WWVV

Tour Diary 2003

(“XX” denotes a specific reference to a person in the band, who’s identity has been redacted to keep things arbitrarily anonymous.)

Why is this seat belt sticking up from this seat? Why is this like this? 

Feeling particularly uninspired. But that’s because of the time concerns in question. The time we got up or didn’t. The time we left. The time we have to go. Nonstop concentration. Like walking into a bare room where only a single sentence is written framed on the wall. Sit in the chair. Leave the house, finally. Or wait. I have to wetlip this flute, or I absolutely must clean the sink.

I’m not so sure about this anonymous posting thing but XX thinks it’s a good idea, Voice of The Group-Animal style. Final session last night lifted the unit and gave us enough spirit fuel for the long fucking drive to Lexington, of which we are on hour three of thirteen. Harrisburg, VA. 

They called us fags in West Virginia but the Goodwill was rich, many hot pants and belts and dresses turn us instantly into road dirtbags.  

Morale is high despite hellacious temperatures. Show last night at the Charles Mansion was killer – we even got talked into doing an encore. Many friendly faces old and new. Showers and actual beds. We are running perilously late as usual. 

We play in the corner last, and I actually play while asleep, but am no less into it. The curry was good. 

No sleep and a reintroduction to car livin’ makes it guaranteed that the first set would yield variants on animalistic howling. The jam released the dark cloud. We debut the rabitmousaphone table and the trumpet solo.  

Acquired: skull for dashboard, to match the snake. Flowers.

We are leaving Kentucky: horses and thick-necked frat boys with beach towels slung over their shoulders and drive-through liquor stores. I feel like there is some creepy hidden mystery here, whiskey crimes, under the lilting manners and fragrant bushes. I like Kentucky. I almost think I could thrive here.  Inside the van, there are two arms sticking to my arms.  We ditched the snacks at Charles Mansion. It’s no longer snack time in Tennessee. 

When all is mystery, or that is the point, any familiar whiff is a screaming gale of comfort. 

House shows remind you that business sense is a faraway island. 5 bucks at the door? Or what? One doubloon for entry? 

A wade in the internet river showed me I should just let everywhere go. A necessary short stop at Pops second hand shop introduces a doom warrior straw helmet. Spend up all your money. A little at every stop. 

Chicago. Sold obscene amount of merch despite mediocre show, mostly due to Empty Bottle Social Club preventing us from pulling off anything quiet. XX’s search for white jeans continues unabated. The band is cranky, especially me, but I’m sure seeing our Michigan friends tomorrow will cheer me up some. 

In Chicago I find the road haze is still with me, my head feels thick like the humid sludgy air blasting in the windows. I nap slightly and dream of rabbits and drool slightly. Sound check freaks me out; later I will be mocked for my timid “check check checks”.  Then slight pals from college days show up, including Ben who is witchy. In a good way.  Then my guru Dewayne arrives in commendable white jean shorts.  Relevant, seasonable.  Then the show, bar chat chat chat, “is that a contact mic” or “that was a killer beer”.  

Then the roof rack would not open, which was gut wrenching and inexplicable, though it might be nice to blame someone.  Maybe the locksmith with killer dog (“Do not yell. Do not whistle.  Do not touch the dog. We will get to the dog before it gets to you.”). 

Dewayne is living the dream, and woke me up with a kitten in my face and ice coffee in a jar. On the road now.  I have consulted a spirituality monthly, and the moon accounts for our traffic woes, our exasperation, our flaws in communication plots.  The prescription is crystal meditation and becoming wide open.  

They fed us, the food was rich and complicated. A cool bro from bandlife shows up and we discuss likely band tattoos (misfits skull…avail flag…etc). We sleep in friendly luxury. Duane’s new digs contain many windows and much air. In that creeping cyclical dream sense that follows us everywhere, on the way into town we passed that house Duane used to live in where we stayed last tour, the one where XX got the door slammed in her face by a neighbor. The new place is better that we could have possibly imagined. A kitten was cradled.  

Finally got to hang out a bit on account of the short drive to Grand Rapids. Acquired: one contemporary music essay magazine about quirky finds and Christian artistry; one comic about robot animals who die; a floaty, earthen magazine that predicts our moods for every day ahead; four or five iced coffee treats along with an assload of guff from the barista over the Dunkin Donuts cinnamon ice coffee XX tries to bring in; the image of that Illustrated copy of She-who-must-be-obeyed that will never leave me; a slug and lettuce, an issue of The Wire from 2003. XX contemplates upperdecking for vengeance. A homeless guy with a bag of wet bread compliments my helmet. 

The astrology periodical knows all. We agree to make it a point to consult it daily.

 
The Real Dragon. All the boys look like 14 year olds going to a water park. There is a human by my feet looking for something under the seat. We’ve had the pleasure of meeting a real nice dog in Lexington and a sweet little cat in the windy city. I prefer air conditioning.

Grand Rapids is a trip. Never been here before. It reminds me very much of Portland, Maine, in the sense that if it weren’t for all the aging hippies, freaks and punks shuffling around the street like laconic vampires, it’d seem like something of a ghost town. Totally quiet, totally grey, totally fucking weird. Remember the town in the first Children of The Corn movie? Picture it at night, with bars full of bubbles (no shit) and adorable mall punks vomiting on themselves in the street. Tolson informs us via phone, en route to meet us, that Grand Rapids holds the distinction of being the birthplace of the pyramid scheme. 

We nearly got stiffed on the gig money-wise (fuck this place) but regulated and got what we deserved. If somebody has to get stiffed, it shouldn’t be the gang that drove twelve hours to be there. XX is firm and wins the debate. We are paid.  

Drank at this amazing gay bar run by the kind of drag queen you only see in movies rife with cliché – dangling cigarette, totally unfashionable green dress from the 50s, quick-witted and silver-tongued. The bar was dark and surreal, very David Lynch. $2 straight whiskeys. 

Tolson came down to play and hang out which really made my day. Really rad gig overall despite fiscal misunderstandings. Met up with a dude named Miles who put us up in a big ass house with two showers, beds, the works. I’m currently the most comfortable I’ve been all tour, charging the computer, minidisk recorder and phone in my socks eating yogurt and drinking a protein smoothie. 

When you roll the windows down and stick your hand out of the car window on the highway, it feels like somebody is blowing a giant hair dryer at your arm. I’m totally against air conditioning in the car, something about recycled air in a small space gives me a headache, but these past few days, I’m really glad we have at least that. That, and the open road ahead. The unknown knows. 

It’s a shame the show was at such asshole digs (hey, were you the little Brian Eno guy?). I blame the one shitty band, a band so bad they made no sound, or none that I can remember. Some people were nice (like the artist with metal staples in his head who had made the thousand drawings), but something was missing. Grand Rapids seems like its ready to burst. Another ghost town populated by slipknotpunks and leathervests. After we roll in and open the car in front of the gallery we are approached instantly for change, and every ten minutes ever afterward. Everyone’s got an angle, “My car ran out of gas and I have the keys right here.” “I need it for a bag of weed.” “Just two quarters is all.” Walking the broad sweltering streets, repeating the lines, shaving. The coffee shop contains young and old, and the sign outside offers “iniquity”. We contemplated getting a drink at Tini Bikinis but it looked to expensive. XX managed to talk the doorman at Rumors down to three dollars to let us dance in the seven foot high dance floor soapsuds (“there are naked boys in there”) we decide to spend it better and dirtier at Pats, the bar of my dreams. Pat tells us she “fucking hates” us right away, and mock our NY IDs and our drink indecision. At the booth we choose in the back, the one that gets the barest bulb light, there is a massive stone sitting on the seat. We take pictures. Oculor, The Many-Eyed Disco God, stared down upon us. “You want me to rustle you up some grub?” Pat drawls fake-mean. “Fix you some grits? Possum?.” We all wished she could hang out, but we probably wouldn’t last a minute. Catfish tastes great, but I don’t know a soul who eats possum. 

