a 3\“., e
iest John Vanoe : b

..;i:h:hi::-h;q; gff the 'letting all go forever' trip thate;;t:;izx

;;FINES IT! “freedom lover, we have found it:;dnm:t‘:‘:;dwliha:;tion

' i . i have just now realize e wi
??th'l “f:::m :i:gsricy gets me off as do wiggy poetics a;d.ei:aztnill
ni&; of hep; of freedom and better lives, because vhatde : o
:bout anyway? (besides such distant songs being released o
convenient peioe of vinyl, i mean. ) 23241

string aesthetic shinee on brightly.
more and more like John Brannon, only more affeoting sinoce they're
ooming from such a gentle and soft spcken mouth as Greg's... words that
comment on the fine state of Pennsylvania {i mean he doesn't sound like
4 retard when he soreams a word like "economy"), alternative volleyball
team glory (akin to TEAM DRECSH traock and field gloxy), and the equation
©of your past plus shyness divided by what your heart requires to live a
full and fruitful life ‘on earth... drums recorded like cardboard box
tops but thats not say theyre bad. And besides, the bass pretty much
sounds perfect (i mean, i don't know what else Knabb would want to do
with ‘it.) Ad to this the uasual Chumpire brand earnestness and obvious
eincerity, a fime ocover drawing ripped off some late 50's / early 60's
beatnick's drugs-and-devadence prose diary on a emall Parisian press
printed on another fold-over half-cover, plue the £air prioce of $4 and
yeu know inatantly what you should do

and more screams and roars sounding

po box 680 Conneaut Lake, Pa 16316-0680
BAGIC HOUR "will they turn you on or will they turs on you" LP (Che)
Listen, Wayne Rogers is like Jesus Christ himself okay? and you

need these reoords right now. you sit there ponderous and wonderocus
listening to the listing MAGIC HOUR songs that are so completely
natural, waiting for the inevitable guitar emo to open up like a
oloudburst of feeling on a beautiful day. spiraling and warm guitar
chaos that flows so organicly forth Iike chacs theory pixels bifurocating
exponentially into the slow air. like crystalized movements on time
lapese windovw panss twirling where they may, and sounding so unbelievably
perfect and joyous and olear and fucking beautiful. like there may be no
other guitar eculptore like Him and Sonny Sharrook. And like a gomplete
enoyclopeadia of sound; from the emo potential of sitars to bluegrass
guitars to speeding fast bagpipes played in the misty meorning on a damp
sod landscape 400 yearas ago, moving towards proving that stringed
instruments and bag pipes are the ultimate instruments, thee most
8vocative instruments that human beinge have yet invented Ms. Yang's
bass is a truly moving and beautiful thing to behold, a singing sword so
to speak so much like Dave from DAREDEVIL all spaoed out and lovely. And
the spacey phasey cymbal-heavy drums insist that you open up this LP's
application under your “Jazz" file...i don't know, songs as
overpoveringly great as "i had a thought” and “johnathan & charlies” are
songs you think about and sing under your breath late at night, in bed
playing “"spoons" and looking upon your sleeping lover dreaming dreams;
sung lov like you'd feel like a sappy retard if she woke and heard
You... get thias and the "no excess ie absurd”, that amazing little magio
box, and give them to friends and they will leve you for it. get really
smoked out and emo and sit in a sunny window with this on the etereoc and
day dream of your dream show: on thee most ‘Thanksgiving-feeling' autumn
day in Pa. Amish punkeres olipping along in aarriageés, Mennonites selling
shoeflies by the roadsides to yuppies from the fucking condo
developments not far enough away, with all the smoked out HCs in the
world hanging around, at a cool rented hall or in a clearing in the
middle of a massive cornfield sea or ineide the ciroumfrence of a huge
orop cirale or in Paul David's dad's barn in Kutztown, with MAGIC HOUR,
DAREDEVIL, the guy from PALACE solo, CAP 'N JAZZ, FSA, SPEAKING
CANARIES, theDEALERS, DOWN GIRL, PHOTONs, POUMONS, WOODLAND FRUITS and
CORNERSHOP doing the contemporary sitar music set; John Boy Walton
taking notes for his zine, people olimbing trees, wearing sveaters now
that its getting ochilly; and the Green everyvhere since its a Harvest
celebration... and the next morning everyone heads to the Oley Legion
diner or the Kutztown Agway for a gigantic fucking cofee~stuttared
breakfast. or else everyone heads up to the Pinnaole to jump off with
home made D.I.Y. hang glidere strapped to their backs, 300 bodies on a
bright crisp morning seoaring like angels over the Lehigh Valley, ohine
straining towards the sun...
po box 633 Londoa e18 2nx England
" SWING KIDS 7" (kidney room)
this is the band with only cne song and they de that one song so well in
80 many different versions that they should just dump the others, because
once you've made that particular jazz statemsnt (and it really truly is),
everything else is gonna pale really badly... (4-14-95)

UNIVERSAL ORDER OF ARMEGEDDON “awitch is down® 12" (kill rock staras)
¥ou need this beocause the guitar is almost the toughest rock guitar since
Jimi Hendrix or Live At Leeds and yes i mean that, man! I mean its so raw
and minimal and tense like a real living, breathing rock moment. the drums
in 'visible distance’ kill you... this could have been the balto

renaissance. (po box 007 cool person drive olympia dukakis, wa

infinity)
(4-14-95)

BLANK 7" (vermin soum)

more of the baltimore tough guitar renaissance. “guilotine lullabye"
shoves you around and the guy's voice i am positive, is gonna be the best
yet. this may sound stupid or something, but its like the Afghan Whigs a
long time ago if they didn't suck or were cooler . i mean this really is
rock mueic in the punkest sense of the word. (and soul.) (4-23-95

Vermin Scum po box 22202 balto, MD. 21203-4202

THE MYSTERIES OF LIFE 7" (egq)
got this the week of christmas dinner parties all across the scene.
the week we found out charles and sharon were
was totally fitting since this is the music You want to play for your

friends vhen you love them. i oan go on and on about how enamoured i am of
this, and how close in spirit and. feeling it is to the first CLAY ALLISON
reoord (that was like a complete epiphany to my 11 grade. puppy loving

punk rock ears), and even how this must be the new Kendra Smith and Roback
show for all the nineties romanco poet kids, and how perfect and simple it
is, and how beautiful the sleeve pic locks; but i won't

and
gonna get married. and that

vermiform po box 12065 Richmond Va.
DING (chumpire)

DING formed,
show or three,

"91% genuine”

before the scene Hitlsrs from the national fanzines

t nderstand) .
mean they are usually the last ones Tgi: e A ks Grenr iitaE

is almost as short as "Group Sex".

agenda Greg hae been honing and honing over the years

bed, played a
med into microphones under his
3223:525':n1. LP with Weaver and disapeared a day or ao

true that these 2 songs, "kira" and "alibi”
gotten for free, and the only 2 songs,
day, in the entire world. (4-14-95)

{po box 30253 indianapolis in 46230)

Got The Point
this is an LP

(4
that

and hie Sears six
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UNITED STATES THREE 7 (egg)

its amazing to think about until you really think about it, how totally
influential 5:30 were on this side of the atlantic. "resonate with me" is
the inevitable take on 5:30's take on the Jam. and “thats the way it is"
is the powering, emo filled sub-blues guitar burn out (4-17-95)

(po box 30253 indianapolis in 46230)

CHISEL Nothing New EP (gern blandsten)

gern and gravity are the only 'pro’ labels these days! get the tight
clothes out hecause this is the 5:30 revival you hoped would happen when
they got orumby and un-mod after the first single. thats not to say that
this is so great, because it isn't. but, fuck! compared to most bands that
play rote, conventional pop roock songs, this is the breathing fresh air of
the modern world. of course the GUY - RECORDED songs are the best ones.
and the guitar toggle switch wiggling is a welcome sound. so the next time
some fat ass with a beard and sandles and jean shorts tries to tell you
vhats up, slash at hie neock with your sharpened chroms mod comb; pop some
speed and call the dork a fucking hippy;, with eyes wide from simulants and
coffee, kick him in the groin like he's a rooker on the sand. and stare
out train windows, rain dripping down them, singing "sea and sand" to
yourself over and over in your head, out of your brain on the 5:15
heading to the ocean to fucking kill yourself because averything is so
completely fuocked. and god, please kick the neo-dead heads out of the
soene already, before anyone else sends me a Downcast promo because rap
metal really sucks. (8-21-95)

(305 haywood dr. paramus nj 07652

ip wristed punch
ike a

of the fin de siscle 1

Y strut like a 1im
(8-30-95)

92138)

CLIKATAT IKATOWI Orchestrated and Conducted by LP (gravity)

after a fev listens, after a good psychedelic bong hit, this is made
completely clear. there are so many choice spazzed out moments of guitar
bass and drum catharsis on here it is almost incredible. after a good
psychedelic epiphany with this, on a mellow summer evening, even the guy's
voice is no lenger annoying, but totally fitting! and no, it is not the
pretensious spazz out you think you heard the first time you listened to
it or the first time you saw the ad, but very life affirming, if You grew
up loving fucked up ScCal youth culture, hearing that the California kids
are still insane manio depressives. i guess theyre all junkies and orystal
meth freaks too or something. but gravity continues to be the best label
around. the pic ineide ie fucking ocool, even though today's HC audiences
always look like freaked cut scarecrows. (i mean, the best thing about old
southern california records was always the orowd shots of guys in sweaters
and crew cuts and vans and jeans and black eyss either sailing over the
orowd, flannel shirt 'kilt' flapping in the wind, or watching it, with
backs turned to the band, wondering when they'd get slammed into from 7

gton beach herky-jerk

ringing in the advent
-} (thank you Penthouse)

the huntin
(po box 81332 san diego oa.

right in the eye,
gotterdamurung. .

behind,

SPACEMEN 3 "spacemen ars Go!" (bomp)

there was no better song ever written than “"sound of confusion" and
when you esaw it listed on the baok ¥ou bought this. you elouch back and
8kip to it. you can hear the tinkling of champagne glasses, the pitter
patter of punters filing in and out, the gamesonite ohairs Jason and
Sonic are siting in oreaking when they rook back and forth, and the
sound of a German audienae in 1989 entranoced and in love. and

