


440 / CHICKEN H AWKS,
The: Sumthin' Sleagy:
Split Cu

Hot damn holy hell, I've done died
and gone straight to hedonist heav-
en where pure skull-crushin’ rock-
‘n'roll pnnutivity rules supreme,
‘cause two of the most outrageous-
ly rockin® bands around today
aurally strut their stuff on this here
laller-crazed disc! The 440s are
wilder and more ferocious than
ever. It's as 1if they effortlessly
outdo themselves each and every
time, soundin’ uncanmly hke a
rocket-boosted eighteen-wheeler
carrvin’ a raucously loud cargo of
Motorhead, Joan Jett, AC/DC, and
The Heartbreakers careening out of
control and colliding head-on into a
tanker-truck loaded to the gills with
highly flammable raw power. Their
voluptuously bodacious wvocalist.
Miss Sparkle Plenty. always with-
out fail gives my ears a full ragin’
hard-on that makes me squirm in
my seat until I can no longer see
straight. Wooo-hooo! And the fre-
netically untamed mnstrumentation
15 nothung less than a world-ending
roar of nuclear sonic conflagrations
that'd make Satan himself duck and
run for cover like a whimpering hil’
limp-wnisted pantywaist. Yep, The
440s get my motor a-revvin’ big
tume! As usual, The Chickenhawks
somcally knock the dookie outta
me and set my heart aflame with
their smfully delicious swirl of sul-
try hell-vixen vocals, greasy shde-
guitar gnt, and voodoo-laden
swampbeat rthythm section. And
this 1s their best stuff yet, I shit you
not! Imagine Dinah Cancer frontin’
The Cramps 1f they hailed from the
fog-enshrouded murky-watered
boomes of the Mississippi Delta.
Ooooo-weee, Betsy Badly's seduc-
tively tempestuous voice, without a
doubt, gets my manhood uncontrol-
lably aroused and my insides all
fuzzy and warm! Hell yeh, The
440s and The Chickenhawks sure
know how to bring out the lewd and
lively pervert in me, that’s for sure!
This decadently delightful disc has
titillated my ears and teased my
rogmsh old lost soul somethin’
fierce. It's an absolute auditory wet
dream! —Roger Moser, Jr.

(Steel Cage)

90 DAY MEN:
Te Everybady: CU
Te say this sucked would be giving

it too much ecredit. —Jimmy
Alvarado (Southern)

ANIMALS WITHIN ANI-
MALS: Mono a Mono: 2xCL

An amazing album! This double
CD features a lot of pro-ape ideals.
And we all know apes make better

lovers. A huge list of
RAZPRCAKE

The music is so heavy and delivered with such
force that the sound almost takes z0lid shape.

music muxing geniuses have com-
tributed to this record, most of them
are names you might not recogmize
— but beware, you soon will. Both
CDs feature samples galore — they
have a major pro-sample idea as
well. The CD claims that 92% of
the matenial on this is “recycled.”
They even pass out “please sample”
and “please remix” stickers in each
case. The first track, “Hello,” sam-
ples every fucking hello you can
comprehend i music (from The
Doors to Lionel Richie) into one
hysterical and awesome song. Then
vou are thrown into orgamized
chaos — samples of news programs.
mnterviews, music, and beyond.
Noase fans, sample fans. fine artists
- fucking get this. One of my top
releases of cultural onslaught in the
world. —Sarah Stierch (Bad Taste)

ANTI-NOWHERE LEAGUE:

We Are..the League: CU

Like a breath of fresh air, the
League comes along and clears my
head of all the gobshite I've been
forcing myself to listen to “cause I
put off reviewing all the “mystery
meat” until the last minute. Never
quate understood the skinhead fas-
cmation with this band. I mean,
they look like bikers, complete with
full coifs on their noggin! No mat-
ter. This, a re-release of their most
famous LP coupled with assorted
EP tracks, sounds just as blissfully
obnoxious as it did when I first
heard 1t years back and, strangely
enough. “T Hate People™ is sull a
pretty balls-on accurate anthem for
me and how I perceive the world
around me —Jimmy Alvarado

(Captain O1!)