I was enchanted with Grand Rapids as soon as we exited the highway: in front of Holy Life Refractory, there was a woman holding a sign reading “Sexual Harassment”.  To the left, there was an “In His Name” thrift store and a mural depicting Jesus-as-homie.  The wide avenue, with crumbling hotel signs, hinted of an abandoned grand past for Grand Rapids. I imagine the 1950s and buying gloves at the department store downtown. How could we possibly be playing here?  I soon found out, as groups of teenagers in hybrid goth /rap-metal garb glommed up the sidewalk in front of a punk show. It was a humid night, and we wandered to a coffee shop called something like “Last Vestige”, where more defiant teens lounged on the sidewalk and stared as XX and I practiced harmonizing.  Inside, ladies busting out of their tank tops played canasta and snarled; by the window, a solitary man drank Sprite and shuffled newspapers.  We go back to the venue, across the street from the frosted windows of Tiny Bikini’s, where a bottle blond beckons from the parking lot in bikini and jean shorts.   Our show was at an art collective; we had to wait for the art show (hundreds of squares depicting various rock bands in code) to finish.  Alternative types, with horn rimmed glasses, vintage housedresses, or babies in backpacks, milled around with spinach dip.  Down the street, at Pat’s Place, we ordered whiskey sours from a total bitch bartender, whose bitchiness was entirely performative, as was her femininity.  The bar was empty and nearly pitch black; I think it is my favorite bar ever.  We nestled into a booth and marveled at Grand Rapids.  The bathroom was eerie and clinched the Southern Gothic/North Country vibe oozing out of this town. 

We continued our exploration of the underbelly of Grand Rapids; freaks of all stripes seemed to congregate on this street, in necessary response to the Christians who are closed up in their houses, undoubtedly watching Fox News.  Back at the show, haggard grifters asked for change and marijuana on a regular basis. An elderly man in a white suit danced, and a young girl at the punk show moaned on the sidewalk as EMTs checked her vitals. (I was told by a local that she was having a drug freak out.)

We played our show for the art gallery types; everything is hot and loose, and we head back to Pat’s, where the night crowd, including a man in an open leather vest and cowboy hat, has gathered.  After a little time, we get a frantic call from XX; the art gallery is stiffing us, unaware of the contractual promises, and we head back for some cordial yet firm discussion. (We pass a club pounding house music; inside, soap suds fall from the ceiling, piling up seven or eight feet high.  The bouncer tells us there are naked boys inside, but there is a cover, so we don’t go in.)

We creep out of Grand Rapids in the early hours of the morning, utterly compelled by the bold freedom displayed by its visionary yet rejected residents. I’m sure I’ll be back someday. 

Kalamazoo huh? Taliban right? Acquired: one Typhoon Lagoon; one tiger and dragon; one makeshift white Jeanshorts attempt is immediately hated; XX gets some shoes finally and cuts off a striped shirt; one owl for the gage;   

XX enjoys driving and is sick of napping.

We somehow managed to leave Grand Rapids well rest ed and well paid. Were

on our way to Iowa City where food and laundry await us. The after parties have been great and all, but I need clean underwear before I can even think about doing body-shots. After getting normal, we’ll head to the hallway of a closed shopping mall to play with the raccoons. Saturdays in Iowa City can get frat-boy crazy. I’m anticipating something funny happening. Talk soon.           

“Who let the hippies out?”

This was the first of many passive aggressive insults hurled at us from the multitude of frat kids in Iowa City. Everyone looks identical and almost mass-produced. Creepy. Gig was cool despite issues with levels, as always. Earlier, I am so high at one point that I honestly cannot make heads or tails of the set list, and XX literally has to draw me a diagram to explain it to me. I don’t care because I am giddy and there is a fountain to dunk my head into.

Acquired: one broken tape for dashboard. 

Sold merch and totally made up for last nights hassles. XX spent some time dancing with a moth the size of a softball (reference tour video). The highpoint of my day was a peculiar amusement in Moline, Iowa, at an otherwise ordinary truck stop - a magnificent glass box containing a stage of marionettes who danced, played music and drank when you put a quarter in the machine. Really one of the most beautiful and otherworldy things I’ve seen in a while. Tourists were passing it by like it was some sort of novel distraction, but XX and I loaded in quarter after quarter, mesmerized by the limber miniatures, until finally XX grabbed the camera from the van and got some killer footage (reference video). 

The street was a meat market, but like it happens every night. “Look at that girl, she’s ageless; she could be 35 with plastic surgery or 16 with a curfew and she would still look like that.” “can I wear your hat?” no, it’s covered in disgusting sweat  “oh no forget it” Everywhere we look, stone cold macking of every conceivable type. After the rock club and the art gallery the hallway mall is a welcome geographical change. We are packed in and intimate, I can hear everyone’s voices before I can hear them through the PA. We decided to do mostly songs, but true to form, the free playing is the shit, and I think about listening to it on headphones in the future as I lay in soft cool sheets.

We meet a kid with a suspiciously thick English or aussie accent who seems to know our entire catalogue and tour schedule. Someone eavesdrops him talking loud about us and he gets embarrassed. Maybe he thinks we’ve fallen off. We can’t drive the car up to the venue so we load down the stairs and stand in a cloud of equipment as they pull the vans up to the mall entrance many yards away. I feel like I should defend the equipment. I’ll use this drum stick.  

In the moonlight, I take the moth in my hand. It lets me move slowly, in a circle. I spin in place and stir an imaginary pot. It quivers and shudders in my palm then heaves upward and buzzes away. The porch afterward is the sitting I need to calm down.

We’re currently taking back roads from Iowa to Columbia, MO. It’s safe to say that we’re going to be late. Breakfast was surprisingly filling, though small and overpriced. Last nights show went extremely well, though I didn’t really have much fun playing. My problem I guess. We’ve got it on video, so hopefully I’ll be proven wrong. 

 We’re on our way to a luau and I’m totally stressing about what to wear. Tank top with slacks? Muscle shirt with swim trunks? Flip flops and denim? I hear they’re showing a movie about golfers. Speaking of movies, I’d like to watch the Fugitive and/or Terminator 2.

Today’s goal: SWIMMING. 

We have just passed “Kum and Go”, which supposedly is a gas station.  Ewww.  Not the kind of prim stoicism I expected from Iowa, but I am willing to be open-minded (or not notice the innuendo at first, which is truly what happened.)

Anyway, it is raining and I’m a little worried about the luau.  XX has just applied a temporary tattoo of a luscious hyacinth, shaded red, to my lower back, just in time for tonight’s festivities. It will also match my red bathing suit for tomorrow’s swimming, and I am way excited. XX just bought teeth whitener and is chomping on a plastic tray of goop while hands grip steering wheel.  We are going to be looking FINE.  

Our gracious and attractive hosts buy us a delicious and expensive (for us) burrito dinner. We jam outside in a huge parking lot to a large and diverse audience. Dusk. Families, transients, pretty girls, hippies. Longest set of the tour only ends because of clouds overhead. We usher in sunset and bring water down on Columbia, MO, a town I could definitely live in. XX’s guitar soaks the scene and echoes off of only The Great Outdoors, my immediate surroundings seem to grow lighter as the sky grows darker, no drink glass sounds heard for miles. This is the best we’ve sounded and best I’ve felt so far. I think: “this is why we’re here.” We are totally spoiled afterward by yet another beautiful porch and drinks with our hosts until the rain gets too heavy and says enough’s enough. We play a game called Reaction, in which the loser is punished for his or her lack of reflexes with a quick electric shock. A pattern emerges, the same winners and losers each time. We are shown to an entire upstairs to ourselves complete with air conditioning and extra sleeping bags. 

