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darling readers, .

It is lovely to see you again. How was Europe?
Everything is fine here, thanks for asking. Yes, I am
st117 working at “that radio station,” WRFL. In fact,

I've changed jobs there again. Last year I decided

that it was time to change jobs, break the cycle and

pass RiFLe into the hands of a different {yet extremely
talented) editor, for a change of scenery. I took on

the responsibility of “Training Director.” I screened
staff, then taught the chosen newbies the ins and outs

of 24-hour college radio in order to prepare them for

their volunteer DJ jobs. I attempted to match trainees
with on-air DJs who went for the same basic musical

styles, I kept my eyes on each of them, learned all their
names...l could spot an idiot who didn’t know the mini-disc
players from the turntables from a mile off, I could spot
the hopefuls out there who had basically good taste in music
but needed the right exposure just to hone their indie rock
geek-dom further. I could give the “you might not be a good
candidate to work here” speech without flinching when
needed. I could also welcome new comers into the station,
flinging the door wide open to change. As much as I enjoyed
being the training director, it did start to drive me a bit
batty.

Especially as I watched my roommate Matt put together his
last issue of RiFLe, wishing I could trade places for a
while.

I got those Xerox publishing freedom of speech type blues.

I got my old job back, and here it is at last folks, the
issue we’ve been waiting for. When good ideas start rolling
in, such as Ross Compton’s brainstorm to release a series of
CDs show casing local bands and talent in our community
entitled Kwow Your Owrz, WRFL thought we’d do good to sponsor
some of this brilliance. We’ll begin with the first
distribution of Anrow Your Own right here in this issue.

If you see Ross, shake the boy's hand for this one.

I would also like to thank all of the very patient sponsors
behind WRFL, especially the local businesses who have placed
ads in this issue (I think we told some of them that it was
going to press the last week of Dec./first week of Jan.--
well...they seem to have accepted our humble apologies.).
Clearly they see the importance of supporting college radios
keeping the airwaves free on our own terms, and working 1o
contribute to a diverse cultural community. You should stop
by and thank each of them some time.

Special thanks to Bob at Paisley Peacock for his

support.

Also, we offer support to small independent, local
businesses and productions (zines, record labels, etc.) If
you have a project you would like to promote, don’t hesitate

to contact us and we’'ll see what we can do.

Having said all that, I hope you enjoy this issue.

I'd 1ike to thank everyone who contributed, especially
Mr. J.Todd Dockery, who whipped up a snazzy cover for

us on such small notice. And the issue is only as good as
the people who write this stuff, right? If you think

you've got something worth printing up in the next
issue, send it my way via email or to the station’s
mailbox. Submissions would be very appreciated.

Ciao ciao,
and enjoy...

Jessi F.




The Ideas I had at

3:50a.m.

Ben

Don’t write in frenzy, now that you have a few hours.
Here we have arrived with the world going mad and at
the helm of a FM radio station, listening to music
with friends. Because we are all friends. At least I
know that on this cold and early Sunday morning three
to six a.m. jaunt into Billie Holiday, Pedro the Lion,
Miles Davis, GodSpeedYouBlackEmporer..somebody,
somewhere, is listening. The antenna at the top of POT
hums, sends out 100watts of my choosing to the
faithful crowded around evening alarm clocks fading
out, heads into pillows dreaming and clutched at the
wheel of pavement sliding car stereos.

I go legal and play Cat Power at 4:0la.m. because Chan
Marshall has the voice of an electric angel, and us
friends .

NEED

IT

because we have fallen into frighteningly intense
times of cold nights and days, the sun harsh on the
"line, when the old must help the young,

and the young must keep the music going for any solace
to be found.

Dylan gives us Chimes of Freedom, some lonesome corner
drunk resting in

the smoke of our slow dusty trail wondering. Comfort
and the blues

before 4:08a.m.

Ostentatious of me to expect anyone to be listening

except workers and '
prisgners——ants on the dawdle-—and late coming home

iovers drunk perhaps. More drunk than I am.

the permanence of the stark dark

At 10 minutes past, sleeping America,

dead of day makes me think of fat,

fez by Kenn Minter www.fuzzoid.com/kennminter
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The [ and. Hysil Adkins (Cmr)

"MODERN DAY CAVE MEN ALIVE AND
WELL ...HASIL ADKINS AT LYNAGH’S
a report filed by jesse todd dockery.

hasil adkins thinks we'll all have to move to caves
soon. you can't drink, you can't smoke, and you
can barely fuck in this shit-eating age.

we'll have to hide up there and invent things, sing
our songs, make the women submit, just as the
cavemen did.

hasil has to hide his guns from his woman,
constantly shifting hiding places. she's already
threatened one ex with gunfire, and hasil isn't
taking chances.

hasil adkins purchases milaukee's best light by
‘the case, bologna by the roll, and cigarettes by the
carton (the brand shifts regularly because hasil
knows it's switching brands that keeps you from
getting lung cancer).

e



hasil keeps fish caught from the creek that runs
through his land frozen in the freezer ‘cause he
knows nobody would believe he catches such
monsters from the seemingly humble water source.

hasil adkins at a poetry reading. a stupid.fucking
idea, yes. but one that i executed, surely. i was
asked by the promoter of the annual literary e.vent
to invite hasil as the featured musical guest, with
my band, the smacks! opening, s thus begar} the
second time around for me to make the pilgrimage
to madison, boone county, west virginia, and
bring forth this particular hillbilly messiah unto
the state of kentucky for a gig on oct. 26th, 2001.

the first visit was the year before in july, double
ought, as the old timers would say, of this
soul-sucking new century. i wrote of the first
encounter more exclusively before, somwhere,
more in depth, and i'm sure for those nimble-
minded folk in the audience, that report is easily
obtainable.

but this is my after the fact and weary jumbled
notations of this past event, woodford reserve
drenched, and to the point, if there is one. i'm just
transcribing, doing what the keyboard tells me to
here. it's the whiskey talking, not me.

my poetry-minded friend, troy is the guys's name,
to give him one, put up the cash for a rental car fgr
the trek to west virginny, my auto being too feeb}e
to rely upon. i headed out early friday morning in
the beast picking up my pal and my lady-friend in
one swoop.

my name is jesse todd dockery. my friend's o
moniker is jesse saxon. and my lady's label is jessi.
three people named jesse. two e's at the end, one i
at the end. five guys named moe. fuck you.

my lady friend seems to feel that anytime is tea
time. driving down east 64 my brain remained
somewhere outside the driver's side window. i
painted my face to match the interior of the car.

it may have been troy's car, but it sure as shit on a
linoleum floor was my mission.