“oonfusion” flows effortlesely into “i balieve 1,
yuulh-nz me". and the room sounds 8o quiet and holy
Christmas eve.
as i do that the olosest you'll ever Come to religiomn is i
tearjerkingly real and great rock band playing 'gglp-l' n:;;n:g ;ivs
three ﬁ- t from your face... and its pretty apparent now, after hearing
this line up from this ¥ear, that the "playing with fire" era was their
p-nkr‘(nnd who would have thought? certainly not me and Andrew Clees
rasting away late summer afternoons at the Benjamin Hazrison squat with
"the perfeot persaription” LP as the penultimate scundtrack; the house
in complete shambles, Big Greg on tour %ith the Serial o
Away from returning and killing us, and me about to split the scene and
¢scape any consequences, flying off to a semmester in London.) ({and
gertainly not me and Paul David standing all smoked out
hash in the middle of a cavernous and em

like midnight

our ears being blown off the sides of our heads by THEE HYPNOTICS first

and moments later by SPACEMEN 2 themselves, Rosco Jame i

from behind the drum kit, Pete Bassman wrapping hicaTe;swagki:gh::eug
strings with the EXACT SAME demeanor am Mike Fellows on the RITES OoF
i?RIgG LP ;1to;oi Jason and Sonic slowly diss
ry dce, the whole band riding that one note duct tape dow

board straight into Jesus's loving lap. and Yes, th:pogd :h?:;: :::utoy
tka utter superiority of their country blues / gospel tunes (the ones

with out all the Doise) was proven onae and for all...)

Llirtylk;t B;OTB!R'S ALMANAC number 2
has finally come out, earned Art his post-grad de ree an a
millle? Pécple who should be happy even happiax? Art gata icdh:;:.out
lete his ideas loose into the free market.. . the big treatises this ’
issue are about as heart felt as fanzine words will get, meaning they
aTe supar-psrsonalized opinion pieces with bhardly a nod to what the
goene Hitlers already think. i mean who in the nation writes research
Papers on Chumpire, OX and DING? or the ORIGINAL SINS (revitaligin
them again; Proving the oreative Process is a eymbiotig "

and the young)? or the fucking dEALERS (like an one else woul v
tho_r-cordu!_let alone even make the effort to zndnrutand it fl;lﬁg iuy
don't know, i love Art and Kathy and you should too, since the Chinatown
scene is scon to influence your every caloulated move toward hipnesas
{eend money to the adress elsewhere in here.)

CAP !i J?ZZ LP (man with gun)

people like Ralph FRANKLIN Darden and Adam Repurocussion di s

and they are good pecple much like GAUGE but gnly bettetilgazgimn:::d'
the closest any singer has come to John Vance (MOSS ICON) in the sincere
Young poet-man voice department. I mean when he's going “"young human
beinge. . .shook me spill me £ill me 1ift me blah blah blah..." i¢ sounds
80 close. agdlthe best ones are instantly reminiscent of "moth" and
lyburnum wit's end liberation fly" they're so fuoking good. the eongs
Just keep getting better and better until towards the end they are so
fuoking impossibly good! and ¥es the 'YES Action’ is bappening just like
Gauge, but better. maybe its like a true rendering of some massive
mythio AMERICAN atream of rook thought. like a real refleotion of the
hi-t?xy of us. the history that startas with Hueck Finn and lights
straight out into Indian Counrty, past bluegrass forefathers and West
Virginia dula;n-r?. rushing right along with Kerouac traveling back and
forth digging basioly the exaot same righteous Americana (you know,; the
¢ocl, non-opressive and good things the squares are quick to furqe;),
takihg You right up to Moss Ioon getting loose and foreaming stream of
¢éonsciousness poems to God... like if maybe Shannon Hoon were cooler or
more punk when he was a kid, and therefore more into Jon Vanoe instead
of Ian Macaye and Bobby Soulside. i don't know, everything is sung with
20 much fgakinq JOY and LIBERATION and an obvioue LOVE OF SINGING HIs
i liko the¥ mean something.
a O¥ else would you want to hear the singe
vga:talna ;nnld you want him or her to aingga;aig I i i iinbingt and
about angels, cats, human beings, fish fr arties on Frida
especially while wailing like an Emo Folk; sn a fuckzd i; tZ:b:;zﬁz.
And vhonlfinally. he's going “Sugar, gimme that smile”, and the LP is
ending, i'm like 'fuok! this totally rules.' And the “sugar" part is the
part your lover and you will sing together on lazy Saturday ocoffee
mornings bugau-n together you're totally ocool. 4nd i've never even sesn
the thing! j only have a tape of the unfinnished or unmixaed version
Ralph got on tour, and like a friend he made me a copy because he

thought i'd dig it. Han With G
Goodnt. 60538 { un 4910 vashington streset Downers

and then ""lord ocan

and you can picture it so easy. because you know as well

Killere only days

SK Now and Zen (boppin buddah)
g:;plf:nﬁ:okaga of Zen Lzuude outakes stolen from some gr?at aoux-ml‘.j
sounds fucking fantastic with nary a production Vﬂluﬁlln sight. sounds ted
like the Rites of Spring LP which is of course what Rites of Spring wante
anyway. sounds like the very genesis of the EMO gISTORY and it fucking is
because Zen Arcade is the most important record in the history of the
hardoore kids sc tense and romanco-mysterioso and freaked out and serious
they explode and ory and etoetera. if you do?'t get th;g then your grad
school thesis on the secret history of emo will be missing THE EOST
CRUCIAL PRINARY SOURCE in the bibliography and footnotes. you will get an
F. (no adress on this boot. order it now from Underground Medicine distro)
(4-6-95)

EAM SYNDICATE Before The Days Of Wine And Roses (easy)
E:a u:uv that heralded the triumph of the pais}ey undargreund, (u?d. as an
aside, the history of the Paisley Underground is truly a 'gquantum
history: on the third - or fourth, depending on what youralccuntlng—Thr“
0'Clock record, there is a song called "Simon und-rva?sr with tentacles",
or something, or another song called “underwater”,which obvicusly .
prophesied the advent, 10 years later, of the dEALERS 9nd the beer so ;n
Frizz studio scene and all those good underwater sounding productiocn j}:: z
that only the legitimate rock bands that recorded there could use to tha T
advantage, the others just sounding like shit regardless of wherever t ug
might record. i mean it was Simon's olutzy fucking tentacles that d:cEp;
and exploded a full beer all over the 16 track bcu:d‘the very fu?st nlg t
of the very first Frizz session, which was a dEALER$ ag!sann,J i remeber
being at this show. it was crowded with all the l\u‘nluurlnu‘ everyone was a
post-LA hardoore druggie in a paisley shirt, but with Black Flag beach
stoner ethios and a qualude demeanor. it was wonderful. Steve Wynn, and
this is of course way before they got so lame in a year or two, sounds so
incredibly high and mellow when he talks with you. Precoda doles out t!;e
massive codas proving to the jaded anti-hardcore LA scenesters of the day
that both him and Ginn were like the 2 paths one hndltu chcose from; like
a fork in the woody path of bucolic american rock guitar. Or the 2 paths
you ocould somehow BRING TOGETHER like Chlx;lu O‘iznnur.. if i I::i;y_‘\ngid
out i would sure as hell have left out e mainstream—
iziezrfsand not make it look like some fucking Tom Pntty.LP or something.
But i didn't. ( And i would have gotten someone who wasn't retarded to
write the liner notes. or i would have left thamlout cemp}etely; or i
would have somehow inoluded "halloween" and “until lately"” and "then she
remembers" (the song with the guitar that launched the Zen Azcgde Arki
i would have just put out "before the days of the emergenoy third rai y
power trip” and be dons with it. Or i would just reissue the old Sulvatfun
Army stuff with all the pictures of them from old issues of Flipside, o 9
Huntington Beach oreeps circle dnnu;;gi arms flu;l}ng w;ldl¥;u:v::nt:::21
ayi the isley songs, ambulances arriving one af
grzzige?laiuzgh hurE:r stZriesgfur a million axpoitatiqn episodes of Chips
and OQuinoy. . .) (its a scene out of a doctoral disertation on the very
partioular moments in history when 2 paradigms, one acsendent, the other
descendent, come into oomplete contact with eachother because they have
to; the specific brief moments when both the old and the new are so easy
to see, it being easier to glimpse the evolution from the one to t}_na
other. like the oconfluence of 2 rivers, or more like a stream meeting a
river, and how that stream and that river are now uhang’ad,_ are naw
something different and a thing unto itself, and the detritues and lost
effects of that meeting and in the eddies there, thats where the .
muskellunge and smallmouth and pikerel feed, the amount of differen:lllfg
forms swimming around, and the highly fresh and oxygenated watex mnklnq‘l.t
a feeding frenzy forever; a sourve of renewal until the great hlg greepin
river of American rock runs dry. Like its want to do now and again.) (8-

20-95)

or

MOWER QUEEN the remarkable effeots of vaccination EP (catsonbricks)

know absolutely nothing about this amazing band except that the guy at
Rotate This in Toronto says they oome in all the time and are really cool
kids. and that beth picked it out because the cover is cool; a piece of
yellow silk silk scresned on both sides. and that they're fx_:om Tgrunto.
and that Toronto is kind of a pretty cool town. and that this weird band
sound sort of like WINGTIP SLOAT or some how like some kind of Canadian
version of old PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH. and that they have the overpowering
rythmn guitar ‘whoosh' of live DUSTDEVILs (i mean it aou:}ds like a rea;llv
big re-tuned acoustic guitar with pickups duot taped to it) (and i don't
mean the guitars are distorted, ouz they ha:dly_ara)‘ m?d. they have a very
c¢lever drummer holding it together. and a tinkling emo intro; the
evooative INDIAN SUMMER guitar-string-etrung-pretty intro. and drum and
guitar interplay that sounds like 20 pairs of chopsticks havin? chopstick
fenoing matches simultaneously at a big table full of friends in the
window seat of the coolest restaurant in Chinatown. and how the lights of
the street outside come in, illuminating sharp dressed asian gang kids
walking by fast in packs smoking cigarettes from cupped hands, and square
yuppies' faces hunched over in concentration yheokang out the menu by th;
door, and magic old men that stand there reading Chinese newspapers in the
light of a yellow street lamp in the night, oomp}etely lost but to some
set of important rules entirely of their own making, their own secret set
of the rules of living. (8-26-95)