It says more about our band than the gnarly game that we keep playing Reaction well into the morning.

Tomorrow we swim! 

“do you believe in marriage?”

“how do your parents get lifted?” 

Today, we are ten year olds. We are teenage mutant ninja turtles. 

Two new verbs added to the collective lexicon since lift-off: ‘upper-decking’ and ‘sharking.’ Ate shit, bourbon-toasted the way things are, and now off to swim until sundown.  

We got into Kansas City really early, and checked out where we were supposed to play later. Maximum occupancy couldn’t have been more than 10 or eleven. It’s crowded now and it’s only us (sans equipment) and the two baristas. We ask if we can play outside and they say yes. 

We wander off to the business district to busk, hoping to make a few bucks to cover what we figure we’ll inevitably lose tonight. In less than ten minutes, we made more than we’ve made at half the gigs so far. One drunken maniac came by and held four twenty dollar bills up to us and told us if we could play a Bob Dylan song, it was ours. “And no Blowin' In the Wind, either,” he qualified. I knew his type. I used to work in a record store where all the corporate yuppie types would come in, the kinda dudes who’d spend their days foreclosing on farms and closing down small businesses and their nights fancying themselves folkie revolutionaries, compulsively and rabidly collecting bootlegs. Ii wish I remembered more Dylan lyrics, but I managed to bust out some Basement Tapes shit while the band ably sang along. He was pleased and sang along, too. He placed the twenties into our guitar case and asked for more music. I asked him if he liked Neil Young and he said he didn’t. Fuck. I know every Neil Young song. As my mind raced through the lyrics to “Lily, Rosemary and the Jack of Hearts” and XX began whispering “Wheel on Fire” to himself, and I pictured four more crisp twenties, the guy wandered off, saying he’d be right back, and then never returned. In the words of XX, “all it takes is one lunatic.” In the words of XX, we made “like, $5 a minute.” And we got to practice our harmonies. Pizza is on corporate America today, guys and dolls! 

Columbia MO, the first person to approach us has a “you sure are in Columbia” shirt on. The luau is a parking lot. The cinema is up the block, the summer beer is yellow and a dollar; and we sit on the curb and watch the opening band. 

Kansas City, Misery: Irrationality abounds. Whenever someone is missing for more than five minutes, abduction is the predominant theory. XX and I decide that Kansas City is a vampire town long before we see a bunch of vampire graffiti. We film it. I’m ill at ease and fidgety. The kids here are nice. Let XX tell the rest of the tale…

Kansas City was full of lush sculpted green lawns, Prada stores, sinister “Dainty” Chinese restaurants, and Firestones peopled with creepos that would not honor our coupons.  Still, spirits were high when we arrived early at YJ’s Snack Bar after a morning of hot tubbing and complimentary breakfasting, complete with biscuits and gravy and seven ice grills. We had all dressed for busking — each with personal interpretation of trustworthy Christian runaway with good intentions and bad luck. 

The Snack Bar reminded me of 1980s feminist New Mexican novels I have read—irreverent antique decorations, long-hairs with sticky children, spelt cookies, all crammed into a nine foot by nine foot square.  We were introduced to Dana:  that’s when my heart really sank.  Dana had Clydesdale arms, shaven bare except for the wrists and hands.  He wore loose linen overalls and tattered slippers; two tufts of hair rose erratically from a bare scalp.  “Welcome,” he said, greeting each of us with an elaborate three-part handshake.  “Freaks are welcome here.”   

The show began in an alley next to the café and a cutesy underwear store.  Dana kicked off the evening with a blessing, stringing sage joints from a rope. He crouched beneath the smoke, bowing a cymbal.  Then he jumped up, moving frantically like a poked rabbit, and ran around the perimeter of the building, arriving at a cooler on a loading dock.  Twelve pies were produced, including wheatgerm-pea, and all the crusty punks, disaffected art students, and hippie ravers of Kansas City swarmed.  

It was dark in the alley as we set up, after a hee-haw crunch guitar band, and I jammed and bent the delicate filaments of my mixer adaptor, setting a disastrous precedent for the rest of the show, lit only by the occasional headlight flash of a yellow Mercedes convertible that had pulled into the alley behind us, perpetuating the Kansas City trend of no space. Let’s just say that none of us left loving Kansas City.

Dana pulled a handful of crumpled ones and assorted change from his overall pocket when XX and I said goodbye.  He praised our set, telling us he had “droned out”.  Back in the van, we counted $28.17; I remembered our fortunate run-in with the lecherous Bob Dylan fan.  I thought of him, garbed in pastel golf togs, smelling faintly of Jagermeister, and sighed.  The stars were right.  This was a time when we simply had to lay low and get through it.  

(On a side note, the state of Missouri had been important for our pervert tally, including our busking patron in Kansas City, and the drama coach in Columbia, who performed with his three female students during a comedic improv set in the parking lot, arranging each skit so he could place a hand on a ribcage or squat and gyrate.)

I think I was the only one who didn’t totally hate Dana’s music – it was sorta Tom Waits with a Devendra attitude, but ably played, and the inherent eccentricity seemed to come somewhat naturally.  

I’m suddenly wearing a dark color suit.

In Columbia, we bonded over our love of burritos, cake, playing outdoors and our new found love for a game called “reaction”. In this game, four players sit around flashing musical orb each holding a silver buzzer resembling a detonator. When the orb goes silent, each player then “detonates” his or her opponents. The last to do this receives an electric shock. Just like that Simpsons episode when the family attends group therapy, we unloaded several rounds onto one and other. Miraculously, we all left in fine moods.

Headin’ to Robin’s was somewhat traitorous. As The Monthly Aspectarian had foretold, conditions were poor and tensions were high. But by early afternoon the sun had returned, as had our spirits. We found a hotel with a pool. We were alone together, outside of the van, for the first time all tour and were merry. After we had indulged all of our senses, we watched “The Fugitive”.

The following day brought us to Kans-ass-shitty, Misery. Least favorite show so far. 

Now we are diving to Denver. Everyone’s psyched for the gig tonight. We’re right on schedule, the van is cool, it’s beautiful out, and I started the day with a swim so I feel great. The Aspectarian gave a gloomy outlook involving unfocused violence, spaciness and dangerous liquids. I hear XX and XX in the front seat kicking around the idea of changing our plans for driving through the night, in light of this dim astrological forecast. I can only laugh. What the hell dudes?

The two Missouri. When you have two or more of the same state, how do you pluralize it? Are states like deer and sheep? There is an extremely finite list of things that can happen at each stop along the way. Which way? I’ll tell you. The great divide. The crooked smile. The dog with his legs in the air. The threadbare pocket/high ideals. Finite sounds like a dis, a negative, but no, that that thought would be simple rhetorical prejudice. In fact, finite can still be huge. Everywhere we go there is a tangle, but the contours of the knot are finite, and therefore, should be the object for comedy and tragedy. It would even be an honor to what tends to happen to add it all to the haze that tour stories are made of. Before we left, we aligned ourselves with the Oort Cloud, and who knows how that cosmos-unto-itself fucks with the earth and the earthlings.  

On that all powerful stone list is: where are we?; who set the show up?; is that person a lunatic?; and what will become of us? Will we, if not die in fire or caustic acid, be covered in some slime or perhaps we will have to play in a pile of knives and mean animals? What will happen? Will the show be bad somehow? Why does the soundguy have shaved forearms but hairy hands? 