"they're everywhere," i said to jessi (this would be
the girl). she laughed. i drove on.

unlike the last time, this visit the path to hasil's
homestead was embezzled in my mind. made the
turn onto the steep dirt road past the guardrail,
made the sharp right at the bottom of the hill, past
the "hunching bus" and on into hasil's yard.

still elevated past my capabilities, i entered into
hasil's home, trying to translate what he was
saying into the king's english inside my mind. he
seared the three jesses (one with an "i") with some
new tunes he'd worked up. hasil has his trailer's
sound system worked out so that there's speakers
in the living room and the kitchen.

or jessi (the girl) it was a brand new experience to
be overwhelmed by the abrupt onslaught of hasil.
for jesse and myself, that would be jesse, it was
simply the second time around...it wasn't new, it
was simply overwhelming.

on the road, hasil had dipped into my reserve of
miller high life in cans. an hour into the drive, the
urge to urinate hit him violently, a few miles from
any state-ordained toilet. i pulled to the side of
west 64 at hasil's insistence. i kept thinking of the
grandness of being on the highway, stopped at
the side, with hasil adkins taking a piss. i also was
filled with the thought of some travelling hipster
telling a friend, "i don't know if i was hallucinating
yesterday or what, but driving back home on 64 i
looked to the side, and a few miles outside of
Charleston, i'll be damned if i didn't see hasil
adkins pissing beside the road."

con t‘/w&q e
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hasil talks. when i drive, he talks, i listen, and often
laugh, even if my head is just swimming.

when hasil played a joint in new orleans, the girl
who drove him to and fro sent him a letter after
the fact saying how much fun she had, but that on
a twenty hour drive, hasil did ALL the talking.
hasil said that was an exaggeration. i know that it
probably wasn't.

several beers and a few hundred miles later, we
found ourselves at the club. we ate some free
burgers and watched some poets read. i thought
hasil might be uncomfortable, but, hell, half of the
poets were reasonably good-looking women.
hasil noted, "we might learn something."

not even halfway into the scheduled events, of
which hasil was the culimnation, i had to go buy a
new pack of cigarettes for him (we left off from
boone county with four packs between the two of

. us..we're talking a span of no more than five

hours). when i handed the new pack to him, he
pantomimed tearing off the bottom of the pack
and sticking the whole thing in his mouth and
lighting up. i laughed. i know the feeling, albeit
apparently less so than hasil. i've never seen
anybody smoke as much.

the smacks! took the stage and hour or so before
hasil, with some more lit-types sandwiched in
between us. hasil proclaimed me the best drummer
he's ever seen live, i was proud of this fact.

then hasil was up. another brilliant live set, just as
in the last time he played lex. he alternated
between fast rockabilly tunes and slow mournful
ballads. hasil later admitted that all the slow tunes
out of the 45 minute set were completely made up
on the spot. i was suprised to see hasil do an
instrumental live, but i think this was mainly to
figure out his guitar after he broke a string early
on. he also did "i need your head," an immortal
tune, and an unexpected ditty to see him sling out
on stage.



hasil was in a party mood afterwards. we slopped
by my smacks! bandmate, brian manley's
pad, initially and drank and plunked the geetar
with an assorted bunch of guys and gals. later we
saunterd down the street to the official after party
for the poetry gig and took photos and drank
- much with some of the evenings performers
including the official mc of the evening, wammo, of
austin, tx, band "asylum street spankers" fame.

jessi and i left hasil at mr. manley's place, where
they stayed up after we left until 8am and '
recorded a few tunes together, manley on
mandolin. in the early afternoon when we
retrieved hasil, he made brian promise to send
him a copy of the tape to, "see how drunk we
were."

we, meaning me and jessi without jesse this time,
drove him back. there's more to this story, as with
“any story involving hasil adkins, than i could
“possbily consciously relate. i leave you withhis
tidbit as i have the moment to grab to offer it to
you, and perhaps i'll write the rest of the story
somé other day. perhaps when i'm fianlly driven
“to my cave, and in the half-light of my darkened
sancturary, i'll have the all-hallowed peace of .
mind to invent some shit,

"http://v‘vww.dréamwater.net/art/jtdoc/inde
x.html -




fez by Kenn Minter www.fuzzoid.com/kennminter

The only show that waxes your radio diallll Harvey CAiff and the Free Flow 3 o SRy D
Show Fresh Test 2002. Listen every Monday night at the stroke of midnight ‘ ; EX-LAX?

50 that you can be lured into a world of pure inspiration, choose your mode
of transportation via your imagination and listen to the wack attack as you
clutch your radio close to your heart. A constant three hours of direct feed
from the underground and underrated bands that use originality for swords.
Draw your blade and strike anywhere, the Free Flow Show bleeds nothing but
the truthitll ~ : :
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Introduction;
I composed this particular bit of malarkey

to hype the return of the Late Late Show to

WRFL's list of block shows way back when
when Brian Manley and myself brought the
show back under the title “The Late Late
Show Returns from the Grave” to help
continue the tradition but distiguish
ourselves from what had been the format of
Jeffery Scott Holland and then later Relly
Holt (now Chambers). 1 intended to simply
print out the text and staple it up around
Lexington so it weuld look like something
of a religious nut's illogical and
obsesgsive manifesto, And, really, it is
that...and truth be told, both Manley and 1
treated the show with & certain boozey
religiosity, it was the soundtrack to our
way of life, But, with the proliferation
of more civie and graphic minded fliers
constructed by my cohort Manley, I never
got around to it; there wasn’t a need. But
now, as both Manley and I have moved onto
later phases of owr lives, and placed the
Late Late Show back into the grave once
Tore, I felt compelled to offer this up ag
a breezy epitaph to the show. For those of
you who might have listened, perhaps it
will make for a bit of a reminder of the
low-brow retro vinyl we faithfully slung,
or at least remind you of your joy at the
show being gone. For those of you who
missed it altogether, this will hopefully
make for a confusing incoherent rant, and
if by some stroke of unreason it makes any
particular reader long to hear what music
might be represented by this babble, don’t.
look for us, ‘cauge we're not there. Read
this, or not, what the hell, and then we'll
all return to our regularly scheduled lives
in this time of digital facism.
Synthesized lives. Synthesized dreams.
Plastic everywhere, and not a drop of
whiskey to drink., I'm glad I'1l be dead
before this century is over.

“A 8light Treatise on the
Meaning of Recorded Playing
’ Discs”
or “We Know Better than You
by J. Todd Dockery

”

“I'm not afraid to look stupid or
even BE stupid.”~-Jeffrey Scott
Holland, quoted from his book “The
Last Laugh,” who founded in 1993 the
original Late Late Show.

The most lauded artful or self-aware ;
popular music cofined in the graces of any
given epoch, with the passing of time,
quickly becomes as cheap and phoney, li#e
the sages have noted, as a two dollar bill.
Perceptions and insights from such s?uff
are soon translated into the pretensious
posterings of which when they are when
displaced from the arena of current
fashion, like a fish flopping on land,
gills gstruggling for air. The listeners
and cultural advocates of such stuff also
appear to be in the same figh family wh?n
their pop-serious sounds are no longer in
vogue.

Music that endures through the weaving of
history is stitched together with an
unfaltering ageless stupidity as dark and
impenetrable as the surface of a rural
pond’s waters at dusk in late autumn. Such
are the contents of the belly of the beast.

The discerning listener kneels at the edge
of these black waters, drinks, and
submerges his or her self into this slimey
grey primordial unoncsious endless ‘
unknowing of man. This discerning listener
nods as he greets ignorance and smiles
warmly at his own reflection, which is not
his own but the wishpers of all that is,
WAS, and SHALL BE with the deepest coldest
most solemn winter knowledge of the spirit.