(50 borden st. toronto, ONT. mSe 2m9 canada)

POUMONS "new SE" single (think)

‘poumons’ means 'lungs’ and that is a cool name for your cool band. beth
picked thie out because of the beautiful cover: a totally pretty
photograph of them, half sleeping, oitting there lazily and confused, soft
and blurred, with a fine matte finish, glued to a red pisce of Canadian
construction paper, the information hand-writtem with a hlgck marker, ,
wielded clumeily. . along with the MOWER QUEEN ru?ord, easily the best 7
purchases of the summer of 95. no doubt. “new SE" has the HOOVY BoundAcf
aloppy blocked mod. and the mean rythmn stutter almost, of "when the night
falls” by the EYES or some song by THE UK BIRDS or THE KINKS except that
its happening now and they are way more tranced out (as in trangualizers),
way more sleepy sounding. the oool thing is they oan hardly play, and they
sound cool while playing hard. and the guy sounds cool and sussed while
singing. and some lyrios are sung spelled out. and some are just long
"whoo's" that carry farther. go to Windsor Ontario and search them out,
buy this from them, go through their record no}.lecrt_inns,_ tell me whats in
them, get them to move to Philadelphia, and stop listening to orap
seriously. (i'm sorry but its like i almost ‘instantly hate anyﬂur_xq that
sounds like it was oreated in a normal studio. i mean, i hardly llstanrtc
anything but tapes of shows booted on the walkman and the few :e?o:ds i
buy now and then. so what? i am HIGH fi and proud, you just don't ;
understand my thing, man.) (and the dEALERS are doing & song enlle? high
£i and proud" based on the music of HALF LIFE's "united and strong ne
ghit.) 1005 villaire ave. windsor ontario N8BS 2J7 (8-27-95)

EASTERN WOODS RESEARCH "Original Woods' frameset

i've messengeread on about a zillion different frnmoa,lhnth rnadland
mountain, and i am both qualified to, and totally serious vhs? i say that
this one is the best yet. don't worry about me being biased since my
little brother makes these things, because it transcends that. a long
front end, 12.5 inches of bottom bracket olearance, quick ganmut:;.:, and
the integrity of hand orafting. what the fuck? you expeot me to ride a
Trek? or a mass-preduced Cannondale? i may as well buy major label
records. essentially the frame is designed for (ateqk) trials. so of
course its very responsive and quick and stiff which is as it better
fucking be while hauling between lines of traffic, seeing your hole and
shooting into it in the 3 seconds it exists. its fucking strong of course,




ring the massive triangulation of the STEEL tubes. it lookg like a
::2;;:Zionthidgu, with its 4 triangles and tons of stand:ovez hqxghs, and
it looke pretty punk in understated purple glitter, with ce;nerahap hxn
green Baskerville on the top and down tubes... hand crafted in Bethlehem
Pa, land of engineers. (8-3-95)

(eastern woods research 945 Monacaoy st. Bethlehem, Pa
610.868.9331)

igo18

PARADE Emergenoy Third Rail Power Trip (enigma)
flilnhxavzﬂjnqonuin- fundnoga fi: psychedelic music, having beu_: around to
play it and listen to it in the mid sixties. consuqnantly, i wanted very
much to like this album. i mean, its got a neat cover, hip "?C1°’ the band
looks good, and they have a groovy name; but therss a few things w,hgt
bother me. the sound, though goed, is too aj_mlllar from out to cut. its
vhat you might get if some rock and roll geneticist grafted genes frqm ‘Ij"ha
BEATLES' “"rain” onto The ASSOCIATICN's “pandora's gﬂ}den heebie gsebuls ,
that is, nice harmonies over mid tempo jangle. this ie pasychedelic roal; .
from the barogue/folk vein rather than the punky—hlunsy-hopped—ugfun-pll £
achool. the tamborines and twelve strings are all there in the right
places, but so what? if youre going toc work in a style thats been done
well and dooumented heavily, you have to contribute something new. the
prome sheet szays that the drummer has an avant garde background, and 't’hat
another guy is a olassical vielinist with heavy chops. so Il'h!I! is it?
thate what psychedelia is all about. these guya‘have the right gtuff. if
they can learn to lighten up and kick ass onoe in a while. may i auggest
some LSD?

-C.W. Vrtacek writing in OP magazine, issue # V
everything. )

(which means he knows

SLOAT "chewy foot" LP (VHF)
:\i\[:t‘;.;:f it. its like Yche best looking and coolest feeling DC record since
UNREST's first "Tink of SE”, (i mean thats a DC high-water mar]f that has
yet to be topped) which it locks like even, hand made covers with stuff
glued and taped to every single one. its the total 4 track art rnckd
happening in the metro suburbs. songs you could ocall Corky (as opposed to
'quirky'. theres a difference; in the chomcsome count) when you are
feeling lazy. or literary songs with literary titlaal wy.el?cs youre mot.
perhaps the best instances of the real Harylgml ! Virginia emo jam, the
melody-bass-led stoner meanderings that are instantly egouat;vs of
goodness when theyre done right, since like MOSS ICON wig outs, or The
HATED or ancient UNREST ("over the life" being the very‘flrst‘SEI__F-
CONSCIOUS 'emc’' =ong). or "d4am" sometimes you will think this is new
PORK/CRASHING BOHR (or whatever they ended up being cnllgd before they .
split), considering the rate at vhich they were progressing back then (i
mBan naivete was their god given right and gift). but then you get that
corrupted feeling suggesting that its all a joke and W.S. are way more
oynical than they want you to believe, even though t':he beatnick leanings
are the balls, daddy VHF box 7365 fairfax station VA 22039

STILL LIFE "slow children at play" 8" (rhetoric)

the new § inoh format sweeps the scene! Still Life are getting better with
ags and it shows. the push and the pull” sounds like THE LAUGHING HYENAS
did live in me and Andy's basement at 43rd and baltimore 7 years ago,
although § L's world view is alot less dark of course. the lyrios to
"emall" esound so resigned and genuine and cool when you read them on paper
sans the music. he should have just spoken them over some loud shitily
recorded version. but its atill a huge operatic guitar song in the elow

glasses of the past.) (that is if you can imagine this sounding way

way less, 'p:nduued'.)(?-,lAgS) (ok, i1l tell the Laughing
Hyenas story. Andy was in Jamaioa at the time, swimming and getting stoned
with Michelle Bell for epring break. Decolator and Big Greg set up the
show, on the Hyenas first tour. i don't even know if the record was out
¥et. all i knew was that we were in all kinds of shit already because the
nieghbors were gomplaining about the noise and the cats (one 3-legged,
another l-eyed) and how they kept seeing Chuck Meshan coming over with his
pet goat, thinking we kept goats in the basement for milk or something,
whioh would have been ©ool; we could have made D.i.Y goat's milk chesse
along with the home brew and zip guns, being completely self sufficient
and do-it-yourself... about a million people were there. the guy from the
Wurst House came over with oases of National Bohemian to sell to the punks
for $5 a ocan people were running all over the neighborhood. the
PayohoDrama chick pushed a retard out the window of the Asylum orash pad
up the block. Lisa Suck Dog and Costes Wwere moving in and their U-Haul was
blecking the street. John Brannon soreamed into the mio in the basement
and blared his trumpet and like in the bible, the crumbly west philly
brick walls of our house starting te give. the punkers expeoting “"nothing"
and "ready to fight" warmed to the new sound more than i thought they (and
I) would. and this was early 1988 so philadelphia had their own version
of the HC rennaissance going on, in their own style, so the daneing was
brutal and vicious since everybody had a 40 ounce bottle refilled with keg
beer in their hand. Kevin Strickland had the red beard the checked earthy
tweed jacket and the green pants on. he had the April Fool tattco. he
looked like a fucking leperchaun. Amy had eyes that were about to burst
and ocould hardly play which sounded harsh and good. the guy cn the drums
was from then on the main reason to watch them play. ..

Strickland kept barging in the door of my room again and again, asking
first for painkillers, then oough syrup and ultimately Aspirin, Amy was
sleeping in the van. Brannon sat down resigned to the faot that we didn't
have anything to mellow him out. i wanted to go to bed. Strickland
realized that he would be awake forever. Tara just sat ther thinking
about, fuck, i don't know the CREATURES? So i started asking them
about Zuheir and the NECROS and MoDONALDS and NUNZIOS S&MENZOS too. And
thate when John got up and said "what the fuck?" and split. Then Kevin
Strickland got us to take him to the all night AM PM on Baltimore avenue.
it was about 4 am. On the way up the road we saw asome Penn student totally
getting mugged. I'm like Fuck!. But Strickland clamly takes in the scene,
bends down, picks a big rock out of the gutter and starts walking toward
the fight. we watoh him walk slow and straight up to the mugging, the
mugger locking up at him not stopping, the satude slumping on the ground
out of his grasp finally and the mugger turning away and splitting. We
order ice cream sandwiches through the bullet proof saftey glass of the AM
PM. Kevin orders uhetz-y Robitusin. He says that thats vhat you have to do
in Detroit all the time. he had such a cool quiet voice. ({9-11-95)

SIDESHOW “lip read confusien” LP (fly daddy)

who knows why its not strictly a Caulfield deal... but two things are
made certain: 1) Sideshow have the finest rythmn seotion in rook today.
no bullshit fake jazz bo drummer boy pretense, posturing and clothes

~ needed at all since Paul Tisdale is already simply playing jazz

truthfully like you post-N.O.U Posuers wish you ocould, but no amount of
Art Blakoy-in—yaurfracord-oolluaticn revisionism will ever allow you to
(like you're really some big fan). the bass on some of the songe sounds
like well-timed oombo punches to the gut, knooking you 'to there'. the
drums and bass together is a thing of beauty and i wanna see them live.