In Columbia we have many questions, but the first thing that Kate tells Jimmy after we say we are hungry and ask what to do is “you wanna take them to Cubby’s” and hands him her credit card. The Report said we got meals and now here we go, fat fresh tacos. Check one off the list. Food: not thrown, in our faces or forgotten about altogether. Someone gave us food! This is how the rest of the day went. Dollar beers! Cake! We take over the parking lot as the sun sets and get hypnotic. We feel happy. We start off with percussion and move on to the hanging swooping fog of leatherwinged ants. The drums and trumpet duo caps off the night and ends with the sound board falling over and the mics cutting out. We are then taken to a nice porch just in time for the rain to not soak us. The sheepish mooch question “um do you have an extra cymbal?” does not have an eye batted at it. Kate lets us choose from a whole stack. “I used to have house shows. They just accumulate” We take the unbroken one. I dream for an intense second on how the potential crack we give it will spread out, where it will stop, and if it frowns or smiles. 

We sleep upstairs, with the Everly Brothers and The Big Lebowski.

I fear seeing Robin again because my mood is the thing from which all other actions take their color, and I don’t think it can survive even entering the same city as that girl. I hope we don’t have to draw the last straw. What is creeping fear if not a carrot in the front or a spear in the back.

We hit our first day off. Its like giving ammo to someone locked in a room with a gun and an unopened letter. We take time picking our own hotel, as if we were building it. We’ve been talking about swimming for many days, and in my mind the water will surely taste faintly of delicious mint-cherry-chocolate; or whatever the beds in heaven are made of. For the hotel promises a variety of laying. We acquire whiskey and beer at a gas station after driving around ridiculously hungry, like we all forgot how to even begin relaxing after six shows straight. We relearn fast, after the burgers. Fast food strawberry is not the promised fruit but instead like licking the back of an alien frog for the pus. Which of course is delicious because the frog is from the stars. On the search for food for later, I am informed gruffly that the pizza place does not deliver, and I feel small and embarrassed at how I stutter or look. The place is full of truckers and the wall of hair behind the counter is unfriendly. Still, I will eat this pizza soon. 

We get back, take shots, and throw things. 

The pool is all we had hoped for. There is two, a hot one and a cool not cold one. We perform drunken synchronized swimming vaults and spins. Handstands. We drive everyone not in the band out of the pool with our dramatic sea-improv. It took a couple of takes to get right. I run back and forth between hot and cold. We go back to the room for bourbon and cannabis and then it’s back to the pool. We instinctively leave each couple alone in the pool palace so the kissing dam can burst. Later in the room I feel like I’m melting into the air above my bed. We watch Harrison Ford run for his life. XX spends the night in the bathroom downloading the Gorgoroth album for the car. Hotels cover the earth, and there is much important work to be done in them. I will call the bare living ‘work’ to justify it to all haters who think we are on vacation.

The next day in Kansas City is also destined to end in a hotel. But a different species of hotel altogether. The hotel of desperate efficiency. At the end of a road. Where we only collapse. 

We have enough time in Kansas City to have the weirdest time yet. I’ll only be able to call it bad until after the show. I’ll say this. Kansas City MO is the only place I’ve been where you can make 80 bucks for five minutes of busking and still feel skeeved out and vaguely unsuccessful. The show is in an alley way behind a clothing store/ coffeeshop. I think back to the parking lot and get excited. I like weird places outdoors, and I’ve played in garbage before. Keeps you dangerous. But we are too packed in to get comfy, the previous band spills beer where we wound up sitting. The set was played, amps feeding back and falling over; vindictive chaos everywhere, while a yellow Mercedes parked right behind us does a light show with its headlights. Play like yer running for yer life. A tape with the sound of me escaping from a wooden box is crushed and will not inform our sets to come. While wandering around in the absence of any one person we feel the high pitched whine of vampires everywhere. The pies are good but are supposed to be our dinner. Thankfully we meet some people with light behind their eyes. Coming back in a month won’t be like applying leaches, it’ll be like shaving in a hunted house. KC is the town of fountains and rattling ghosts. 

We head to Denver. The forecast calls for violence and liquid. 3 days in Missouri.

White-knuckled arrival in Colorado is greeted with storms. We are running really late. Not too late, though, for me to score an “It’s all Good” bumper sticker at a gas station. I hope it will be. 

They tell XX he is hot. Hot in Colorado. The skies look poison and ready to drop. Lightning arcs horizontal. 

Second mediocre show of the tour. Levels continue to be a major problem. 

We play almost immediately after arriving and setting up. It hits our mood a little. The factors that control our mood are half unknown and half secret. we are trying to blow our own minds. Mood is a ghost.  A package addressed to ‘wwvv’ is in the backroom next to the food. It contains a small object covered in knobs and switches. 

New York caught up with us in Denver. The other bands seem very professional with their own sound person and a rental van. We gab a bit about home things and tour tips. That guy with the wound, the underwearman, the 4 train.  XX and I vomit a few stories from the last few days onto someone in the green room who seems to be in the throws of artistic malaise. I don’t think we helped much. 

XX and I decide to go exploring on the massive dark streets. I hardly need to abstract things, for each object is unreal. Pretty desolate. We find the post modern design studio. There it is. It has a red slanted wall. Down the street is a massive church and a vacant lot full of construction equipment; a backhoe, dozers, etc. we climb on a big one. I say “sure is a big arm” referring to the hydraulic joints of the backhoe. “we could both fit in the palm” says XX. “yes it is a big machine” says a voice from the dark. I calmly glance between us and there is a man, African looking, dressed in dirty work clothes equally calm, kind of looking at the ground. It all seems very normal. XX is white as a sheet. We are already walking away. I never felt in any danger, so the aspect of horror was how close he got with out us noticing. Sometimes I am overcome with the vast amount of a certain single quality, like how close or how much how fast or how many per second, shaken by pure statistics. XX trembles and cant stop thinking about it, talks about it all night. In the house we stay in that night, across the street there is a broad high-rise where ebbs a single blue light that flickers on and off. The sequence is distinctly human. I call home.     

More attractive hosts. Pot cookies are excellent. I forget to get the recipe. I’m comfortable but not getting enough sleep. Whole Foods in the morning – already tired of peanut butter. We hear the new Sleater-Kinney album. Sounds cool.  

Crack of dawn. 12 hour drive to the desert.  We head toward Flagstaff AZ, toward magical technique and discipline. We decide to split into phases and escape fallout.   

In Colorado things seem beefy, large, the landscape I mean.  The neighborhood we play in seems like any other semi-seedy neighborhood, with multiple liquor stores and a designer window store, that inevitable lick of cool.  We are fed heavy duty lasagna and made to play open space with daylight leaking in.  I try to get excited in the minutes before we play, but it just seems ho-hum.  Fortunately we are taken in by two stylish record collectors with a track bike and a jeep with the steering wheel on the right.  I ride with our Denver host, and in my cloudiness, I imagine that this strange car, with its white leather interior, could only be owned by diplomats or big game hunters.  The car came from a mailman, our host explained, but as she was wearing black satin pajamas and low heels, I continued with my original thread.  Then we arrive; I find out I am extremely irresponsible.  Bummer. 