" Well, you might be saying at this point,“if
you so smart, how come you ain’t rich?”
Indeed, Mr. Slim Gaillard, indeed...



“I do not seek to follow inmn the
footsteps of men of old; instead, I
seek the things they sought.”--Basho

The Late Late Show Returns
from the Grave--WRFL 88.1
FM

Join one Mr. Brian Manley and Sir J.
Todd Dockery as they serve as your
Satanic curators and guides every
Saturday night from Midnight to
Three AM through the darkest caverns of
orackling strains of this dead museum, its
contents culled from the very depths of the
cess pool of humanity'’s recorded sounds.
From 1869 to 1969, the secret history of
mankind your grandmother never wanted you
to hear or understand will now be revealed

to your ears in unashamed indulgence.

From low down dirty primitive blues and jug
bands to the stylized orchestrations of the
most sugar coated coctail urban throw away
oultural artifacts imaginable, from the
wild and wooley hillbilly country and rural
rythm and blues to the smoothest of
crooners and torch singers, from the worst
comedy records of all time (which of course
exhibit what the ancients understood as
#true humor”) to the most bizarre “spoken
word” albums that will send your local
poets soreaming for cover, from juke joint
jive and bar room walkers to the craziest
jazz that negates the fallacy of academic
preciousness (re: ken burns), from exposing
artists who have been unfairly relegated to
the forgotten gutter of pop culture to the
most unappreciated foul moments of the
seemingly innocucus still-heralded even in
death pop stars whose memory WE WILL TAINT
with THE TRUTH...all that and much more
will be dusted off and given a spin in our
moldy chambers...The Late Late Show
Returns from the Grave still serves as
your only source in Iexington, KY of all
that is MORE RETRO THAN THOU.

Join us as you walk spanish home from the
bars, flip on your radios and pass out
alone; The Late Late Show Returns
from the Grave is the perfect nighthawk
brooding loner’s companion, or party
further in the company of the faceless
masses and let us serve as a soundtrack as
you seek that which can not be found at the
bottom of the bottle in yer hep pad
afterhours; we are also the sound of
meditation for the spiritual, the sober,
who seek all hallowed transcendence. Think
about it,

Face the music and dance, babiea. We ARE
the SOUNDTRACK to UNADULTERD NAKED
EXPERIENCE. Goodnight? It ain‘t even
mornin’ yet!

Your decidely unironie sycophantic
and proudly unfriendly vinyl
alternative. Sobriety, as always,
is optional. CDS STILL SUCK . MONO
GOOD; STEREO BAD.
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Interview w/Cex and Stars as Eyes -- 6/2001

The crowd stood around (in socked feet on the dance floor
at Mecca), wondering what kind of show was about to go on. A
few people had some ideas. Some little guy in a hoodie came out
and hooked up a laptop, then slunk “backstage” again (although
backstage at Mecca = the bathroom hallway). Trevor and Robert
were bouncing off the walls already, Mike was trying to psych up
the crowd (who were mostly still busy trying to figure out what
was going on), and Ross was leaning back against the wall,
nodding his head...

Then the little hoodie guy came back out onstage, picked
up the microphone and stared at everybody staring at him. “Hey
everybody!” he waved at us. We waved back. “Before the show
starts I’d like to welcome you to my beautiful house.” He waves
his hand around Mecca’s comfortable atmosphere. “Sorry you
have to take your shoes off when you come in. That’s so the floor
doesn’t get dirty and stuff.” A couple people laugh. “And over
here,...over here’s my bedroom. Where keep my own personal
gods.” He waves up at a woodcarving on the wall. “That one is
named Macaroni-Puddle-onie and the other one is called.. .uh...”

“Ralph Cobain!!!” shouts a restless element in the
audience.

«“Uh, yeah. Ralph Cobain. They assist me with things like
making money and break-dancing. Ha... .and over here, over here’s

‘my living room, see....” He runs to the back of the studio and
grabs a stuffed camel from the round couch. “Here’s where we sit
when we take tea time...” He sits back there for a few minutes.
Then he gets up, runs to the front “stage area” again, slaps a few
keys on the laptop, starts some beats, and begins throwing down
words at an alarming rate. It’s not long before the whole room is
chanting “Take yer balls out.”

Meet Cex, aka nineteen-year-old innocuous looking hoodie
guy, Ryan. Cex has his name spelled in gold caps across his front
teeth. Cex unabashedly covers Biz Markie and Megadeath in one
big swoop. Cex is here to show you that anybody who damn well
pleases can be a rock star if you just sang yourself a good enough
powerbook. »

After their show on June 23, 2001, Cex and his tour mates Stars As
Eyes came to stay on my sofa. After two and a half days of
watching my obsessive roommate’s collection of Mr. Show, The
Simpsons, and MST3K episodes (in between the playing of
Dreamcast games of course) they were finally ready to roll out of
Lexington. But not before KittyTwister got a chance to sit with
them on the golden sofa and chat about the finer points of touring

_ foreign countries, the future of music, and madcap classic movies.

Read at your own risk. And remember: just don’t mention “indie
rock” around these boys. i

KittyTwister: you just got back from Japan, right? When did you
go to Japan? :

Cex: 1 left May 24 and came back June 3",

Kitty: I’m curious about Japan. I’ve been fascinated with certain
aspects of Japanese pop culture forever. (note the Hello Kitty
museum in the corner of my room). So can you tell me a bit about
what it was like touring in Japan?

Cex: I still don’t know that much about Japan because...I don’t
speak Japanese. So I had a very weird adventure. (He smiles and
laughs).

Kitty: So did somebody just book all of your shows and tell you
what to do, and then you just went and did it?

Cex: Yeah, something like that. There’s these really cool guys who
run this music collective, this group, and it’s called Door. I don’t
really know why it’s called Door, but they’re really awesome and

‘they just paid for me to come over and play a bunch of shows and

stay in neat Japanese hotels and hang out with them. It was really
fun, but I couldn’t really tell you that much about Japan because
everything that I experienced was so overwhelming, it was all
about me being googly-eyed over everything, not knowing what to
do about anything... - - :

Kitty: How different did it feel, playing a show in Japan vs.
playing a show here?



Cex: Well, at first I was really really much more self-conscious
there. Every time I would speak a word of English I would I have
this overbearing sensation of..., like, how many people have any
idea what | 'm saying? And I thought about what I would think if I
went to a show in my hometown and this guy got up started
spouting off in a lahguage that nobody in the crowd could
understand...I was really self-conscious about that, I tried to talk
as little as possible, '

I had a plan when I went over there that I was going to get
somebody to translate. I was going to find the most stoic, shy
person that could speak English to translate for me. So I would be,
like, running all over the stage and, like, freaking out, you
know...and the guy in the corner would be standing there saying

“um...he said...he wants people to take their balls out...” you
know? o

But that didn’t actually work out. I decided not to do that. I found a
~ few guys I could talk:

to well enough to communicate with, but |
didn’t really want to pin that on anybody. So I just tried mostly not
to talk and just, uh, (he grins and nods) use body language.

Kitty: So do you think that went over pretty well?