& Voioe is almost better than the last LP even. the guitar is
finally well recorded (you can hear it in all its places), a trebly
vioious abrasion that atill totally takes off and scars. the waltzing
mantra rock-out jams in songs like “"option refused", "ocamp sunnyside"” and

the tittle track will fly you over the Nebraska countryside higher and

(7-23-95)

Y

(8-13-05)

higher in a huge slow blimp, looking down on the paw:vraikasid:oz;flzrll:ls.
wheatfields and crop circles below, on the sunniest, a: : 1¢§s s
world. i mean like staring out in reverie, face presase ; :T! i AR
dirig:-lhla‘s cabin looking down on the world. and the end o gr Ehu it
of the best grooving flame-out jamming punk rock rave u;ﬂkuv;m,m Bespave:
trio working correctly together, locomoting and flying dathats i
Mty hat 1oa Bollor ot Thin ssinding, but Ghat it heyid are bese ey
imply that its hellew or thin sow e b e
legs so. and thats the other thing made certain. .. T a
know who knows? Carducoi knows when he goes ;hanr e e
for an independent label release is shaped to hone. r:il pneithe: e
rather than rock imperatives the end result is gu::o, (!i{n'uhioh Ela
his Libertarian-esque opus Rock And_'l‘ha Po_p Nnrclru 4 L -
-libertarian things like: (concerning
;;::;;' t:;‘:i;e;::::i::n::iot:1‘;01155 the audience from thafstagnl:azunreaoh
er cne made with respect for freedom and the ability o peop

:Dnbmﬁs perfect harmony only in the context of that Er;;dzl:[ snﬁi‘:'tian
concerning the artist's place vis a vis nn—opt;ulgﬂ sello A o
through Big Brother government gx:.am:m'ln?ndouusé t;l;e:g:;z;zgn;uut i

inorease, the anti-scoial virulence o -
‘i:ll::x:::;:s becuase subsidized need wanh:u;:h:z!‘;ig::v:b::ti:h:ieazanen
kept artists... the seduction they ougl donoerned ahout. e e
which leads free adults to be wards of the atate. . et

i nd their imperialist drive for uulturél soene heg

f:i:z:::u; the free market are subversive of elites ;ndO:u’.:::?tH from
considered a threat to them” I mean, go buy the boo o or ertallbit
Borders, before Maximum Rock and Roll and Heart Attac e
underground nation. {even tho theres of course some wgéscud T
be embarassed about). So anyway! thank the Corn Fie e e
major label thing yet. (i mean the LP) (8-8-95)po box

98104 usa

" " (drag city)
ING SAUCER ATTACK “further"” ( )i & ;
F:.‘}'a saddest songs you'll ever hear... tl;o ram:Le:;‘i:::ya:?;dszzg;lizied
i £
1 ut drippy windows to streets below, or i
.;;an;::gp: in di’eary England, the drugs finally vearmg‘nttbu:nviz he
orashing hard and empty, but the sun glowing orange rising i- ;ur Sy
trees, it will soon be morning... this is the make love musio dn:m“un
umaks;{ out HC's taking over the scene fast. The anti-modern :u uhr.a s
cooteau twin pesych home taped in the p;t:;qglshed, b;:sT::‘:a:i :uzraak
d and twiddling the dials on
bbbt d like orickets in your small town
theres lots of guitar sounds that soun dokets SR Tour emk
d at night in the hieght of summer warm azy! ‘ ‘
?:::r]e’::ly mgignl that is: exactly like Carson Macullers g":;‘iﬁ; ‘1':::11
of hushed singing whispers like ti"Y" uk““gf?w:l:ﬁ ;::iebuhivau v
i im now. lots of space ship take o e
;li]:?l;aofnl;dmmzr: space/time experimentation that will :;‘{Edy:“v?::yugﬁt
) ) O
ding on what sort of drugs you just go e
PBBH::rO;:t‘:BP‘DﬂIT %s JUST AN ENTIRELY BEAUTIE‘UI: PACKAGE ufm:;zzga.np::;os
:sdyfsslinqs. (we're driving through the :ights:m";ls:; gﬁg?ﬂ onv:h’ B,
eponko locks at the interior and goes,
i:::iePer? £ (i mean they were raving on and on about them all nzfgz-)
(i meaﬁ they did steal a couple hundred FSA records in vvezly c;nlrs—gﬁi)'
wvisited!) (and sc thats why you can't find these anyvhere!} (9-

"Eucalyptus" comp. 7" (tree)

pretty cool package job: two records in a seven inch gatefold with pages.
but out of the 6 bands on this, 4 suck. And of the remaining 2, the INDIAN
SUMMER thing was relsased elsevhere and the CURRENT number isn't that
great... at least they spent alot of money on the preject, pumping cash
inte a punk rack economy dieing from way too much Keynesian tinkering, and
the centralized control of the oculturae brought on by the conspiracy that
tl.:uro are just 2 or 3 national fanzines with hardly any regional suss;
with almost zero blatant localism, a ‘top-down' oultural pelitical economy
that may as well be Stalin's Russia. (8-13-95)

UNIVERSAL ORDER OF ARMEGEDDON 12" (gravity)

the die out cover shows off the colorful beautiful labels the silk
soreens on the oardboard are smudged and homey. the three songs are the
dirty power rock guitar freak out that cuts 80 fucking deep and heavy that
you already know its gonna be something you wish to hear really loud. ite

aqoa::_ling to any fucking oriteria as 23 songs by, oh, i dom't know, The
Swinging Utters? i mean even just for the goddamn guitar, let alone
anything else!

fanzines, you know those things,

NICE POOPER doean't come out enough but what good fanzine does? andy
talks alot of truth and alot of 'funny' in the last ome. but honestly,
prospect of a Strapping Fieldhands tour diary as promised on the cover
might make the soenesters apprehensive about picking it up at the Barnes
and Noble (or where ever fanzines come from). i mean, you know that that
particular band just played with some bands, got paid and fell asleep
right thers. i mean theyre not the FABULOUS STAINS on the road or
anything. i mean you know there won't be any cool 'on the road'- out the
window cbaservations like Lee Renaldo’'s ancient beatnik diary in that issue
of Foroed Exposure which was like the greatest tour diary ever written.
but those same hands that started placing the zine neatly back on the
shelf are suddenly drawn in by the terrific shot of a 10 year old Junior
flanked by the Miami Vice stars, in savage pink, and they pick it back up,
this time determined to blow their last dollar on what they hope will be
candid photos of some het pedophile action featuring 'big' don johnsen and
his mulatto sidekick! who says the philadelphia scene is prudish and anti
alternative gexuality! too bad the chiokenhawks will be dissapointed. but
only briefly because they will soon be digging andy's exoellent recounting
of going to shows (is. a futile and romantio endeavor unlees wasted or
lucky enough to see the rare good band. or Dan Gill beating the shit out
of that nazi Calvin Johnson). 'the recorded rock experience’ (reviews
vritten that actually try to out to the matter), and the various millions
of earth shattering thinge that happen in the scene every suspense packed
day (precious insecure 'rock band' members want to beat him up for telling
the truth). next iseue will have photos of City Paper, uh, 'writers' with
emiles on totally kiseing his ass. ..

send money now to: 745 g, oleveland st. phila pa. 19146

CHUMPIRE ie the didactic {or is that pedantic) voice of Greg Knowles.
#50 is the usual piece of paper covered with Greg's sometimes achingly
honest, sometimes almost embarassing, oft times right on, observations
both personal (the heart felt and Queezy) and ‘scene-political' (the
right-on). but #50 also includee photos of seminal PA bandas (of recent
years) on cardstock Paper go you can cut them out during Spanish class
instead of listening to the teacher, getting a head start on tonights
homework from Mobile Making olass. you'd be a flaming retard if you
didn't get 7z both figuratively and literally... (greg's taking a
permanent job out near Erie Pa so ®xpect yet another scene to pop up
there, just like Emporium, St. Mary's, Westlawn, ad nauseum. i mean, he ias
thee pied piper!) {and i cant find the new adress!) (hows that for
organization! )} (wait! here it is! po box 680! conneaut lake, pa.! 16316-
06801)

LI'{TLI BROTHERS ALMANAC will be coming out shortly you hope. i mean
den t you dream about more fanzines while walking arcund the oity? more ’
fanzines c§at read like the phd dissertations you would write if yours was
really a Pioaresque traipse through your own brain ang its place in a
_ particular ".""k soene? realizing you are surrounded by tons and tons of
realestate signs, hand made by Art, and billboards and marquees and
manifestos and flyers, oonoluding rightly that the orowded oity is like a
bunll: You wander through, so full of WORDS at every turn, from every angle
trying to get You to buy things, rent thinge, do things, not do things ‘
:::: :;dou: t:;:g::,) b;r:hinqs, pretend youre being things, etoetera, . f’i
] !} throw mon H
T G T ey at: 901 cherry, 4th f£1. chinatown




THE ICK, ANONYMOUS, CAR VS. DRIVER at Cabbage in the summer

got the red wine emo on my sleeve like my fucking feelings, man. and down
the front of my shirt. got there late and almost missed THE ICK. Rocky
always warms up the orowd because he looks like a happy go lucky
leperchaun street urchin boy. a Huck Finn guy smiley kid. what the fuck,
theyre not as good tonight as “the mellow sessions” greg Ox recorded, but
when were they sver? ANONYMOUS comes out of the dressing room and sean is
wearing women's olothing which is a good point-counterpoint to the rest of
the straight edgers in baseball oaps, tattoos and vans, they are really ON
and frenzied tonight. But when Dave, Aaron and Schmitt take off their
shirts, and when Aaron puts on his fake glasses, offending everyone who
actually needs them, and when he starts striking Sick Of It All poses, the
13 NICE POOPER reporters and photographers in attendance dissapear fast
out the door; while everyone else Just tries to get even closer to the
band. Schmitt locks like he's about to bust. Dave looks like some mother
fucking monster smashing at drums with big splintered tree trunke... and
then, i don't know, i guess we were all fucked up or something, or we got
abduoted, but there is no memory of CAR VS. DRIVER in the hard disk of my
mind. unless of course my digital brain wants to spare me horrible,
traumatic, depressing sights. (if you still wanna know what i thought
perhaps you could hypnotize me!)