I tried to get a hold of Robby’s race team to see if I could take a few shotgun laps in his Touareg, but was told he was otherwise occupied for the week – slumming in some burg called Daytona. As luck would have it, on a recent trip I got a chance to catch some seat time in one of those manly-looking forward-control pickups you see running at Dakar every year, so it was ok. And a manly ride it is- literally, a 17,200 pound English MAN LE 4x4 that competes at Dakar in Group 3-1. Air locked, leaf sprung, and airbag assisted solid axles spin 4.58 gears. I dream about the dashboard in the sun, about items that will melt pretty.     
The bright fluorescent light in the gas station restroom blinks erratically against the freshly painted white walls, and for a brief moment, I feel as if I will have a seizure. New Mexico is beautiful and everything looks like a movie set. XX and I eat our first authentic tamales and are very pleased. A fly invades the car and makes his presence known with a vengeance. XX has a brief daydream of XX in an arena slaying a giant dragon, gladiatrix style. Sounds hot. 

We’re gonna be late again! Psyched for the gig tonight, and for the debut of our new piece, “Phases of Magickal Technique in Meticulous Orbit.”  

Maybe we’ll just pop out of the car already playing.

The vast expanse of Arizona vibrates. The sun sets 60 miles from flagstaff.

There is one lone twinkling light in the Arizona sky, a huge one, it looks like the five-pointed star everyone knows how to draw. Below it is a long line of unhurried clouds, and, high as I am, my imagination immediately forms a face with a mustache and monocle, welcoming us into his mouth. He appears benevolent, and puts me at ease. Sunset in Arizona is extraordinary – it feels like we’re driving on Mars. 

We learn a valuable lesson about not judging books by their covers tonight. We show up to a parking lot of skateboards and Mohawks, and get worried. But the space is amazing (an old church) and the admittedly small audience is attentive and quiet. We debut our new piece and it is fantastic – easily the best show of the tour so far. We play more for ourselves than for them, but it’s just the morale boost we needed. I think we’ll release this show in some capacity. A young banjo player opened for us and played Elizabeth Cotton, Fahey and Meat Puppets songs. Cool. 

We are put up in an old hotel with four bunk beds and a rickety fan – and that’s about it. It’s obviously a discount room specially designed for traveling entertainment. I’ve never seen anything like it before. The room looks like it could be attached to an old saloon, but instead of card games and gunshots down the hall, we hear techno and partying. The international tradition of ‘woo-hoo’ or ‘woooooo’. It doesn’t seem to bother any of us as we quickly find ourselves sleeping the sleep of the dead. 

We wake up late and opt to hit the drum store down the road for a new cymbal stand, then, the plan is breakfast buffet and playing / recording some music in the desert among the cacti. It’ll be good for us. Short dive today. 

. 
The stars said that there would be some tension at around 4pm today. If it meant eastern standard time, then it happened exactly on time. 

Wow, that’s no lie.

There’s a big write up in the phoenix sun about the show tonight, it’ll be fun seeing how much that actually effects the turn out. 

The scene at the church in Flagstaff reminds me a lot of my old times, particularly ages 15 to18, and somewhat less 19 to about two weeks ago.  Looks like it’s going to be a punk show; there are the bikes, the dogs, the sitting around in the parking lot, the illicit drinking, the disaffected lounging amidst strategic socializing.  I’m wondering how we got here, but I am excited. A girl named Spanky offers to share her plastic jug of whiskey with me; during the Phases, I watch XX undulate, shaking slightly as though in a vast revelatory state.  I respond with swooping plucks and taps; later, we launch into wolf calls, one of those car ideas that I am happy to see actualized.  We are put up in an old-timey hotel; the bunkbeds are covered with tropical blankets and the messy scrawl of long-gone itinerant perverts.  

After taking in a sunset and some whiskey, we arrive at a church in Flagstaff, AZ, nicknamed the Hive, two hours late. Suspicions of this being a punk show are confirmed when we see the back parking lot full of crusties and their dogs. My visions of getting back in the van and leaving, soon disperse and we all agree that this church would be the perfect place to try out our new set.  We meet a friendly punker named spanky who shared some of her booze with us, but we were soon reprimanded by Jeff. During the set we played in pairs, loudly applauding each others sets, before all getting together and doing some wolf calls. Definitely one of my favorite sets of tour.  After the show Jeff hooked us up with a cheap hotel room, where bands crash after nights of heavy partying and writing on things, and sleep in bunk beds. In the morning our search for a cymbal stand comes to a close. Now we’re off to the desert!!!

Morning arrives. We eat at a great little restaurant, where the Hovers Rancheros is particularly tasty and I find myself gazing over at XX and XX’s plates and wishing I’d been braver. An adorable Mexican girl skips rope for us. 

Having been to all but four states of the nation, Arizona is my favorite and the most beautiful. 

We play for about 90 minutes in the desert, inches from cacti and tumbleweed. We are attacked by ants, and I am bit by one. The desert recordings are spectacular and inspired. They are documented on film and on minidisk. I find myself channeling Cooper-Moore and really mean it when I thank no one in particular for my friends playing with me. 

We roll into Phoenix early for a change. The space is rad – great big art space with a huge semi circle stage. Another attractive host. The familiar names on the gig posters put us at ease. Bathroom actually has toilet paper.

Show goes well, though I feel we shilled a little. We make money, sell merch, and make friends. 

We meet a gang of young longhaired boys who have a friend who is housesitting at an actual mansion in a gated community in Mesa, and we are welcomed to crash there. It sounds like a shady deal, certainly, but our optimism pays off. We arrive at the huge mansion and are greeted by even more kids and a trio of dogs named Mercy, Grace and Chewbacca. We are soon introduced to their king: a young guy sitting shirtless on a huge leather couch, surrounded by his minions. He is the guru, the guy to whom some impossibly wealthy nutjob inexplicably trusted his beautiful home to for two months. He is affable and laid back. He doesn’t seem the slightest bit shaken that these friends of his invited a band of filthy, road-weary New Yorkers to crash at this place. We immediately hit the backyard and dive into a huge in-ground pool – more a heated, saltwater lagoon, actually. We float and drink bourbon and smoke weed and do handstands in the moonlight. Absolutely surreal and amazing. We are the happiest people in the world. Afterward, we dry off and are told we can pick any room we like. We each have our own private bedroom. XX and I opt for the master bedroom. I can’t believe our luck and keep waiting for the other shoe to drop, but it never does. I discourage the crew from stealing pills from the medicine cabinet. 

We find out in the morning that XX woke up in the middle of the night and partied more with the kids, some of whom were still awake at sunrise when we left. Somehow, he actually managed to sell them more merch. What a huckster! 

Walking around the mansion in the morning in a heavy-lidded haze, many thoughts run through my head. How can anything of artistic worth come out of anywhere so safe, comfortable and pampered? Then I think of Freddie Mercury, Townes Van Zandt and Gram Parsons and figure there must be a way, but it’s been my experience that this kind of affluence usually only provides an obstacle to creative pursuits. In other words, this was a nice place to visit, but I’d never want to live here, expensive hand lotions notwithstanding. Gotta keep hungry or the younger, starving contender knocks your ass out. Right? 

A few constants: we are all reading healter skelter a bit, and are all on different parts. I have begun my own foray in secret. A visit to the murder house makes the murder seem more real.

In Phoenix, the opening band, heavy-lidded boys in sport clothing, holed up in the back room, slurping beers and swapping chug-a-lug stories.  I loaded up on high-level sandwiches provided by our fresh-faced host.  She seemed like a builder.  The show went well; most of the audience seemed to have been intrigued by the newspaper blurb, and we chatted with some local kids in the parking lot. We like mushrooms, they said. Are you really Christian?  