Cex: I think it did. There was only one night where I was really
worried. They wanted me to play for, like, an hour and [ usually
only play for about thirty minutes, or forty minutes at the most. So
I was up there, and I was playing for a long time, right? And
nobody was moving. It was so weird. Oh, and there wasn’t a stage,
there was just this really high DJ booth, and the mic cord didn’t
reach too far so I couldn’t come very far out of it and when I did I
was just on the floor, standing next to some people who were just
staring at me. It was weird. So [ played for about forty-five
minutes to literally no reaction. People were just standing there.
And at the very end I did the Biz Markie cover of “Let me Turn
You On,” and everyone went bananas. Everybody freaked out and
started dancing and singing along and they all knew all the words.
It was really really weird.. -..yeah, but that was on the third night,
The first two nights went great, wonderful, everybody was excited
to see me get up in the crowd and Just kind of ignoring my laptop
and dancing along and lip synching to my raps.

Kitty: Who did you tour with over there?

Y

Cex: These two DJs, Shero and LKO. Al'so this 0the¥ gui; (i(e)rg:r.nn
(*editor apologizes if these names are mlsspe}kled, t}ns w tger
interview was transcribed from a grainy tape.*) He’s anot -
laptop dude. They were all good, they all make a lo't n0151te (})111;
music than me, but we had a really great time hang}ng out, Sstioi .
to restaurants, window shopping. I askefl thf:m a mﬂhﬁm qu
about, like, Japanese porn and stuff, Wth}'} is everywl ere(.?
Kitty: Did you have any other strange audience reafmons e fou
Cex: Well, the third night was the night of no reaction so the !
night I didn’t know what to expect. I had no idea what dwis tgme I%t
to go down. So I started off with a Megadeath song and that w
over even better than the Biz Markie song. People went even
crazier on that. o1
itty: death?!
I({Ig)t(}:l.YI\;I:}%!aSo my success in Japan was depender'lt upor(li peo%leit
like Biz Markie and Megadeath. I really had nothing to do with it.

\
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Qex: CLﬂ+ 1
Kitty: Most people who come to your shows must have some idea
what you’re about, but do you ever get any reactions from people
about using just the laptops onstage as opposed to traditional
instruments?
Cex: The place that we exist is kind of outside of any justification
for not using any guitars. I have not justified not using a guitar for,
like, years. 1 think high school was the last time I did that. (ina
mocking “high school” voice: “it has every bit of emotion as ‘real’

music”). I think the world is kind of past that point too, I think the
only people who are being overly critical at this point are high
school kids who don’t know anything about the world and music.
Cuz I don’t think anybody uses a guitar anymore. Not even
Metallica. I’'m pretty sure they use computers. Jimi Hendrix uses a
computer now.

Kitty: Okay, so can you tell me what goes into your songwriting
process, what kind of a creative bond you have with your
computers? What sorts of programs do you like to use? I’ve been
playing around with Frootyloops and Cakewalk and Q-
base...would you have any advice for anybody else looking to get
mixed up in this?

Stars As Eyes (Steve and Craig): Well, we just sit at our computers
for a long time, and... stuff gets done. yeah.

Steve: Cakewalk...Cakewalk is easier.

Cex: I use Microsoft Word, Microsoft Outlook—check my
email...no, basically I use a program called Q-base. It’s alright, it’s
not very exciting. Basically, making music is something that I do
in my room alone. I kind of dread the idea of other people peering
into my nerdity. Like, whenever anyone else is in the room when
I’'m trying to make music I get really self-conscious and can’t do it.
Steve: Yeah, same here. Well, unless it’s Craig...but, yeah. It’s
hard to concentrate when you think other people are thinking about

- what you’re doing.

Cex: Well, if there’s a person around me I want to go throw a
football or something, I dunno. I just want to get outside. You
know, go to the burrito place or something. I can only think about
music or software when I’m by myself,



Kitty: (to Stars As Eyes) So what about you guys? You’re

originally from Delaware, and he’s originally from Baltimore, now

Cex has been to Japan, so where’s the most ir}teresting place
you’ve been or what’s the most interesting thing you guys have
done on tour?
Steve: well, this is, like, our fourth show.
Kitty: Really? g

Stazs As E;’es: (together) Yeah, (laughing) really....Detroit was
awesome. The people there set up a really cool show for
us...driving through it was really scary, there was no asphal.t on the
roads, no people in the buildings....there were no vsfmfiows in the
buildings. Yeah...Nobody knows who owns tbe bullc.ilngs. ’
Everything is kind of overgrown. The pphce kind of just,...don’t
make any laws or anything. They just kind (?f star}d around and
indiscriminately do things that look likepohc»e things.

Kitty: Like wear big mirrored glasses and stand around on corners?
Stars As Eyes: Oh yeah, or arrest somebody now or then. I don’t.
think there’s anything written down that they should do. If there is
it got stolen.

Kitty: Well, I thought you all played well the other night. Are you

* guys touring with him (Cex) for a while now?
+ Stars' As Eyes: Yeah, until the very end. (laughing). We’re going to
' New Orleans, then Texas....(trails off, thinking...or trying not to

think as the case may be. Ha.) Going up California...San Diego,
L.A., we’ll do the whole North west scene. .. we’re gonna swing
around and do a strange trip starting with Portland and then go to
Seattle and Vancouver, Missoula, Montana, Indianapolis...uh...
Kitty: I was just talking about Missoula last night. Did you hear
my friend Schuyler talking about it? He was talking about what a
wonderful place Missoula, Montana was. He was talking about
what an extremely utopian open-minded indie rock sort of place it
was.

'~ (collective “ohh™ and cringe at the words “indie rock™)

Stars As Eyes: indie rock?

Cex: um. Lots of kids with shoulder bags...ha. ‘

Kitty: (weakly, to cover up my own faux pas) maybe they’ll like
you. ,

Stars As Eyes: Yes, so then I guess it’s on to Chicago and
Cleveland. So we’ll have about a week and a day of shows in a
row. :
Kitty: That’s fun though, right?

Cex: Yeah, we get to see half the entire country. It’ll be like an old
comedy where Sammy Davis Jt. and Burt Reynolds are running
around and the calendar pages are turning,

Kitty: The montage scene

Stars As Eyes: Clocks will spin.

Cex: We’ll be frantically driving down the highway, the police
chasing us. Utah will be running us out of their state. It will be
madcap!

Stars As Eyes: Yeah. Madcap.

Kitty: Madcap fun on tour with Cex “with a C” and Stars As Eyes.

Kitty: So where did you all come up with your names?

Stars As Eyes: You know The Fall? It’s a lyric of theirs. Possibly
misquoted...but yeah., '

Cex: I don’t remember. I don’t remember what I was
thinking...but you know, it just means sex.

Kitty: Alright, so what about the gold teeth? When you played the
other night you came out on stage with your name on your teeth. I
must say I was impressed.



Cex: Thanks. Yeah, that’s real 14k gold. There’s a plac;: intAtlanta
that .makes custom caps. I got the label that put my stuf i out in

Europe to buy them for me. ,
Klilttylz) You got record labels buying you gold teeth?! You're

S. . . . . Fl .
gl:(?lé)k that’s kind of a misleading way to put it. They didn’t give
me t.he r;loney, but it was kind of the money that was f.roknll my
records...but, uh,...I got them to give it to me very qulc.1 y Seo
because I said I was going to spend it on gold t?eth..(srr’ll ;l:s).e suéh
they might have waited longer to give it to me if I didn’t hav
an important purchase to make.

itty: Gold teeth are definitely important. ’ ‘
Ié;t)t(y Yeah, well, I need people to know that I’'m serious.