HUGGY BEAR, POLICY OF THREE and some other punkers at the Villiage
People’'s YMCA, spring 95

pouring dewn dirty seld rain, the city pisses on me, beth, andy, elysia
and sean terviliger and joe all night. sean was so fucking loaded that he
dossn't even know he went to this show. we spent a few hours exploring
dripping red brick alleys in Chinatown, smoking ginseng oigarettes and
watching the rain alant through the light of street lamps, jugs of wine
going glug glug... we sat around on the floor of the hall and grew
increasingly oynical bored. we watched sean roll over and throw up 16
gallons of wine and gin. we watohed him roll the other way like nothing at
all out of the ordinary just happened. we watched the punkers clean up
both him and it, like he was some writer god at a beatniock bachanal, the
adoring girle hoping to make his short stay with them here on earth that
much more pleasurable. then we figured we had better get the fuck cut of
there

THE dEALERS, HERCHEL, UN and a cast of millions at the Hall Of Justice
Nice Pooper ocolumnists and oopy editors got the dEALERS (us) wasted before
we even left me and beth's pad. but when we got there, the first
#quiptment unpacked and plugged in were the jugs of red wine, out on the
red wood deck where the rook was to take place. HERCHEL proceeded to turn
up and up and play his coel weird electro 'songs’ for the engineering
students of Drexel. it filled the air. people who should know better were
eating raw hamburgers. the host was trying to make us all pay the
admisaion price, but perhaps he shouldn t have dropped 3500 on meat and
shishkabobs. or let everyone else in free the sun was at the perfect
angle with the earth, the sky was orange in the twilight, a breeze kicked
up and blew over the show going shoegazers out on the deck; then and only
then did we start playing. the first deal since Charles split to the
north, it vas psychedelic and warm. Junior kept putting pot pipes in front
of our faces. the animal was wrestled from raw sound and sculpted into
angel's trumpets and devil's trombones right. andrew clees puked his guts
out all over Herschel's stuff and on the steaming charcoal grille, people
just sort of spatula-ing it off their burgers and on to other thier
enemies’. (after the set i laid on the people how we had LPs for sale
they stared at me, or yelled for “red wine emo”, or Jam covers, as if they
did not hear a word i said. Charles slouched dazed on his stool, his heart
torn completely from his body. Simon politely tried to make way for the UN
drummer already setting up his rock equiptment. terwiliger got a beep from
HIS dealer and eplit to cop. we split soon ourselves, the rambunctious
Powelton Village Oi! scene left far behind.)

PHOTON BAND, DRUG EMPORIUM and VIBROLUY &JT at the 4
g s, Bethlehem
you wouldn't have guessed it but that gigantic and
lexurious caddilac that pagsed you with such grace on rt
309 was us heading north with the PHOTONS. Art and Kathy
vere taking this drive-away car from Florida to the Rabbi in
WESTON, GARDEN VARIETY and the Punks Of Philly Revue at a hall on 4th & heulanoEdils Qike it didn't oocur to them thar perhaps you
Lembazd, Boloves shouldn't load someone elses car full of people, rock
» equiptment, drugs, bottles, people, drfugs and laughter; and
go to shows with it. “this is thee teur van” sayes Art I
Just wanna get there and check out the new hot tub!
Everybody else doesn't want this plueh ride to end
Everybody's ewinging back and forth, crushing peaple’'s legs
in the power-recline bucket seats like theyre goddamn rides
at the Christmas City Fair! Evecrybody's povering the windows
up and down like primitivos never seen eleotricity!
Everybody's monging on the food and booze that came with the
huge buffet table that lowered out of the back of the front
seats, powered by an 2mazingly light titanium hydraulie
system! Everybedy's fighting over which Japanese channel to
watoh on the in-dash TV, until the satalite dish gets
yanked off the rocf somehow! The back seat locks as long as
a socoer field in summer from one window to the other side,
50 we play a spirited game of 4 on 4. the electric lighters
that come up out of the doors serving as make shift goal
pests! But when we came dereaming down the Bethlehem side of
South Mountain, i don't know, everybody was 0oing and ahhing
R at the sight of the little city and its sparkling lights
— down below, that Art must have migjudged the turn. We
started sliding. Art whipping the wheel around in hilarious
panic, until we started relling, end over end over end, past

walked to the show with Fugazi fane from France. Pecple were pissing in
alleys all over Society Hill. some bands from Cali were playing when we
arrived. they blew. ..in the clique i hang with, Dave Weston was doing
impersonations from every youth movie ever made. Then he led a discussicn
group on the futility of any attempt to top Over The Edge in terms of
youth ocult filmaking greatness. thers was absclutely no dissension, even
from the kids who now live their lives according to “Kids" And then as a
capper he did a few Christopher Walken imperscnations (from The Dead Zone
and The Deer Hunter), concluding his pop culture spiel to tremendous
applause, and hours of it everyone in Philly wanted to see Garden
Variety because they supposedly all look like junior Art DiFurias. And one
of them really does. the drummer looks and sounds like a younger Frank
'Love Muffin' Cambell they were pretty good. but i kept turning around,
alternately watohing the punks playing tag, and the Frenchies falling
asleep on the gym floor. they came to the U.S. romanticly in search of
American Hardecore, thinking that elusive thing was to be found at Fugazi
shows at places like the Trocadero or something. .. oh well, theres always
better things to do and better places to sleep, like right ocutside the
door waiting for Weston, or ocheoking out Sohmitt's nev GT BMX bike
shining in the streetlighta 5

HOSE GOT CABLE at Cabbage in Octoberl095
another rainy day dream away turns into night except that this night

its really fuoking pouring and Jason Kitschohao, Elizabeth, Jen Egg the oollege, past Pets The Hot Dag King, past Play Tt Again
Yolk, Andy Nice Pooper and Nosl Hobart are all hanging out getting the Records, right down Third Street, all the way, a mile or
. ¥ more, to the parking lot beside the G's. We ¢limbed out the

d wi mo injection straight into their hearts with the help of a i
;:nndI::VBDoublg Bong Bag. gsu it was fitting that we came upon Rodney windows, the car resting on ite back and buzzing and

Emo Motherlover talking moteroycles in the pissing down pour with a very Cllukln? like 2 super metallic robot insect trying with
beautiful aguaintance. And it wae fitting. albeit a bit incorreat to emﬂtlgn o5 “OmP;terlzed determination to slowly rlghf
force marijuana on us; i mean he would not take no for an answer. but 1t5?1 a%aln Al the luxurious ammenities within, all the
thank god aince H.G.C. weres something terribly great to wateh through gool comfy seata, the digitized windshield displayed map,

' e totally intense People like Ralph Darden the TV and the backseat lap top, crushed and utterly fucked
:3;';a;t;§§?t'§::a :i;vs::;ulinc tovonjoy a band aﬂd ite like “"no shit”, up EYErybﬂdY s laughing, kind of. hey, ite not owr c?:“and
who ever said you did i just dig most things that free up your head to watching t;? once gleaming mathine struggling toe regain ite
hopefully aid in yeur further enjoying anything more deeply, wether that expensive klghltv Its almest like watching a thorooghbred
may be a band freaking out live like its all that exiets for that moment W;th 3 bt01§n leg. once so majestic, but now so inhumanly
in time, or playing guitar like its the only thing in that moment that abuss ‘dwil ﬂ; 1;5 1335 few breaths in a puddle of its own
is of any consequence, or making love as if anything else could possibly pigs an ood. ut suddenly the car flashss and Jjumps,

matter 80, uh, whatever. i guess i enjoyed the rock show more than lands on its wheels upright, and lowers itself to the. ground
anyone olse almost; and probably alot more than the homeless guy that :;;:B§7=;ilf;11¥sSH°Zti xmag‘lzvbﬂuzpﬂnslin. Wzdwnich

shing through ever e den an oles an roken, shattered glass
broke the window or whateve:r. and i enjoyed spla g 9 ¥ regombobulate before our eves! The steel, we nov realize,

k down 2lst street..
Pr - SN TRIE Tevesr h b AR MR is of a superb new deaign, micrecomputers the size of

spermatozea forged right inte irs every inch, a brand new

MERCY RULE at Lehigh University in Bethlehem (south sidae) process developed right down the Btreet at Bethlehem Steel,
one honest night in early June. meaning it could regenerate itself like the exoskeloton of

i guess LV pusks were im Philadelphia catohing a Weston some gigantic oravdad from 2050a.d. The once trashed
show at some big dumb hole. Not encugh peopls in the pit caddilac heals itself as we #tand there and cheer it on, as
We hung around on the MR YUK porch taking in a gentle if we are witnessing a baby's birth, or imploring a
breeze, hoping to miss all the other bands. Night broke and butterfly to miraculously emerge from its cocoon, a bird
¥e went up the mountainside. Newmeyer introduced the band strxaining to be free of its yolky egg'! And then it is dope.
like he was some big hot shot host or something And Meroy The on-dash computer beeps to life Its not like the
Rule proceeded to turn the guitar up to 131 I dom: .t Enaws fuoking digital voice on Knight Rider. this is REAL: This
guess most punkers think they ' re too whimpy or wholesome or ie C3 PO talking! And it asks Art "where to next, sir?
gomething. i think they tri-angulate just fine T think Jen With chat, and a sense relief thats so palpable, we turn and
Taylor can fucking wail out the Power waltz guitar rev, @nter through the back door of the club. The hot tub is
tugging your fucking heartstrings, like a big heavy truck ready for us, but now seems 60 LOW TECH to these Jaded eyes
winding out a gear, like a fucking loud bagpipe death wail Beer too, for suddenly i have a hankering for some velowcet
for the living. i think Heidi's like the coolsst rook woman drenchrom, or even some Molokeo Plus
around (vhich isn't exactly the highest praise considering DRUG EMPORIUM, i'm thinking with eyes olossd, sound like
all her fucking square company) {and she looked cooler last a horrible PURPLE HEARTS set on the worst night ever in the
summer ia her Huntington Beach 81 girl's kilt). the newer pPissing rain in England Then i open my eyes and see the
songs are all rock and roll slowness and power trio powar drummer’'s clothes and have to turn fully around and face the
the between song banter was engaging. And its cool to see ¥all, counting the grains in the wood out of beredom
Pecple sing along with words that are allright, but the PHOTON BAND, a little shaken up 8till, proceed to do a Small
number of ambulances stopping by to pick the mangled bodises Faces cover. its as if Gary really is Ronnie Lane, on his
off the flaor was getting ¢respy &o we split to crash at my death bed and all. Art's got the slashing guitar down' Simon
parent’'s house and then wake up to go and watoh Kyle gets up as the other two are smashing their guitars atil over
Knight's first races at the Lehigh County Velodroms the room, looking for nev thimgs as ¥et unhit, and throws