So we followed them to Gilbert, into a genuine gated community.  I studied this stuff in college!  But my scholarly curiosity changed into focused caution, as the stars had predicted, when we grouped with our hosts in the four car driveway.  These teens had vital flowing hair, bleak humor, delicate facial piercings.  As they led us into the dark, expansive house, I remembered that day’s reading of Helter Skelter. I wondered if they might be sadistic planners. They just seemed kind of angsty, guitaring poolside as we splashed in the waterfall.  But I relaxed as they watched our synchronized routines and the dogs lay at their feet.  I left them to explore the upstairs, where I would find a place to bed down and speculate about the life of the unseen magnet magnate.  A quick wander indicated blended family and heavy use of cosmetics and pharmaceuticals.  I selected the bedroom of adolescent boy: Suns pennants, Shakira posters, miniature Cadillac Anal Escalade.  

I awoke at 6 and padded through the halls to wake the crew.  Down in the courtyard, the longhair with the dirgiest eyes played the guitar.  The rest of his buddies slept where they had fallen, somewhat like dogs, with limbs splayed, on the couch.  He walked us out, smoothing his fine red hair.  I couldn’t sleep, he said.  Goodbye, he whispered as he hugged. This is how you get to Firestone.    Hehh
We are caught by the mountains. There is a strange urge within me to go into the desert, and just go. The desolation promises infinity. We stop at a rest stop and walk out onto this huge sundial, trying to see if its time is right. The hot sun and the 360 mountains vaguely coax us in to breaking the drums and wood out right there, cut it open on the sundial. Then people show up and we know what we are really craving. We drive only a few minutes until we see the tall cactus that signals for us eastcoasters the official beginning of the desert. We’ve been in it for a while, but this is the first place that makes me go “that’s it”. Bumblebee AZ. We slide down the mountain on a thin winding road and pull up onto dirt cliff under two glorious multi forked cacti and unload all the gear you don’t plug in. We cook up haze and dust jams crawling over cobweb covered rocks. I dent the new drum. The water is almost boiling, but still works. I blow a trumpet at the mountains and XX hits them with brushes. Another few times and we might have enough to release. Each project contains within it many separate projects; all inform, and are, each other. We worry about snakes like city kids. I can’t wait to see where this sunblasted music ends up, to hold the object in my hand. Documentation is rich in the 21st century. So many ways to tell a story, so little to tell. Unless you keep moving. Harder to hit a moving target. When you are stationary, you have to look for it. On the move, you are sight. 

We have color. Roll into Phoenix desert-drunk and find the space. The whole block seems to be art galleries set up in ex-laundromats and garages. Lisa who runs the music is indisposed but the art person receives us. We all immediately drink Jolt cola. There are paintings everywhere and the room is smallish, but the schedule has big room names on it. Don’t the kids back up on the paintings when the show sells out? There are a few familiar names on the wall. XX and I strategically leave messages hidden in grafito to our friends who will be touring through in the weeks to come. The local band hogs the tiny greenroom and we leave to get the beer. We eat vegan wraps with funny names like Veggie Jackson and such. 

The show is relaxed. We do what we do. We like Lisa who jokes with us like she’s known us for years. During the show, XX says “hey if anyone has a place to stay tonight it would really help us out. We’re looking for a place with beds, a pool and dogs.” It is somewhere near a joke and a fantasy. The kids in the front row pipe up instantly. “yes we have all of those.” They tell us that they came to the show because of our name. Fast forward to walking up to the mansion in the gated community. There is a freaking courtyard. And there appears to be some sort of tower. Inside there are many kids in full party mode lolling around the massive living room, watching dvds. They show us to the saltwater grotto with matching fauxrock waterfall. Blue light shines out from under the water. Gals show up with bourbon. I hit the shower to scrape the salt off me. After I rinse the soap off I have what I think is an anxiety attack where I constantly detect a strange subsoap oil on my skin and hair and I stand in the shower an absurdly long time trying to remove “something”. XX, XX, XX and XX have retired to their suites. I shoot the shit with our hosts about music and tour, tell them some stories. They give me brown liquid. I get on the floor and get high on dogs. “have you had some magnetic water?” They inform me that the fortune of this palace, and many others in Phoenix and Florida, are built on a particular type of magnetic therapy. There are many magnetized things in the house as a result, including the water. I gaze at the wall sized entertainment system in wonder. The one who missed the show buys a cd at the goading of his friends. 

I fall asleep in a racecar surrounded by fake dogs. We wake at six am. Escape from Magnet Mansion. 

We’re currently scattered about YY’s family’s house. XX is on the phone doing an interview with some paper in San Francisco and YY is playing her family cuts from the last recording session we did in NY. We’re well fed and anticipating midnight swimming.

For what it’s worth, the women on this tour have been about ten times tougher than the men – unwilling to compromise with outsiders, malcontents and promoters, where the boys have done much feet-shuffling. 

We arrive at XX’s parents’ house in Encino, where we are immediately fed delicious vegetarian shish-k-bobs and corn on the cob. I sit by the pool and have a very meaningful conversation with XX. It is noteworthy in that it is the first time in days – days filled with shallow, noncommittal and frivolous chat with strangers – that I feel refreshed and invigorated by a two-way dialogue. Mostly we talk shop and aesthetics but I leave the conversation with a new perspective, a better one.

I do a quick phone interview with some newspaper and we’re off to the gig. The show itself is fair – we could have played better. But the crowd is big and friendly and quiet and they buy tons of shit. We meet some very nice people and exchange emails and contacts for the next time we’re here, which is in two weeks. One really bad thing occurs, and with it, a third pervert makes our list. Some loser scumfuck grabs XX’s ass and then high-tails it for the door. XX and I chase him down but he disappears. Totally sets a bad precedent and places a dark cloud over the evening. Real shitty. 

The third pervert finds me as I am stand next the merch table, though I am not bending over or looking unusually provocative.  He does not merely grab my ass, but gives a full rub that would be very expensive in other types of venues (and actually, out of bounds of acceptable discourse).  I am freaked out.  This reminds me of New York.    

When I look up he is taking purposeful strides out the back door, as though he regularly takes a pass through this club to feel up young ladies’ rumps.  I tell XX what happens and she gets pissed.  I want to scream at him, but he’s gone.  She and XX run out the door, looking for the white shirt I described.  We go into the alley.  Was that him, XX asks as a scrawny boy loading equipment in passes. No. Oops, I just yelled at him, and he told me he saw it happen, XX tells me.  I apologize, but the boy looks at me awkwardly all night. I am glad XX and XX were on my side though.     

Sleep is vulnerable. It wouldn’t be so effective if it wasn’t all defenses down. Throw a dog at a man sleeping and his dreams will become hairier, feistier, with more barking.

We try to hit the In n Out Burger on the way home but it’s closed. Half of us are actually relieved. 

Father’s Day tomorrow. XX will spend the day with her father while the rest of us hit Cielo Drive and check out some Family history. XX and I are, in particular, quite obsessed. I made it a point to see the site of the house last time I was here, but XX never has. We also plan to hit Venice Beach. It’s gonna be a blueberry morning.  

“Coming into Los Angel-eeeeez / Mama, where’d ya put my keys?”

Our day off somehow exhausts us and we have an amazing day. We wake up late and eat a breakfast prepared by XX and her sister, then hit Cielo Drive. XX and I steal some junk mail and snap some photos. We check out Amoeba and get overwhelmed, then eat delicious tacos at Campos on Venice Blvd. We hit the beach just in time for sunset and do some filming. A drum circle is discovered. It is one of the biggest I’ve ever seen. We get up really close. The participants are not the hippies I expected, but tough looking dudes, surrounded by what look like ravers that wandered into the desert and never returned. Old men walk around banging djembes while teenage surfer chicks gyrate like slow-motion marionettes. The whole scene is actually pretty great. We end the day with more whiskey and beer and more swimming. XX writes a song in the water. 