Kitty: Awwwwright, here’s the “end of the interview, straight from

i i ” sucker question:
the pages of the teenage magazine quiz page” suc
Whgt’i your favorite kind of music right now, what do you pop

into your CD player on your down time?

S Toenza

>

e

Cex: Uh...he rummages around and pulls a bag out of the debris
on the coffee table. They 've Just been shopping, and he'’s bought
Daft Punk’s Discover , Nirvana’s Bleach, and, yes, Eminem.
..Classics, American classics. ..I also like listening to new things,
there’s always something to be excited about, somebody’s always
doing something new. Lately I’ve been getting into a couple
underground MCs, I’ve been really into underground hip-
hop...and with bands I like a lot of stuff [ have attatchments to
because when I was younger I listened to it and it got me really
amped. Stuff like Shudder to Think and The The...I still listen to a
lot of stuff I listened to back then,
Craig: gets a pained look on his Jace when my attention turns his
way... I'll listen to anything,
Kitty: Anything?! I've got the Teletubbies album upstairs. ..
Craig: well, okay...like, I really like Phil Collins. But then I’[]
really like whatever’s cool like Jennifer Lopez or something. ..
Steve:...My Bloody Valentine, Janet Jackson...
Cex:...I like the radio a lot. They’re a good band.
Kitty: The radio?
Stars As Eyes: Yeah it’s good, it’s made to be good, that’s the
point.
Cex: Except for corporate alternative radio, which is made to make
you hate radio. All those bands are made up by guys in suits just so
spoiled rich kids will buy the records and piss of their moms. It
sucks. Yeah.
Stars As Eyes: So what kind of music do you listen to?
Kitty: me? I listen to lots of different stuff of course, but...] like
Japanese pop like Takako Mikekawa and Puffy...um, this is such
an unfair question, I know...Joan J ett, Kathleen Hanna projects,

&






(ax.. cot.

The White Stripes, Catfight, The Cramps, Flossie and the
Unicorns, Holly Golightly, Neko Case and her boyfriends...1950°s
and ‘60’s beach party dance music makes me real happy.... And
hey, I have my own radio show too so I guess we’re all in a pretty
good band together, huh. (every other Friday 6-9 PM, WRFL
listeners).

Cex: Good! Radio. This is Cex and you’re listening to WRFL
Lexington!

Stars As Eyes: This is Stars As Eyes and you’re listening to WRFL
Lexington!

As you can sge, they chose to record voluntary station ids at the
end of the interview, because “radio is good!”
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todd Dockev

Sexton Ming Knows What He’s Talking About
by J. Todd Dockery

In May of 2000, my girlfriend, Crystal, and myself took
a sojourn to visit Sexton Ming and Ella Guru in London.
The previous May of ‘99, we had initally met in
Kentucky where I set up a show for Sexton and Ella in
Lexington. Ella had invited us, in turn, to come visit
them for a week and a half, and in that span of time,
visit the opening of a showing of Stuckism work in a
Folkestone gallery with them as well as witness the
final gig of Thee Headcoats, whom I had never seen
perform prior, and whose mouth-piece, Billy Childish,
also co-founded the Stuckists. In between, it was a
roller coaster of lager, cigarette smoke,
hangovers,usually winding up in tea with Sexton in the
mornings, Ella off to work, attempting to piece together
the gaps in the previous nights. Despite the ample
opportunities, I never nailed down a “proper” interview
with Sexton. Ididn’t take a tape recorder along with
me, and for this reason or that, it just didn’t happen.
The only night I aligned technology with talk, was at
the end of a rather boisterous night of boozing after the
Stuckism opening in Folketsone.

The first section of the tape is a small run of
commentary at the house of a Folkestone couple who,
after a post-opening stint at a local pub, graciously
invited us to their abode for a few after-hours drinks
and other inducements. The couple had Siouxsie and
the Banshees on their stereo, prompting Sexton’s
following words caught on Ella’s dictaphone which I
had produced from my pocket.



Sextor.lz The trouble with Siouxsie and the Banshees is
that Siouxsie is so obsessed with madness...but she’s
never gone in a mental home, and I have.

Crystal: Say it again.

Sexton: Tjust said it. Most of her stuff is about madness,
you know.

Crystal: And she’s never gone into a mental home?

Sexton: No, I don’t think she fucking has. (Crystal
starts to say something else, but Sexton adamantly
interrupts, not in hostility, rather sounding as if he just

wants to make his point) Even if she did, you wouldn’t
come out with shit like this!

Back at the hotel Sexton and I sat on the floor cross-
legged, smoking cigarettes. There were doubts abound
whether or not we could conduct an interview as we
drank through the evening’s final beers in the room, but
the recorder was turned on, and I told Sexton that we
should just speak about whatever came up and not
impose the usual question and answer fact-finding
system. (I have not edited Sexton’s words, even when
repeating himself or idiosyncratic word choices in order
to preserve how he spoke).

I told him I wanted the “the Sexton Ming point of
view.”

Sexton: The Sexton Ming point of view. This is his
favorite hotel

Todd: This is living the life isn’t it, Sexton?

Sexton: Yeah. See you can live the life, but you can not
live death. (he laughs)

Ella: I think Sexton is too trashed to do the interview.
Sexton: I know what I'm talking about.

Todd: What would be the adverse effects of being dead
in this situation?

Sexton: Well, you die...for a start, But before that you
realize...no, I'll tell you what 1l do. Who wants to
hear my theory of after-death?

Todd: I want to hear your theory of after-death. (the
girls laugh at us)

Sexton: Here we go. What happens is we're sent on

this planet earth, we live our lives, and we learn
certain things. And then we die. Then we go to another
planet where we learn more things. And we go to
another planet...when you die after that planet, and
you learn more things...the learning process 1s a
lifetime. On this planet, the average for men is 70
(meaning the life expectancy)...and the average f_or
women is 80...or something like that. I've never figured
that one out...don’t know why that is. Soyou spend 70
years, let's say, on this planet to learn things. ‘And by
the time you're 70...you learn so much about life...then
you go on to another planet, which might not have the
dimensions like we live on the fourth...three...or fourth
dimension planet...you go to another planet where it’s
the seventh dimension...you go to another planet wh.ere
it's the eighth...tenth dimension: you learn ALL this



stuff. And I don't know what the end process is, but
that's what I think where you go to die. You go to
another planet. There's another dimension of learning,.
There’s no real levels on this planet, because this
planet will not give you that level. This planet is
going by the third or fourth dimension and it will
not...you can tap into secrets...uh, with drugs or LSD
and whatever you want to do. Or schizophrenia,
whatever. And it just gives you a slight insight. But
when you die, you go into this realm which is another

planet, which might be zillions and zillions of light- \5\‘\;\,‘\.\\5\1,,,»,,,

planets away, but you are whisked away there : ‘ , &)

)
&>

spiritually, and you're dropped into this planet; it has
fifth... or seventh, or whatever dimensions...and it
becomes natural to you. It’s natural for us..like we're in
this bedroom, yeah? There’s a wall there, there’s a
wall behind us, there’s a wall on the right, there's a
wall on the left, there’s a floor, there’s a ceiling,
there’s these beers here...everything...we are geared up
to that. But I think when you die, you naturally become
geared...you're prepared for another dimension. That
dimension is natural to you. If that dimension came in
now, we'd go, “oh, fucking hell, what the fuck’s going
on?”