h;s‘drum kit into the hot tub The scantily olad mod dancing
girls jump up shrieking! Everybody in the clubs starts
—— —F "ar_exingl! Eve = e e




yelling that drums are not slectricly powered and that

g thers
Téino idanger; a6 Ehe gicls Talax anA . dink back dosr inte the scenario? this rock triumvirate called forth from the a
sunbles’ 'Butl Gf course. ihe computer ohip ia the flave tom of historias past asd slohemioly transubstastiated into
explodes, sending a shower of : e vague but powsrful conspiracy ac ’
blo Y ross space,
autofh:“22;i5 out inmto che 500 strong orowd Them Simon runs ;;;? ;nd Fonce osansoriug VAN HATEN, COYERNMENT [ISSUELand
gR5 the d= g; pil? hn 8 just had scme massive emo breakdown sk sﬂma;n gh;y caanﬂ this with out really trying too; VE
is eyes out in the cornfield. But ng-smithing, om Lyle guitar sculpturing and
;:::::iy :h:r:mi§daus'!umb1i“q is heard from without beautiful jesus freak YES epios all the while making then
5uddenly zhe vad 1Tes1de the pool table starts shaking' ;vLD_THEIR OWN eongs. (thate why it would be retarded to
ot mo:Zaz Ilﬁ“ illac comes smashing in through the bricks dismiss the 'new’ LP with bullshit condecsensions about
oddamn Sis s : f;“ﬁ}nqkh Bomb over Hiroshima! Like a Eﬂ“ndléq like Van Halen") and you think i'm a freak. but i
B Bt e G e e P PR BUG O et s e e el
A x eft, not looking at anybedy or ¢ walkman auffled safely deep in my Di HMartind
anything that he is running over, but looking with wide messenger bag, the tape still 'oconveys' just hov gloriocusl
crazy eyes at the VR display like a video game om the 1cud they ‘vere) i
;1ndsh1e1d‘ He plows into the bar, backs up, peels out o 7
w:T?bb:::k ght:psh em and esmashes back out the cpposite
Mot "kc the street, the car' s gun ports flipping up DAREDEVIL at a Cabbage Collective house July 13
to make sure ncbody follows, or continues to me, beth, andy nice pooper and jasen were like thee biggest
b ¥ P &l
. breathe. .. =00 INDIAN SUMMER compulszives ever met Rodoey Emo

Motherfucker {r.e.m) and went over to Junior's reom because
other, lesser, bands weré¢ starting off the festivities iv
i uring the REVO T T et " acithesta of the hersin sriaiin
ﬁ ear annlversary s its almos gomplete a si g
LUT O E aotivities of that former uh, commune we got in there
just in time to witness DAREDEVIL tuning up for 25 minutes
but then they started playing; playing these slow, tortured
tinkling songs with such graceful fleating space-out bass;
like the 'wish you were here emo’ that rules. their songs
sound like the sweset tasting string instrumentals that waift
outr into the air from the vegetarianm resturaunts in the dark
heart of Chinatown on a cocl., quiet halegen yellow summer
night like rica wine music that fills the air ae subtly as
a watserfall down a snowy mountain in Shinto Japan. like
haikus for loved ones loat to injustice and dead . then the
cresendo and the insvitable peddle hop and exploding emo
break through, slow and with such fucking feeling! i mean
it. like the zen of running down mountaing like this
sudden realization thing, this scnic boom of escape and
suddenly the air if full of big gushing guitara, drum beats
and bass, slew and lazy and relentless like a river
overflowing its banks, washing over you Andy goes “theyre
rotal hercip music!” they are like thee sight to smoke out
to. but the hosts make rodney and junior put it out, and i
Ynow that i don't care what Adam is mumbling in the quiet
parte because it sounds so cool. this is like totally
peychedelic, this is the prophesied PSYCH WALTZ EMO. And
then Adam soare playing guitar parts like in “gister”, the
ones that sound all frenetic and like flying savoers leaving
the ground taking off. Dave plays bass with his eyes closed
swaying this way and that, as if waltzing Matilda through a
haze of pot smoke and snowflakes. the Ordination guy almos
tries too hard. Aaron bangs the drum alternately hard and
scft. its the triangulation of the Rain Parade-Rites of
Spring-Hagic Hour mantra on a grassy knoll in Philadelphia.
and Adam announces to the punks that they smoked out the
Squirrel Bait people last night in DC. Spaceships appear and
hover over the house as if calmed by the scund, like music
to soothe beasts and its sad to realize this music scars
like a spaceehip over the heads of kids getting ready to
leave during the set, albeit leaving politely they are
the only cther band i wanted so sericusly to see this
summer . they play 4 songs in an hour and end in a crackle
and buzz of electric cord connections being pulled like
heartstrings from amps.
Adam goes “dude, can we orash at your place? we got the
DC Green to smoke you guys out." Andy tells them that The
For Carpation are in town too, tonight. theyre psyched cuz
then they can smoke THEX out. Again piled up in the
GAREDEVIL van we move through the heatwave streets of the
city night that really trippy SEAM song ie on the car
stereo its like the perfect soundtrack to the dreamy ride,
Adam drivina. meandering from side to side, slow and fine
and slouching in this different city its like we'Te
underwater. its like we're sleep walking driving. like ufos
moving through the black deep endless sky lumbering forever
we tell them the oarriage drivers are Amish vacationers and
they buy it.. Even though beth won tickets to the F.C
show, we can’'t get in. because Rodney announced her whole
fucking. name over the air con KDU, and the 23 people whao
listen to that station knew what rock scene name to drop at
the door...and its like all the fake beths disapeared up
sfime one's flabby black hole. but its ok since D.D."»
= m p s ‘foadie’ MNaite can't get in either, because he's like 15 or
daredevil: xdruggies in cordsx > something. we take him to the Liberty Bell he's really
= impreseeds .we take him te a wawa he's nsver seen such a
place. we® hang around the stupid parking lot like always

waiting for shows to end so we oan aplit . back at Easy

THEE SPEAKING CANARIES at a roast beef lamch cart in D T T hath e, ke
Olde City, july 12. i . sightings ars numerous on this tour, we are told. Nate and
imagine warming up to the oart with the thought that nothing Adam were harassed by black helicepters in North Carolina
°““}d be better than a slippery roast beaf sandwioh, money We come to the conelusion, suspected, that they are alien
in hand to give tc the Black Hole guy (he knmows how to do abductees no fuoking doubt. but fuck, beth and i have seen
_the besi' juat right), when he lays on you that the X ‘ “the only two bands worth actually paying money to sese in the
Canaries are playing! i mean its so fitting thqt its the last 48 hours, so we sleepily take our leave, leaving them
tenth anniversary of Revelution Summer! one of the two g in sleeping bags on thas flooz, the mevie "Joe" like a bed
bands you felt you just had te see befors it changed to time story om the VCR... and i dream in my sleep that first
geg::diti:n Vinserl oo “f,°°“ria-:",$°§:nffih§f T;iscthiry night of the” vicious heat wave, streets sounds in through

i and. .. po eturning it is i 3 t an 3 - R .
drummer is wearing a vintage GOVERNMENT ISSUE tee! So the 6 12 :p:ZDY:nnggélgi t?“;gi?:“:?:z iSO g hot.
psople who actually care that the Canaries are playing rush Gatietiend rféhc mow. just want the water, i ju&g vant an
fhe stage and ask politely for a few G.I covers; like ccean, an endless river to wash away all of my tears” which
perhaps, old chap, the eatire 'Joy Ride LP?" Damon is like the best song to dream in the summer. and the next
lightly touches a string, as if it were the most fragile day we stop the van with all windows down under the

piece of golden angel hair. and immediately everyone's ears waterfalls of all the open fire hydrants in the city

are totally blown out, braken and bleeding profusely all rainbows over the heed in the sun (" its so hot’ and my
over the c}ub‘ And lhen.he starts playing a song' “houses hearts bleeding. i aim't been with you and its you i'm

and houses” and inte “guitars for a holocaust” and our ears needing right now. just want the water. i Jjust want an

are now soon lost for good. the new song is a long fucking cgean an endless river to bring me héck to my babe

rad roock opera Sometimes its guiet and pretty like the b
most expensive, vintage red wine emo Sometimes its as if ’ x3£LJaﬂlﬂiwil_quﬂL__g_AJh_i_

Che got drunk and started playing a GUITAR like a percussion “Skinhead Girls ] a% L len Volume 2 (inoludin
instrument, instead of a piano, until hie fingers got all Publishing) orts” and "Knuakle Girls"} (§.7.