ARSONS, THE: Whole Life
Crisis CL

I know 1t's probably not their inten-
tion, by The Arsons have made one

~Matt Average

of the potentially most radio friend-
ly hardcore albums I've heard m a
long time. (This 1s purely hypothet-
ical. The last time I listened to the
radio was when “St. Elmo’s Fire™
was played with regulanity.) This is
not a slag by a long shot. Actually.
it’s the album I've been waiting for
since the breakup of Kid Dynamate
(of whom they have taken many a
cue from, which is nothing but
good in my book). Sonically, the
sound 1s clean, but the playmg still
has stick, true punch. and power.
And wunlike CIV's and H20's
attempts to ingratiate themselves to
the mainstream by transforming
from youth crews to boy bands with
tattoos (have you seen the ad for the
newest H207 Fruity hair gel extrav-
aganza, with extra pouty hips, my
friend). The Arsons are accessible
without an obvious compromise.
Impressive on many levels — they
mix up their tempos, they mtroduce
and play with different guitar tones
(there’s a mice tinky blip sound on
“Prison Yard™ that I swore was a
keyboard), they've mastered the
power of an anthem (youll be
chanting “let 1t go.” I pronuse), and
their backup vocals are immacu-
lately timed and harmomically in
tune. The singer’s voice 15 forceful
without sounding like a bulldog
with a pair of vice grips clamped on
his nuts — so even the ladies can get
mto it. All this makes for an easy,
exciting listen. More than anything,
though, they've done the near
impossible. They ve come up with
a new. distinctive sound of their
own m a genre that’s increasingly
difficult to not sound like a current
band or stalwart of the past. The
even pull a Faith cover ("Say No
More”) so powerfully. that it fits
their sound seamlessly. Look at me.
I'm swooning. This has been
played a fuckload at HQ and wall
continue to be. “Todd (Chunksaah)

ASSCH APEL:
Total Worship: CL

With a name like Asschapel, you're
esther gonna rock or suck mncreds-
bly hard. Luckily, they're pretty
good. Mid-tempo hardcore with
almost more metal than 1s good for
them, noisy breakdowns and a
singer that’s sure to develop throat
cancer m a year or two 1if he keeps
screamin’ like that Thumbs up.
—Jimmy Alvarado (Twitch)

BAL RELIGION: The

Process of Belief: CU

I waited for awhile to review this
because I has a varniety of ideas of
how the review should be. I had a
great 1dea mn using the previous
album covers to describe what each
song sounded like. I tried but my
computer kept crashing. I was
going to do a historical, but that 1s
what I used for the last two records.
With nothing nspinng. I figured
what the hell. this 1s what I am
going to submut. I don’t thank many
have read the previous reviews and
1t 15 informative to those not in the
know. This release marks twenty
vears of releasing music as a band.
At the beginning, they put out their
self-titled 7" and the How Can Hell
Be Any Worse LP. I'm not sure 1if
they broke up but a few years later,
they put a great but unappreciated
record titled Info the Unknown.
Punk credibility was lost. With a
new line-up, which mncluded Greg
Hetson from the Circle Jerks, they
released the Back from the Known
EP the followmg year. 1988 came
and the essential Syffer LP came
out to much acclaim and fanfare.
They were the shit agan in punk
circles. 1 heard a story from Fat
Mike of NOFX saying that record
changed the direction of his band.
The band remained consistent
while releasing many records up
until the last Epitaph release Recipe
for Hate. That was a release that
Atlantic and Epitaph both put out.
After that record, guitanist Mz Brett
quit the band to run Epitaph full
tune and deal with lus own person-
al demons. A number of records on
the major were put out and they
finally got out of the contract and
returned to Epitaph. Mr. Brett
rejomed and re-energized the band
by bringing back Epitaph mnto the
band’s sound. The entire record 1s
strong from start to finish The tn-
guitar attack of Mr Brett, Bnan
Baker and Greg Hetson create a
wall of sound that hasn't been
achieved by the band uwp to this
point. Jay Bentley ties everything
together with his solid bass playing.
Newcomer Brooks Wackerman,
formerly of Swmcidal Tendencies, 15
one fine drummer. Starting with
“Supersonic,” “Prove It” and
“Can’t Stop This,” BR rage through




three songs i a matter of four mun-
utes. To catch your breath, they
slow things down with the
anthemc “Broken ™ They bring the
tempo back up on tracks “Destined
for Nothing.” “Matenalist.”
“Kyoto Now!” and “Sorrow.” Once
again, we are allowed to recover by
playing my favorite song (my
wife's also) “Epiphany.” Now it's
time to bring things to a close with
five punk songs (“Evangeline,”
“The Defense,” “The Lie,” “You
Don't Belong” and “Bored and
Extremely Dangerous™) that are
trademark to their history. This
album 1s the most balanced record
they have released m years. My
wife and I have been listeming to
this for close to a month straight
This 15 a band that I personally
have been listening to for twenty
vears and are still one of my
favorites. There are not enough
words that I can use to descnbe
how much I emoy this.
—Donofihedead (Epitaph)