Todd: A certain amount of that happens, I think. You
can become aware of possibilities.

Sexton: That's just giving us inéight into what will
happen. (he pauses, turning his heads toward the girls
who are whispering) I heard that!

Ella: That's not an interview, you're just having a
normal conversation.

.

~J-t.d. 2001~

Todd: I can’t really interview Sexton. Ican’t ask him
what happened when he was five years old.

Sexton: Alright, start again. Here’s a take. Start
again. Ask me some questions.

Ella: Todd, were you abducted by aliens!?




~ Saxton = ot

[The tape gets cut off when Ella asks me if I was
abducted by aliens, which is bizarre enough considering
I don’t recall turning the tape recorder off. The
recording resumes to Sexton’s voice.]

Sexton: That thing shouldn’t move...because I haven't
moved it. There’s no one in the room that can move it.
What the fuck is it doing? Is it your mind? How do you
interpretate it? It could be aliens that moved that
object. It could be ghosts. It could be...I see, it could be
your mind that moves it. You know, you have to

know...have knowledge of it. And that's why I say we
go to another planet, and we learn that shit, which is a
very simple thing; it’s sort of like the first thing you'll
learn in high school....uh, not high school,
kindergarten...and you'll go to the next planet.

Ella: What's the first thing you learn in kindergarten
when you go to the next planet?

Sexton: That you can move things at will,
Ella: But what do you look like on the next planet?
Sexton: I don’t know. That doesn’t matter.

Ella: All that's moving this pen is a bunch of
molecules...that’s the weird thing is that right now as
we sit here talking, there are people sleeping in Ohio.

[Crystal speaks for a moment on the subject, whatever
that is I'm not sure in retrospect, but, either way,
inaudible to the tape. Ella proclaims that she will
talk to Crystal, and that Sexton and I will talk into the
dictaphone, and she won't interrupt us anymore. The
tape is once again rolling.]

Sexton: Alright, we're talking. Who wants to give me
- asong? Name me a famous song and I'll sing it. ‘Cause
I'm so nice.




Todd: “Sweet Caroline” by Neil Diamond. (there’s a
pause, then Sexton breaks into boisterous, slightly
condescending laughter) ’

Sexton: I'll do “Solitary Man” by Neil Diamond.
(Sexton sings improvised lyrics)

“You left me--I'm a solitary man--I will not go out with
any women ‘cause my dick is full of smegma.”

Get down there, baby!

(then somehow Sexton starts singing “Day Dream
Believer”)

“T have a shit then I go out and drop some turds--but
she’s coming home--so I better have a shave--and a
razor blade stings--wake up sleepy Jean--oh what can
it mean to a day dream believer and a home coming
queen?”

[The tape is interupted again, then for a moment Sexton
turns on the recorder and does his often performed
impersonation of one of his favorite subjects of
discussion--Charles Manson, a fellow Kentucky native.
When he finishes, he turns the dictaphone back off
again, then the tape renews to the sound of my voice.]

Todd: This kind of shit. What do you think, Sexton?
Just say what you think, instead of like, (sarcastically)
“oh, Sexton where did you begin your thing?”

Sexton: Aw, fuck that.

Todd: (again, sarcastically)”When did your left
testicle first progress?”

Sexton: My testicle didn’t fucking progress because my
balls dropped. When I was at school, they gave me an
examination, and they made me take my trousers down.
I said, “you're a fucking queer!” He twisted my bullocks
and he said, “cough.” And he said, “yeah, you're
alright, your balls have dropped.” And I thought, “you
fucking queer, you fucking CUUNNNT. Fuckyou.” (he
laughs loudly)

Todd: (about the women) They’re making fun of us.
Ella: We're not making fun of you!

Todd: Everybody wants a... (I cut off in mid-sentence to
the women making a funny sound like a gasp; I have no
recollection what exactly happens at this moment)

Crystal: Todd!

Sexton: (sounding suddenly uncharacteristically serious
and stern) Oh, Todd, you be careful, mate.

Todd: Yeah, I gotta be careful.

Sexton: You can’t fall over now, ‘cause I need you. I
need you like a brother. Yeah. I need you now. (Sexton
starts singing)

“I need you more than ever now--as it shines beneath
my feet.”

You know that’s the first...(to the women) shush, I'm
talking. This will give you information. You gota
sixty hour...you can do whatever the fuck. Askme
another question.

Todd: Tell me about being in France for four years.

(Ella farts and Sexton laughs.) It's much better to hear
your woman farting, (in a mock serious tone) but all us
curious readers want to know about France. (I had
previously asked Sexton’s advice about my own ideas




about taking an extended stay in rurgl Kentucky which
colors the tone of his repsonce as advice in some

respects)

Sexton: Ok, I don’t know where you are, but...

Todd: We're over here.

Sexton: Yeah, I'm talking: shut up. That's my
aggressive grit. No, what happens is you get sick of
your country. Which is what happened to me. I got
sick of my country, and I thought, “yeah, I just want to
get away.” Spending four years...you gotta be careful
because you can cut yourself off so much that you go stir-
crazy. Especially in a foreign country, like I did in
France. I didn’t know the lingo. Ididn’t know the
language. Ilearned some of it, but you can’t
really...what friends or what neighbors you have...you
can’t really conversase with them. You can't...you’re
relying on their English, so it gets a bit hard. And it's
really beautiful...you do get self-sufficient. I grew my
own vegetables. But also there’s a lot of loneliness...it
can make you go crazy, believe me. I would think twice
about going into a situation where you’re miles from
anywhere. You do need people. I wish you didn’t,
personally. I wish you didn’t have to rely on people,
but at the end of the day, we only got ourselves. We're
the only ones that can talk, listen, and communicate. I
wish I didn’t have to have that, but I do. So when
you're t thinking about going out in the middle of
nowhere...it's idyllic, you got the country. But we are
not animals. That's what I understood about myself: we
are not animals; we are human beings. And I do hate
human beings for what they do to this planet, but we
are human beings, and we have to have...sort of like,
the fox, or the tiger, or the leopard, especially the
leopard, if you take it, it will live on its own, fuck on its
own...it will fuck the female leopard, and, like most
animals, it will leave them away. But we, as humans,
stay with our partners, and that’s what the problem is,
and we spread more and more children all over the
planet. You know, the planet’s not geared up for us.
What we are, basically what the human race is, is
another dinosaur. The dinosaurs were plenty. They
ruled the planet. They were destroying the planet.
Herbivores were eating more greenage than the planet
could....



Todd: Sustain.