I have never been to LA before, but have been preparing for the trip by reading up—lots of Mike Davis—radical geography with wild animals, landslides and fire.  Combining this with XX’s obsession with the Manson family, the glamorous careers of XX’s family, and dense exotic vegetation makes me like LA way more than I expected.  I am fascinated, I want more time here, but I can’t imagine what kind of life I would make for myself here.     

I am hung over and finding it impossible to fall asleep in the back seat despite the double shot of codeine I just took. The oracle has been a touch vague these last few days, leaving us to our own destiny. I’m not into this particular type of boundless astrological anarchy. It leaves too much to chance, hypothesis, luck. We’re driving to San Diego and I can’t wait to hit the beach again and push my body up against the waves. We were asked last night why we enjoy swimming so much, and XX nails it when he says that swimming is the total opposite of sitting in a van.  

LA: city of jerks. That isn’t an insult. The show is in an alleyway, and that means hard to get to or get away from. Weird filthy strangers are very helpful when we arrive giving us parking advice and cooing. XX, XX and I try to go get a beer before the show. In this setting, alcohol isn’t even recreational. Our mood is fragile, but determined. We quickly figure out that not only is there nowhere to buy anything, the streets are covered in lunatics. We get lost far away and pass a building with folding skin. A small fat child in a suit runs headfirst into a wall for fun. An old woman in a blue dress pulls her wheelchair along with her legs, walking while sitting. A man tells me jokes and walks along side of me at exactly the same rate, telling me how ‘real’ he is. I get faster and he does too. I don’t have any money and tell him so, but he chases me all the way out of the alley. This trend continues, every time I leave someone follows me, when I return, I get pitched to until I’m in the door. I put all my ingenuity into getting into the wine we brought from the studio in Brooklyn sans corkscrew. I push the cork in and pour it down a stick into an empty water bottle. The hot chard tastes like a different beverage altogether and mixes perfectly with the no-alcohol policy the venue insists on. I fuck up my Duo with XX by not getting up at the right time. The show passes like water, and feels weird for not being the best.

XX and I walk around LA—I am fascinated and want to understand it, even a little bit.  Here’s what happens.  We try to get ice coffee in a donut store.  The lady gives us unintelligible options, then gives us dessert. There is ice cream in the coffee.  We walk around with these giant treats, and a man says “Happy Father’s Day” to us, as though XX is my dad and I bought him ice cream with my allowance as his gift. A dianetics guru tries to give me a pamphlet.  I refuse, then realize: I exclaim, “she is a scientologist!”  She scowls, XX cracks up, and I decide not to go back.  We settle in front of a big Catholic church.  A young man in a cloak gets off the bus and goes into the church.  His cloak says “Real Magick Cloak CLOAK” on the back.  

We overheat, and have an emotional hour at the gas station right on schedule. XX, XX and I enter a block-long antique store, full of weird shiny old things for way to much money. XX buys the kiss beads. She designates them to XX and I. We go back and look for the car in Sizzler parking lot. We find it two gas stations away. XX, XX, and I eat chili beans under a little tree on little grass. We almost lose XX. The car turns out to be ok, a coolant issue. 

I buy chili-lime garbanzo beans in the gas station; they are going to scald my mouth and I want to challenge myself there in the shade of the desert mountain. We are killing time.  The cashier tells me I look like Karen Carpenter.  “Do you get that a lot?” she asks.  I tell her it’s usually Stevie Nicks.  She produces a late-model picture of that very lady and tells me Stevie has straightened her hair—all loose puff—but that she can see the resemblance. I say goodbye and go outside to challenge myself.  

We hit San Diego and swim all afternoon. It feels great to be back in the Pacific ocean  – the water even tastes good. The tide gets high and soaks a small bounty of our neglected stuff on the shore, including shoes, jeans, recently acquired records, and wallets. I lose my new bandana. We pause and process and then come to the same conclusion: it’s all good. Back in the water. 

We eat tacos again, and walk the ten blocks back to Voltaire Commune barefoot to prepare for the gig. We all find new clothes in the garbage. It gets a little breezy and I am thankful for my new warmup jacket. The road provides! Sun sets on Voltaire and I feel great. XX gets some bad news via phone, but I’m somehow confident it will work itself out.     

I am way into beach communities, walking the streets barefoot in a ratty bikini, clutching my soaked jeans.  Here we have encrusted hippies and overtan folks in mesh shirts.  I eat more fish than I have in years. I hope I do not vomit.   

Gig is cool. Lotsa friendly faces, old and new. I run into an old friend I haven’t seen since the XX tour almost ten years ago – wild! We are given more pot cookies. Afterward, XX and XX opt to go to sleep, while XX, XX and I hit the beach. We write a new song – “O, Gibbus” – about the moon, which is crazy over the tide. I am so high at one point that the shore and water blend together and I feel as if I am walking on water. It’s surreal. On the walk back I get paranoid that someone is going to abduct XX and urge her to walk on my right side. We stop at 7-11 on the long walk home for donuts, natch. I eat something called a maple bar and it is delicious. I sleep in the same spot I played in hours eairlier.

We wake up late, after only a few hours sleep, and hit the road. Before we leave, we stop for even more burritos. You’re never running too late for a burrito in San Diego. 

We show up late to the gig in Santa Cruz but aren’t worried too much because advance word is that it’s a grim scene – a small coffee shop with apparently angry patrons. There’s some birthday party going on, and all these fortysomethings were dressed like huge animals. Ray was right - I’d guess about 15 people would fill the room to an unsafe capacity. Nevertheless, we make the absolute best of it and end up playing the best set of the tour so far – full on rock vibes, XX goes crazy and opens the back door and blows the trumpet from outside. Everyone solos. The breeze blows at us and the lights begin blinking all by themselves. Visually, it’s like a storm of sound - batten down the hatches! I spill a whole bottle of beer on the suede couch. XX scores some free baked goods that are about to be thrown away – the least the place can provide after not paying either band. We sell one CD. A man with a big moustache and old-timey conductor’s hat who looks more than a little like Michael Hurley sees us loading out and laughs out loud: “Ha! You look like a bunch of clowns.” We crash at a friend of a friend’s house and I fall asleep to the sound of the last Lord of the Rings movie.

I realize we have become a burrito fueled band. I like the word ‘band’ in its original sense. Banded.

I go to sleep in a gutted minivan, a similar model to our beloved Angel Baby. This one has bedded down forever on the dusty front lawn.  The doors do not lock, but exhaustion tamps down my paranoia.  Supposedly there is a neighborhood cat named Big Beef that likes to jump on the roof, and its’ beefy dents are quite unsettling.  I dream that I am taking care of a baby, only no is supporting its neck. Not to mention the fontanel!  The oracle has helped me to realize my extreme reliance on superstition.  But I don’t know what this dream means.    

We wake up and hit a record store and then hit Panther Beach in Santa Cruz. It is freezing outside. An old surfer drives past where we park and tells us that it’s “almost not worth it.” We scale down a rocky mountain and the scene is beautiful. XX and I are the only ones intrepid enough – that is, foolish enough – to go in the water. The undertow is strong and threatening, and I wipe out and my shorts fill with wet sand that will ride with me the entire drive to Merced. XX is attacked by a pit bull on the beach to the amusement of the sunbathing crew. I’m a little bummed and uncomfortable but we’ve decided to hit the hotel early, before the gig, to change and shower, which is good news. We take way too long at the music store and still forget to buy strings, but we are drawn in by the array of obscure Greek and Asian instruments. Sayard, XX and I play very expensive flutes together and XX records us. It sounds beautiful. We consider recording an entire 7” in the music store.