BELTONES, THE: Cheap
Trinkets: CL

This 1s bam-blazin’. barroom-
brawlin® punkrock lawlessness at
its meanest, leanest, nastiest, and
most nefanious. It's incorngible
and ungovernable. packing more of
a wallopin’ kick than an eight-
ounce shot of pure unrefined Insh
whiskey straight outta the jug wath-
out benefit of a throat-soothing
chaser. Cacophonously akin to the
Dropkick Murphys, the gruff'n’-
gravelly, muckus-mciting vocals are
vigorously complemented by a
full-throttle surge of fiery jugger-
naut instrumentation that had my
feet a-stompin’ so fiercely, big ol’
jagged chunks of concrete were ric-
ocheting from the floor and careen-
ing across the room like sizzlin®
shards of shrapnel randomly flym’
all over the fuckin® place Hell yes
indeed. laddy-boy. these msurgent
Celtic-influenced punk 'n’roll
sounds have slapped my rosy-red
facial cheeks silly, splintered my
spmne into numerous fragmented
segments of bone. and rowdily
ripped me a new backside until I
could no longer sit stilll Wooo-
hooo, my ears will forever eagerly
embrace such belhigerent auditory
decadence as this! The Beltones are
definitely my kinda bottle of aural
ale, and I fully intend to continu-
ously crank Cheap Trinkets to the
max until I'm no longer able to
hear myself breathe. —Roger
Moser, Jr. (TKO)

BLATZ/FILTH: Shit
Split: Spli% CU and LP
Rock and roll! One of the best split
LPs of all time, ongmally on
Lookout, re-released by Life 1s
Abuse on both CD and LP for your

consuming and listening pleasure!
Classic East Bay madness! Blatz 1s
my favonte of the two — screamy
boy and gul vocals. Think X on
crack. And then there’s Filth. And
if Filth 1sn’t punk. then I don’t
know what 1s. I have a friend who's
mostly into theatre and 1sn't punk
at all. and “Fuk Shit Up” by Blatz
15 one of his favonte songs of all
time! He says he has never heard so
much screaming in a two-minute
period! The LP 1s just the Shit
Split; if you get the CD, you'll also
have all the 7”s. You must buy this
album! If this were a cereal, it'd be
Lucky Charms! Punk rock!
—Maddy (Life 1s Abuse)

BLUE FLAMES, THE:
Urivin’ N’ Jyin’

in Texas: CU

Thus 1s primal voodoo-crazed rock-
‘n'roll swagger at its sleaziest,
naughtiest, and most outrageously
immoral. It's savage and untamed
Texas-style psychobilly madness
that's as evil. vile. indecent. and
debauched as a sweat-soaked free-
for-all orgy in Hell but as sensual,
sleek. and cool as a leather-jacket-
ed Marlon Brando hoodlum casual-
ly struttin’ his stuff in the primitive
black-and-white world of TThe Wild
One. Imagine a sadistic Betty Page
goddess lewdly frontin® The
Cramps; Johnny Cash as a vampir-
ic leather-clad vixen backed by The
Damned 1if they were a hootin’-
and-hollerin” group of rockin’
Mississippn Delta swamp-rats; a
trashed-out Concrete Blonde thor-
oughly drenched in cheap booze,
sloppy meaningless sex. and other
delightfully taboo conjurations of
the devil which eventually dramn a
man’s soul dry; or X as a rowdy
bunch of musical cattle-rustlin’
bandits performin’ 1n a ramshackle
saloon along the tumbleweed-
strewn streets of Dodge City dur-
ing a ragmg apocalyptic dust-
storm_ Yep. this 1s rebellious some
msolence at 1ts loudest, liveliest,
and most festive and boisterous!
The seductive enchantress vocals
are sultry, enticing. and unequivo-
cally sin-mspinng to the poimnt of
erotically inducing a concrete-solid
erection upon my pems; the dan-
gerous and deadly guitar strafings
are a frenetic flurry of conflagrant
attitnde-driven fury (beyond unbe-
hevably bad-ass!); the bass and
drums are an unholy cacophonous
union of unbridled barbarnic virility.
Indeed, taken all together, these are
the most sinfully sensational
sounds to seduce my ears since my
momma squeezed me out like a
wet-nosed lil’ puppy many, many
moons ago! Drivin' N' Dyin’ In
Texas 1s so aurally thunderous, it
knocked a big ol” knot the size of
Dallas upon my head and merci-