‘Sexton: Yeah. Then, magically ah...uh...what'd they

say? A huge meteorite smashed them up. It was worth v

billions of nuclear weapons, and it wiped out the '

planet. AndIsortof think what the human raceis

‘doing is they’re wiping our their planet. The human . :
race is like the big meteorite. It's wasting out it's...it

won’t happen in your lifetime, and it won’t happen in ,

my lifetime, but pretty soon the human race is gonna be

so big, there’s not going to be any room or any food. And

also, another thing about the human race is that I

believe we are too advanced for our own species. Like

they’ll be another species that will encapsulate...we

are just the proto type. We’d like to think, “Well, :

yeah, Darwin and all the great people, science, and all

that,” but...

the jazz vault

wrfl - 88.1

Sexton: Yeah. It really pisses me off when people say, | , the COGI(BSt Cats C atCh

Todd: We're just the barnacles hanging off of that for
anybody else really. (I have no idea what this means,
but that's what I said verbatim)

#Oh, mankind has done this and done that.” And I
think, “No, we're just assholes.” Do you want me to
switch this off?

the jazz vault |

Todd: No, keep it going.

each thursday night

| 6:30 until 9:00




Crystal: The human race is a virus.

Sexton: 1 think so. The way 1see the human race is like
you get children and more children. It really pisses me
off that you get these mothers, “Oh, make way for me,
I'm a pregnant mother, “or, “T've got children,” or
something. We create disease, pollution...we all do.
You imagine, like, when I lived in Gravesend there
were lots of fields, but, no, they had to build houses on
top of the fields because there’s so many people being
born. You can think, “yeah, they gotta be born,” but
what were they born for? Fuck all. They’re all going to
die in the end. I'm going to die in the end. You're going
to die in the end. What's s0 special about a baby? It
grows up. It does this. It does that. It dies. So what.
It's sort of like nature...people kill forests and that to
build a house for someone who's gonna live and die.
These trees are dying, but they’re beautiful. They
enrich the soil. WhenIwasin France ] used to go outin
the forest, and there’s natural fertilizer. Yeah. Things
grow out of death. The human race is into burial, but
that's not natural death. The Indians would kill a stag
or a cow or something, and they’d pay homage to it
because the cow would eat the grass to become...are you
alright, Todd?

Todd: Yeah, 'malittle drunk. (a grand
understatement)

Sexton: Does anyone want to hear a scary story? (he
pauses, then chuckles) I can't think of one.

Shortly thereafter, Crystal lu
’ ed
aup a few flights of stairs. gged me back to our room

The book, “House of Nunn,” by Sexton Ming and J. Todd

Dockery is still availabl i
Dockery is ilable through Hanging Dog

http: ' ‘
ht rgl / | www.dreamwater.net/ art/jtdoc/index.




World Music 101 : by Bill Cheves

World music is big, varied, and covers as many styles as there are

artists and countries. For your introduction to world music, use the following .

syllabus:

Look at releases from Putumayo. Their collections cover music
from different regions and they almost always pick good songs for their .
samplers. Try MO VIDA for Latin dance and club music. NEW WORLD PARTY
has more dance music for any area. AFRO LATINO has Latin influenced
from Africa along with African influenced music from Latin countries. CAPE
VERDE has music from the islands off the coast of Africa with a wealth of
musical talent. The music is soft and sultry with a hint of Brazil. For some
sounds of the islands try CARIBBEAN PARTY and CARIBE, CARIBE. These
are Just a few of the many selections from Putumayo.

Rough Guide is another label that produces good samplers. Thelr
releases cover countries and styles. Some interesting Rough Guide releases
are BHANGRA, an Indian/British dance music style, SAMBA, CUMBIA and
CONGOLESE SOUKOUS. There are also Rough Guides for regions and
countries like MARRABENTA MOZAMBIQUE, NORTH and WEST AFRICA, and
SCOTLAND.

The Six Degrees label releases a lot of CDs that mix world music
and dance rhythms. Listen to their Travel series. So far they have released
AFRICAN TRAVELS, LATIN TRAVELS, and ARABIAN TRAVELS. They all have
great beats.

Here are a few of my very favorites from the last couple years:

NAVA: an artist from Puerto Rico. The self-titled release is a
concept album with all the songs tled together. Every song Is great and the
music flows beginning to end.

BOY GE MENDES and TEOFILLO CHANTRE: Both artists are from
Cape Verde and appear on Putumayo Cape Verde collections. Their solo
CDs are smooth and tropical with nice vocals over the top.

GARMARNA and SORTEN MULD: A couple of groups from
Scandinavia. They mix the folk of the region with electronic dance beats. A
couple to look for are Vengenace, by Garmarna, and Mark Il and lll by
Sorten Muld.

PARIS COMBO and FATAL MAMBO: A couple of groups from France
that play a combo of jazz and cabaret. Some interesting music with the
suave sounds of lyrical French over top.

DARKER THAN BLUE and SOUL FROM JAMDOWN: One of my
favorites of last year. Jamaican music from the 70’s. Contains plenty of
Jamaican versions of classic soul and R&B songs.

Well, so much music, so little time...There is a planet full of tunes
out there to hear. Maybe this small primer will be of some help in getting
started. For more sources, listen to the WORLD BEAT: EVERY SUNDAY 3-6

P.M. only on WRFL 88.1, your only alternative left.

Interested in volunteering at WRFL???

' We've got tons of opportunities here for
" students and members of the community.
- *Be the DJ!!! Despite popular belief, we do

expect people to be able (and willing) to
speak clearly and be open to new and

diverse music. Dls are required to donate

timeto WRFL other than their on-air shifts,
usually reviewing CDs and cataloging.

- Contact the Training Director for more info.

*News reporters--we now have a

‘hews department which features

student reporters, and a semi-weekly
news talk show, Campus Voices, produced

'by and for students. Contact the news

department for more info. |
*RiFLe --you are here. If you've got
creative cut n’ paste skills, typing abilities,
hell, if you can READ, please contact me
for more info on how to join the staff.



" iy our hands-are all dirty.” He scowls, slamming two plates down on

Ao

the table, glaring at her sideways from the corner of his eye.
“I"ve been digging for treasure,” she says, her voice like the silky red
mined {i’n Blick Tace-that she likes to wear to bed, a soft wispy cover for
; “§é¢...” she shoves her hands into the deep pockets of her
cet. He-doesn’t like the way the light glints off the buckles and
over that jacket. He doesn’t like the way she always wears
8y it fits her like some sort of armor. “There’s these...”
) t first, a handful of small, rough gray rocks and a few
-hiinks of-dirt fll from her palm into a pile on the corer of the table.
the dirt:hits the table, gritting his teeth but holding his tongue.
e...” she almost whispers. Slowly withdrawing her fist from
triumphantly, she opens her. fingers one at a time to
chiseled Indian arrowheads. He turns his back to her,
refrigerator for the salad dressing. .
corner of his eye again, he notices the way she
acing the edges with her fingertips, pressing:the
allonsed index finger, carefully considering the
tie before setting it down gently on the comer of the table
rogks. Flipping off the stove burner, he snatches up the
agh?m sauce onto the pasta in the blue bowl on the table.
Jrarinara sauce drips down, the way it seeps into the
ig around the edges of the bowl, '
“...geodes,” stie was saying, “you canitell because they sparkle in the
he snatches up one of the rocks, holds it up, stretching her
‘towards the light. She rotates the rock around slowly under
tiembles. The sleeve slips down her arm a little, and
red pink skin, just the slightest bit peeking out.
Her arms beneath her sleeves, the raw streaks of her
tnilky white smoothness of her skin. She rolls the rock
ees the dirt under her fingernails, dirt sunken into the
chipped “red star” nail polish, her long, fluid fingers.
Ditty fingers. “.. .And if you cut them-open, there are all
iftering ¢rystals inside.” Her eyes widen at the thought, and a faint
sses her-lips. . . ,
He turns his babk to her again suddenly, jamming the corkscrew into
the bottle of Cabernet Sguvignon and twisting violently. He feels like smashing

way up towal
ht, Her hand
of the pheke

Ema il: 'ieSSia n nf@Va hoo.com ~the bottle against the bfick wall on one side of the kitchen, watching the wine
; ical ' run down the wall into.dark pools on the floor. The cork pops loudly. Leaning
W ‘th Su b missions, comme nts !  past her, he pours the wirie. Watching it slide into the curves of each glass, he