bloody The guy from HURL is a pretty brilliant drummer Knuckle Girls are peopl )
sometimes, and sometimes he whacks the drums like he really be said that T 'HSPADF e too, OK. At thirteen it could
means semething in doing it. Everyone said the guy on the end up at the wren ;ﬂd kid; I Jjust always seemed ?ut
base was Karl Hendricks but it was really a £ill in making people in suburbia pL?f° at the wrong time with the gogl
his off broadway debut ‘Percy' Perseponke of Nice Pooper hanging out at thB.Atql ¢ the night a gang of ue were bl
fanzine said they were looking a little tired and bored, and those dying strip mallmlc Club, a little £paoe in ons of
while agreeing, i'm also not caripg. For in the coal brsak skinny over zealous Skplﬁzas outside of Reading That

in "terrestrial”, that split second syncopation silence, and tripping over his ;Le rat. Drew Moors, hopped the ourb
Perseponko yells, "HALL OF FAME", for that split second iRto a plate glass storeriocry < OPY ¥ent sailing head firs
¢illing the space and the silent void left there by the rock just pulled into the parkiny Luckily a cop oruiser Lag
band. But then the Mel's Rockpilea jumped up and beat hin and the rest of usg _p“fking let, an ambulance was call -
black and blue for the dissertation at U of Penn he had just with drunk and disengioy 709 0ff in a vagon ana =
completed about how much Mels Rockpile suck. (i guess they ordinary day. 1 asofderly, despite our protests. e CphTgad
vom have to heat up everybody in the world for having the Goor f1ree Tren I20 half axake in algebra olass when the’
exact same thought ) At one point i pleasantly ask the Dave Fulk_brace; b D?uch te my surprise there's good ;d
Canaries to please play "joy ride”, the song this time, but, his waist-his 905: °f ®, and a red dingy flannel tied b
playfully, the drummer blasts into the drum intro of "time 254 pusteningtoofy 20 with the bulging eyes mew Siggeuad
to escape” do you get this? do you understand what is somebody aranyine tiii¥, He points me out screeaming abo zied
happening? this punk rock triangulation aseasination /{13_ o 9 his dust last night at Carlance. g 3:3“‘




Needless to say , the 6-foot blonde skinhead was promptly
removed from the premises, my locker was sesearched, my
stash was found, my parents were called, and I was suspended
for two weeks. And ac I'm off to London, to stay with dear
Auntie Helen for the summer. Bloocdy hell! It was
definitely not my idea of a jolly good time. Auntie lived
in crummy little house in Acton. She was a fiesty old
woman who drank her hot toddies all day long until she
passed out cold every evening about eight o' clock. With
nothing better to do I spent a good amount of time hanging
gut on the front stoop emoking cigarettess and that was how
I caught the attenticn of Ina Murrary Her gang the Swords
just happened to meet across the street almost every night
at 9pm. Of course to me they just looked like a bunch of
scrawny snot-nosed kxids with big boots and loud
mouths.Little did I know what they were really all about,
sesmed innocent enough bratty street kids yelling and
pushing each other around like any others on the long hot
summer eves. Until Ina noticed me watching them. a fierce
look came over her elfish face as she stormed over to me
lounging back on the gritty steps What wae I looking at?
she wanted to know. Not much I replied . She twisted her
face up in a scowl then fast as lightening pulled a ehiny
kitchen knife out of her lace-up boots-maybe I wanted a bit
of boover? she demandsd . Nah, not with her. she was
small but wiry., her muscles tensing as she gripped the
knife. but I was up for some action I said explaining my
deal with auntie for the summer. She looked me over than
invited me te tag along with her and her mates as long as I
kept my mouth shut and stayed out of her way. Curious, I
agreed and we headed 0ff in a buzz of excited talk -of
laying the crushing blow, putting the beot in, and

annilating the hippie scum. We hit the local chippie and
then the pub, everyone gulping pints One of the blckes
cevealed his weapon of choice to me, Tucked in his pants

was a vwooden handle wrapped in tape. He caressed it
lovingly, saying it was hoping to meet the head of some
bastard or a lazy dirty hippie ina sat there edgy. her
face contorting and straining until she anncunced it was
time to begin By now the gang was drunk and angry looking
for victims We circled through the park until a rival gang
. the VYandals ., were spotted The two gangs charged each
other with knives, pipes, bats, and whatever else was handy
Some joined forces on a straggler, stomping him into

upconciocusness The blood was really £lying when Ina saw
me struggling with a chubby Vandal tramp She tossed me a
bicycle chain te really get the job done. In one smooth
motion I grabbed the chain and swung it over my head. The
chain ripped apart the Vandals arms, legs, and, as the
adrenalin flowed, her neck and head. That is when I heard
someone yell pandal! - and we high tailed it outta there.

Later Ina gave me the nod of approval and her old pair of
oxblood lace-ups The feollowing day there was a footbal
matchk , the Swords home team, Chelsea was playing. Ina
confided that it was a great opportunity to see S0me aggro
and not just on the field One of the blokes nicked a van
and all eleven of us packed in. On the way we drank plenty
of lager all except Ina who did not meed it to get psyched
up for the boover. She showed me how to secure my knife
diseresetly to my thigh with Band-aids- necessary te get
through the gates. Finally we arrived and went straight
to the terraces, supporters were easily identified by their
scarves, and we meved into pesition directly behind some

Arsenal fans. The crowd was wildly singing and swaying at
every pass. Ina was the first to spring her knuokled fist
down on the unsuspecting rival. Following her lead the rest

of the pack attacked with unrestrained enthusiasm. War had
broken out- arms and boots were flailing in every direction.
Ina wae crushing heads two or three at a tims. My knife
was knooked to the ground as a boot barreled into my
shoulder. Now I had torely on my own . My first kick wasg an
ace and the blood spouted cut of an anonymous head. Last I
sav Ina she was covered in enemy blood plunging her scaut
knife into the back of some unlucky fellow, eyes glazed and
with a wicked grin. The battle raged on until the terraces
were littered with bloody bodies and the guards rushed in
to drag everyone out to the waiting vans. My summer in
England was immediately cut short ., auntie Helen wondering
what went wrong, and I was back in sleepy old Reading
missing my friend Ina Murray.

T 2 pa bex 12 duncon, argyll. pa 23 7bg. scotland

Charles O ' Connor and Sharon Higby's wedding, with
the ORIGINAL SINS playing meanvhile in the
basement, at the O0'Connor estate in Woodbury on the
moat glorious and fitting saturday afternoomn ever
there was!

just like that PALACE song i was "drunk at the pulpit”.
But i fucking had te be since i was never anyone's fucking
priest before! for the servige I read a rad Yeats poem and
Sharon and Charles read some moving anti-English IRA poems
by E.E. Cumings. i did not wear black and a ceollar, but a
sharp green gaberdine three-butron mod suit, skinhead french
crew cut and big woody Clarks. I swear i can't remewmber
whole huge chunks of the afterncon, thanks to me and Charles
fighting off the heebie jeebies with 4 bottles of Laphroig
but they fucked up more than me, forgeting their wedding
vows, etc and laughed when they did. it was so homey and
cool and sappy. and all the friends looked on smiling and
proud, except they might have seen me swaying the whole
ceremony lasted all of ten minutes. then we were able to
monge like wolves starving and drunk already (everyone was).
After i turned some old lunch box thermoses they found in
the kitchen into 400 jugs of the finest red wine, all the
old men and grandmotherly relatives noe longer loocked upon me
with  suspision; that is until we sat down to eat. It was
then that the old well wishers were treated to the life
affirming sight of the 'priest’ surrounded by a bunch of
weirdly dressed kids all conversing with the loudest foul
mouthed sentences they ever heard. i mean i ¢can’'t even say
twe fucking words without cursing THE 0. SINS were
él:andy playing the whole time se everybody hightailed down
into the basement. Simon was filling in on the keys. JT
never played a wedding before but you couldn't tell, calling
cut, no, demanding, that the bride and the groom's father
"dance the frug". that the groom and the best man "do the
swim”, etc. i can honestly say that by the time the sweaty
et was over, nobody was unsober; sven the old ladies who
acted as if JT were Tom Jones, wrapping their arms around
his waisgt, rubbing up and down upen him, covering him in
Daepends briefs. i can honestly say that this wae the
funnest SINS 'show’ in a long time. and that the groom's
entire body was an aching wreck for the next 4 daye from
nen-stop, alcohol and hallugenogen fueled dancing, like a
broken and abused Stretoh Armstrong. or an action figure
with broksn arms. And you knev now Charles and Sharoa will
be together forever.

A

STILL LIFE, FRACTURE, FRANKLIN at Cabbage late august 95

everyone from Philadelphia Express Courier vas drunker and higher than
anybody else there with the exception of Rodney Emo Motherfuoker and Andy
‘peroy' Nioe Pooper. We Express team members were glad to get to see
FRANKLIN's, and thus Ralph Darden'e, return from tour. but it was somehow
fitting that we got there when they had 2 songs left to do. Ralph was
wearing a muscle tee and singing into his pick ups, he was stepping well
in tight tap danoce shoes, doing his Kravitz / James Brown moves. his dread
locks loeked like a halucination of a oéllection of thai stiocks as big as
a bush. his white pants and shirt went well together with Sohmitt's old
red guitar. and he is the 90's Sly Stons. and everyone else in his band
looks like a substitute teacher. and that was only until the ocne guy threw
his guitar and hit somecne and didn't ocare at all about the blood because
thats how emotional he was getting... but the songs were moving and good
Jordan was hanging out in Philadelphia still wearing his bike gloves and
thinking his New School of Jazz thoughte. Skunk was still wearing his
elbow pads from work and soaring the kids in the pit whenever he would
pull out a smoke and almost light it, attracting horrified looks from the
clean air council. matt lyngard was too dangerously wasted on white
wine... but out on the ohurch steps you could chain smoke and drink as
much as a fucking homeless man and no one would (or should) care. so we
all did this for awhile and realized FRACTURE was done too. i got
downstairs and saw Rodney going smo-apeshit like guy picoioto in RAIN
STILL LIFE were better than last summer, and they had bigger equiptment.
the slower never songs got me joyous watohing the guitar kid bhunch over a
string riding it right intoc heaven, i mean i was thinking to myself how he
ruled even though he was starting to look like a krshna. they were really
good and i guess thats because sean mogabe got them really stoned... (he
didn't force it on them, they asked him to.)

- —

THE BIKE MESSENGER WORLD CHAMPIONSHIPS Toronto, Ont. august
11, 12, 13 1995

with absolutely no sleep and a 13 hour van ride, the
Philadelphia Express Courier punks show up in courier oity,
jumping out of the van like beasts freed from tiny cages. Wwe
put all the bikes together and fly into the dewntown to
street ride. Mest some cool peopls from Teaw Chaos out of
Boston and they come too. the scene in TO is weird. the
drivers and peds are not acoustomed to our east coast riding
threat. cars honk and walkers jump back to ourbs in horror
we fly down the hills like fucking assholes om mean looking
messenger bikes. cops yell. TO ocouriers tell us we're
fucking up their gcene, and that you get fined and jailed
for blowing off traffic laws and red lights. ve're like,
FUCK! how are you supposed to courier then? how are you
suppesed to get some jerk off's package from point a to
point b in the most efficient manner when you have to stop
21l the rime? the cultural differences between the NYC-
Boston-Phila, messengers and the rest of the world are
precty evident. i mean we're not hippies. i mean the scene
in the fucked up post industrial east coast cities insist
you ride with ne regard for law and erder. i mean the
eastern cities are total anarohy compared ta the socially
engineered bike lanes and laws of places like TO. But then
again, the drivers in TO are incredibly nice. so0 nice that
its freaking me out. and so are the TO messengers, as they
found places to crash for 800 couriar freaks from almost
every country in the world... hanging around the Stand By
{eourier-only cafe) drinking, it is fucking insane watching
more and mere van loads of messengers pull up! its just like
the scene in Quadrephenia when the mods get to Brighton, the
speed freak excitement of watching the scooter army grow and
grow by the minute... everyone is making sorties through the
new astreets of TO, everyones eating cheap Chinese food from
the take out joint beside the cafe. there's a million street
urchin punker kids all over TO. theres a bundred aledéping in
the little park right over there, shopping carte full of
belongings, Punk and Disorderly records serving as fashion
guides... that night we crash on the mildewed floor of some
fuoking junky Toronto messenger s pad. we sleep way too
late from jet lag. Mike almost misses his race but gete
downtown somehow in time. the course is like a fucking
urban BMY track through the back alleys of the art fag
wharehouse didstriet. singletrack that shoots past railroad
tracks, freastyle ramps that eat road bikes easy, gravel
that tears your skin and 2 soary huge doubles made of ill
fitting plywood boards leaned at way too acute angles
against 6 foot loading dooks, with the ruasty stub of a
snapped stop sign pole asticking out of the asphalt, for you
to rip your knee cap off, between them. we sit on the
second double snapping pictures, watching people just
totally misjudge the down side and land on their heads
breaking collarbones, shoulders and bikes. Team Chaos guys
ride their races naked. ve hope they do not bail. but Team
Chaos's Simon just putters around doing trials during his
race, not even delivering anything, bu% hoping to come in
last. Time Cyocle's Sarah Williams gets a godamn first in her
heat. And the NYC track bikes fly surprisingly well over the
vieious terrain... but the day's races now done, and the
field of 600 paired through elimination down to 50, the
drinking ocommences. therg are really bdd Canadian bands
playing over there. the trials is happening and it is cool
to watoh the back wheels of mountain bikes take out the
windshields of cars, but people complain that the section’s
too easy. so they start having bike-jousting matoches and
bieycle circle pits during the bands. this is as tiring as
it sounds, and the Phila Express scene is soon sprawled on
the grass. Matt Lyngard juet got his Cannondale road bike
ripped off. he's drowning his sorrows with whiskey and wine.
Matt and Eric Time Cycle go "did you see the bats?!!” and
they make us look to the heavens and there they are, huge
big Canadian bats the size of seagulls diving like hawks at
f£lying insects in the light. but suddenly the hundreds of
bikes converge and group. the coritical mass/streak ride
starts and we haul out after them, behind so we can see the
butts of the many naked people riding while trying not to
sit down. every time a siren sounds 100 bikes are jumped off
and oclothes thrown back on fast. we ride at a perfect pace
in one huge pack through the beautiful nson lit streets of
TO. swear Toronto looks like an insanely olean NYC. i'm
thinking that if me and beth loose the pack we will be
woefully lost and lost for good. the polite drivers of
Canada watoh a million people zooming all ways through one
ways and four ways. down middles of strests. up and off
surbs between freaked out pedestrians. trials hopping up
onte car hoods ., Matt Time Cycle lands on the front of a
mini van. scme naked guy from Germany goes over ths back of
an old couple's ocar, landing with a bleody thud, butt
smashed against the windshield, the red eye staring in
menacingly at the frightened driver. a chicage courier gets
cresmed by a taxi and is scooped up by an ambulance to the
hospital. Puck gets run over by a garbage truck and dies
fights. yelling and oursing. it is very intense. i mean this
is the most intense riding i have ever done! it goes on for
miles and miles through the downtown streets, naked
messengsrs bailing on concrete, flesh torn to ribbomns
because theyre stupidly drunk and brave, all the way through
£ill almost morning... we find our way back to the scene
somehow, realizing sublimely, like we' ve been acoepted into
heaven, that you can ride arcund with no fear in a town like

10 _we orash on the grass under stars and moonlight, or in
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"the political economy of winter.,." continued -
S = o= — ——e———————t T d 52

this is more sadness that i've seen: i sat in the passenger side SOMETHINGS COME UP WANTING,
of charles' mom's very ¢ lean car. my head throbbing from the dEAL-

ing and the drugs. i thought about being straight edge. xy starting
a straight edge courier service like Dan xmurphyx, make a jersey

R KR ok ko ¥ e

Like working many hard hours on a bike
b the snowing city. and its all post-christmas blues in the soul,
working two hours too late with a drop on 7th and Callowhill, i get

MILED Sery: A a flat and got no patches. i gotta walk it home and its been dark
for me the only employee, with "FOR THR POWER AND THE GLORY OF STAT now 2 hours. my nights slide by way toc fast. i blow off the next

STRAIGHT EDGE!™ in blg pop art vegan lettering. and a "SXE" on the day. but its Plainly evident to me and my distpatch. i gotta get it
front right above my heart,man. ‘hut instead i watch lonely black together. my work ethic aestheytics, my wonderful skip-school out-
men in drab clothes cross the white castle parking lot through the look, my serious leave me alone world view, its my cultivated antsy

street lights on Broad, rain slanting hard falling lit to the churn bored gimme paradigm, dig? and i'm sad since alex too is moving out
ed up urban ground. i order six sliders and four fries because i of the city in a few weeks; to get away from police scrutiny no doubt,
feel like dying. charles orders the same. it is silent and sad and

the rain keeps coming down , sideways and relentless. the black THANK GOD ITS FRIDAY THE 13th. we went to mglincheys on the nocn,
chick takes forever with our order. its like ¥x this is forever, wer are skipping work like there's nothing else we'll ever be able
nothing else before or ever after. like in a rainy drive through to do. 1like there will ever be a job anywhere where You don't scheme
waiting in fucking white cakstle philadelphia till you die.., T ways to get away sooner. what the fuck, even the messonger freedom
see it all. done away with like a winter coat in spring. and its so springlike

today, friday the 13%th, 65 degrees in the middle of february. Ro-
land and Alex head onto the bar. i get shafted a run to 2128 Locust.
but i join them amaxzingly soon enough, hauling xk BfﬁEight at the
bar with my money in my hands already. i run into mike riding by,
says he's not had a tag yet... two beers down in the dim 1it bar in
2 a booth, talking shit about work (phila.express is the punk's mess,
Nlo one would care about them forever. and i watch them move with service). it scares me its getting too warm. it hovers over me like
their heads down through the stupid Bkyscraper streets, trying for its gonna come crashing to an end soon, soon buried in snow. it hov
some fucking bit of loot. what i hate are the smug and pretty-boy ers there too, alex being back to normal i guess, but way drunker
yuppies with bullshit jobs working for asshole companies who think now all the time, then before Tammy died. like his sunny, over-it
they havg some rapport with me, i hate the smug and ugly city work disposition is Eoing to come to an end because it just has to. be-
ers in xxy city hall. lazy gravy train do nothing assholes what cause it can't be 65 degrees in the middle of the winter. outside,
eat_too much and smell of their shit stained lousy shiny trousers. blurry, talking shit, those gx guys call dispatch and i stand laugh
their two-dollar suits they think impress you. their days are number ing off to the side. i ain't doing anymore runs today, i am through.
ed in the fin de #siecle. their tax-payers salaries give them loot and we part ways guffawing and riding hhunched over road bikes and
to play with, » and time on the job time on their khands to kxxx cyclocross hybrids, laughing in the city that works like fucking

bureaucratize more and more of Yourlives. they take your money, time, slaves as we drink. but we work. We work harder than anyone could
patience and your good will, know when we work......

i see walkging messengers walking philadelphia with bags on their ba
backs, making deliveries because its all they've really ever dream
ed of doing. they are the weirdos with the big thick glasses and
fucked up dirty old winter coats from the dollar store. no one would
give them a sunny word. no one would Jook at them in an elevator.
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THINGS TO DO AGAIN DURING THE VODKA BREAKKFAST WINTER SNOWED IN SCENE

S— The SKY GRITS Revival:

- . The UPTOWN BONES Reviva1. . i
il iy o vival take a ride on

chuok's goat
Ll i ] . ohew tobaces baok down Girard Avenue, with Celtrane, Rizzo and Po
_“ue ;LgérlT;:?;lcna::g‘;illy"gftlﬁf :1 flddieh like & viplin . mf.sz':hca é;;o;;y"nagnn;n‘ds boo. (from "natiocnal phlladelp;i:?)n
nger that L4 AN R :
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it singe 1rqoé :;.“f gouIse not the version with the photo on S5ohmy Kaplan. hang out at val Hawrol's Pocono cabin ”9"3 i
Like sometaB25, ¢ o :':q:n:é' go to 5ee bande and stand R everyone else ob the soene with the aame suspision and eeorsoy
freaking out. Pretend ycurver:cgf;u:;’wcﬁgiﬁ;}:ddof gompl;:s]y as ;hthéjol;‘;n]}lkn\?llzésoﬁt i 1
ereryany Nt t e °d and tel v , 2Vival: move to Vermont like Charles
t:asE e thau;c1§ ¥:;Bw;§gﬁ : frisping on mid-80" g creations and Sharon and live in a cool ¥ay with an ever increasing
and perhaps thiny °f a new 1d:n¥i:; t;h::»fo[ga: “He golitdey numg;i %:ogshi;f;:dlaﬂ: ';11—fﬁm9d Uhllffﬂn‘
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