Su g gesti ons, efc. , SUddBﬁly recalls the fipstitime they ever had dinner together. Pouring the Merlot
. _ that night, he remembered she had made some vague comment about the wine in

e glasses resembling miniature aquariums filled with blood instead of water.




She had tried to make a nice casserole that night, but of course it
sgmehqw caught fire in the oven. He let himself in whén she didn’t answer to
his knocks. She was on her knees in the kitchen wearing; y -mitts gn-both
hands, fumbling with a fire extinguisher: A ruined casg av smeared-on:
floor in front of the stove, the vegetables boiled over.o

"I:h?y hfad ended up lig'hti‘ngva bunch of candles-and ea
sitting in black pleathet beanbag chairs-on the floor in;

R ER SN N A

Mexican tanqueria down the street, tall pink wax colul
decorated with elaborate images of ‘the atigelic virgin j
placed in the center between them had an image of B¢
out on her side wearing nothing but a provocative gr
lingerie. . "

fiblired-inito glass

She had wooed him with her record colle¢
cartoons. He loved the way she had gazed at him al
cheeks when she smiled wide, the wisps of auburn’
face. Her eyes seemed to. take up most of her face, 6§
excited about something. He sat still, pretending to Wi
television while she focused on his profile. Her fifigéfs
grooves jn his brown corduroy pants, her nails diggin:
tracing the same inhocent pathtap and down:the Guts
loved textures. She kissed his cheek. Betty Page gring g}
her... He had‘loved thé taste of the wine on her 'lips,‘\ﬁlgsv ]
zapping up and down his spine.

s 'kiss people like this on the first date?” he wi\ispered in

her ar.’s dn nize the genuine trepidation in his-tone.

tart to fall in love.on the first date,” she had replied,

her me color as the “blushing rose”.nail polish she

ne > from hér delicate toenails. He.liked the silver ring

cur e on herright foot. It.caught the candlelight and
1 iole in the left knee of her.pale blue jeans, She had

of b nd played him the bass lines to all of the songs she had
+hat-month, She had read him French poetry. She had picked the dry
‘the bouquet of flowers sitting on her desk in a Beefeater bottle. She
dabout Elvis Costello, joining the circus, angels and Nutella. He had
around her that night, wishing he could sprout out six
~wind himself all the way around her, absorbing her,
top of her head, just to hold on to her forever and ever...

n’t you think?” She reaches out, her fingers brushing
hing hopefully for something that he had never meant to
ce. “Darling...?" He jerks his-arm, violently back from her
k.out the window. A few bats:swegp broad circles about
J "*;mgv from: the church tower acfoss:t e street. If they left
n, the blinid creatures would fly right in and get stuck in
g Arg ind until they found a place to hang. She:h
iflistmoved in, but now she ditin
Oreino tatter where she was, His
Ipping into the lines of his deeply furr
d jaw line, darting through the ght )
Is her face collapsing gradually, deflating, shutting down

'
_ “Clean this mess up please,” he snaps and gestures mechanically at her
rock§, and then points at her hands. “You're filthy.” -

t,'Th,_“ R
ink about much except yourself,” he mumbles under his
her to hear as she starts cramming the rocks back into her

fully fold thgshrrowlicads into Her red ‘Thanky,the one
ink roses that he had givén her for x-mas. “Just get cleaned
1. face, ghostly white, and suddenly felt the twin fangs-of

ng into his heart. “I made anigel-hair... your favorite,
auce...” )

dy turned away, walking towards the bathroom. He

eps. He thinks about how stie walks. They could never
1s¢ she was aliways slightly ahead of him with her

12
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a;}; a&;@ love, Start v with
A anmals — theyla easier:
- ‘”_‘Bu&&lﬁ,



naturally long, putposeful stride. When they walkeditogethery
holding back, testing her; waiting,for her to-fall, intoster
she noticed, and she tried for. his sake to match his stride
please him. But most of the time she:just walked the;why
paying attention to their slight distances, one foot in froh
on with herself, ' D

Her footsteps shuffle past the bathioom dod
hears the door slam in the hallway, the keys on-the
jangling. He would put sonie food on'ier plate and ¥
+ up in the microwave whenever she wanted it, he thot
and sits down to eat, sliding her glass of wine acrosg

“Dinnertiméd's

reprinted from

the new split-

chapbook

entitled

Molotoy Cocktails,

By J. Fehrenbach
Also featuring

Love Letters from

The Hotel Jaquemart
By Miss Erica Cefalo.
Email:

[444/9 e reeps

newsroom,
+ripock ,c0m
ma|4ﬁv.hh4

existing into the form of an old stone war monument,
unmoving except in television pictures and, in that
case, more dead than the sleeping trees.

But wait..

I hear the voice of old dead Kerouac and the horn of
old dead Parker and the lick of old dead Hendrix and
the wine of new dead Buckley.

I hear the god of new born Rapture, the chime of new
born Shellac, the whine of new born Pedro, the
lonesome highway beat of newborn Washington Mice, the
sanguine sacrificial cow of newborn Strokes, the
godless angel preaching of new born Ms. Marshall, once
again. All living voices come to me, here, in this
lonely room with a couple of turntables, a microphone.
In between these voices, young/old, I hear my little
words tremble out, spark up like a warm breath of
fire, announce that yes..someone is awake and with you
at 4:15a.m., if you need me. Call me.

The DJ brings what happens live and outdoors or in
concert halls or bars sent into microphones and
recorded on tape and transferred to vinyl grooves and
picked up by a needle and amplified by a machine and
sent via wire to a tall, metal pole into the crisp
January air like light into space. We have a powerful
voice and we should use it. Unlike those who think it
best to keep quiet in the crazy depression of 2002, we
must in the name of our own sanity turn the volume up
into the red for all those who would listen.

So I'm asking you..
Are you listening, friends?

Who is listening?
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upcoming MECCA special events

FRIDAY, FEB. § *

Mecca presents ‘ONE VEILING’ a multicultural dance journey

@ UK’s Singletary Center for the Arts * tickets $8 students/$12 gen. public
SUNDAY, FEB. 10 *

Valentine’s special! 2nd annual ‘dance of enticement’ workshop
SATURDAY, FEB. 16 *

tantra workshop * for more information contact meccaltd @prodigy.net
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