We play a big empty theatre in Merced and totally slay. Afterward, Bob Marley comes on the house PA and our whole band and all of Castanets enjoy an impromptu dance party together in front of the stage. It’s like one of those inexplicably ecstatic rituals where everyone spontaneously begins to move with the music in some sort of celebration. This coincided with good news from home and a nice big bed to sleep in for a change. I feel really good. 

We are staying in the Vagabond inn.

The theater calls for a grand time. The roof is high up and there is promise of a light show. Sayard dons a cowboy hat and dances through the lightshow trailing a silver streamer. We discuss ralphaberries, photocookies and tupple. I realize the show will be released in the future. It will be called “my knife is ripe”. 

I am doing the “old man at a wedding”, the “can I get a witness”.  I wish this happened every night.  

Off to San Francisco! Anarchist book stores, Amoeba, burritos, and cool ocean breezes! The search for bells continues.

Acquired: one triangle and c and e tuning forks.

A third meal at the delicious In And Out Burger makes my body feel like it is falling apart. We pass through towering clouds of smoke. All around us on the highway a fire burns in the grass.  

A new straw hat is acquired. The count runs at about four.

YEEEHAWW SAN FRAN!! Never been here before but really love it. We hit Haight-Ashbury for records and beads, then hit The Mission for more Mexican food and to meet up with XX’s friend Damien. XX has a bowel movement at a lesbian bar. The Pirate Store is lamentably closed, so we opt to hit Thrift Town. We get there via a weird alley full of breathtaking murals. The gang hits Thrift Town while I head back down the alley, immediately requiring another fix – Clarion is really amazing and I’m totally smitten. I think that, on the whole, I may have been more impressed with it than the rest of the crew, possibly due to my graffiti background, but in any case, I am thankful for the time wandering the alley and copying down some of the beautiful poetry. It really makes my day. I make a note to work the words of the alley into a new song before heading back to meet the gang. 

Meanwhile, back at Thrift Town, XX discovers a junior drum kit for $40 and implores me to side with him on getting it. “Band fund?” I suggest. The band agrees, although XX seems a tad reluctant but kudos to him for taking one for the team. It is got. We hand out a drum to each member of the band and walk back to the car drumming the whole way. People stare. We stare back. Only a few hours in SF and we’re already hippy as fuck.

We notice the time and are late again, as usual. We fear that Castanets will think we are either the biggest assholes or the biggest flakes they have ever toured with. Really, though, we oughta be forgiven, for we are only totally overwhelmed by what surrounds us. Only two of us have been here before. We’ll all be back soon. 

The show is just okay, though we are heartily complimented afterward and we sell tons of merch. Lots of friends show up from all corners – relatives, old chums, buddies in bands, etc. It’s really nice to see so many friendly faces. Skaters and Castanets are both fantastic tonight, and Skygreen Leopards show up two days earlier than expected, though only to watch. Superpsyched to have them rolling with us starting on Saturday in Portland. I lose a capo minutes before we go on, thus making a large chunk of the set we’ve planned impossible, and we quickly but haphazardly regroup, and it shows. Still, I am glad that the contingency plan - performing “Dingle Dongle Doo,” a godawful new group-penned song about hollow earth worship – goes unrealized. Afterward, a local street lunatic comes up to me and says “I hear you were looking for a capo.” I talk him down from $60.00 to five bucks. The road provides again! Later I realize it is actually a capo for a dobro, but XX is confident we can make it work. 

Mass congregation of obscure and far-flung people at the Utah. My uncle shows up, who I haven’t seen in a while. I see him looking at the merch and walk over there to sell him something. “hey man, are you my uncle?” My cousin Holden is there and he is very tall. I haven’t seen him in 15 years. I let that sink in a bit, and feel flustered because I’m keeping track of multiple things while I talk with them. There is an old ship attached to the celing that acts as a balcony. The upper seats are very close to the stage. It reminds me of a club in London I played once, where you look out and the audience is looking up and down at you. I run into my brothers pal who lives here now, and I show him his kick drum we’ve been hitting across america.

We are offered no less than five different places to crash, and opt for the house of XX’s charming friend Lainya, who gives up her whole bedroom for us. She’s great. We stop off at a great place called All Star Donuts and I eat a maple cream-filled donut. It’s delicious. I want to move out west more than ever. 

We wake up and Lainya brings us bagels, eggs and fruit, and then we hit the park. The weather is beautiful and we sit on a hill overlooking the Victorian houses San Francisco is famous for, also known as the houses in the introduction of each episode of the television show Full House. Smoothies, coffee, post office. We receive our fourth ticket in fourteen days and three cities. This one is for parking overnight during street cleaning. We will pay none of these tickets so it’s of little concern, but a bummer nonetheless. I score 4 minutes of sheening cello from our host. “is that…is that a new cello?” More burritos are eaten before we bid a sad farewell to our host, even though we’ll see her next week when we’re back in San Francisco. We hit the road, determined to be on time for our gig in Redding. I hear weird shit.    

I am happy to be in San Francisco, last here three summers ago under drastically different circumstances—my own crustiness, employment with woman spaces, my father making pancakes for young creatives and marveling over Miller Genuine Draft as my brother frame-level edited Total Shut Down. This time around we meet up with my old friend Joyce Leslie at the Tacqueria Cancun; he delights us by ordering sosas—beef brain burritos.  “I’m vegetarian, but I had to make an exception for beef brains,” he explains.  Ah, old times.  

Then the pirate store, which is closed.  Next door is Paxton’s Gate, an amazing and gut-lurching store I remember from my last visits.  Here you can buy taxidermied nutria dressed in Elizabethan costume; I try to convince the band that we should use the band fund to invest in one of these goodies, rather than lug so much cash around.  Alas, no one wants to go in—XX is still reeling from the sosas—and I peer fondly through the windows.  Next time.  

At Lainya’s place I crawl in between XX and XX, recreating car formation, bumping elbows and hips as we stake our places. They snore on either side of me, and I thrash, awake. 

This peculiar type of spatial Stockholm Syndrome is not limited to individuals. 

In the morning, Mr. Pickles, the affable cat, comes in.  

We’re deep in the midst of phase 2 of our tour. Phase 1 seemed to be all about learning how to get what we need from show promoters and relearning how to play together. Phase 2 is about eating as many burritos as possible. No joke, I feel totally disgusting. 

The gig goes off without a hitch. Not many people there, but we still sell a few things. We almost get hoodooed out of our promised sandwiches but, as usual, the gals stand firm. XX, XX and Sayard lay it on the line, and next thing we know, there are twelve sandwiches in front of us. Then a chain reaction starts: I reject the sandwiches, which have mustard on them, then take two codeine pills, then eat some gnarly teriyaki across the street, take a shot of whiskey, and then spend the rest of the evening throwing up. I cannot vomit a solid thirty seconds without some asshole banging on the bathroom door. As I spew, I think not only of the food I’ve eaten and the sleep I’ve missed, but the shows I’ve played, the tours I’ve been on, the people I’ve known. I get really, really sick thinking about all of this and the room spins. Both bands are promised a place to crash – another huge, expensive house. Even though this is the first full evening that the two bands will be able to hang out, upon arriving there, I immediately ask to be directed to the darkest, quietest room. It’s the garage. I fall asleep almost immediately. 

Redding means playing in a “coffee shop”: a free-standing, vinyl-sided drivethrough in a strip mall.  Our show is announced on a board ordinarily used to list latte varieties.  But we are optimistic.  In the ladies room, there is a hand-drawn sign for a 13 year old runaway –“skater” “musician”.  Maybe this is another Grand Rapids, teeming with weirdos looking for something to do.  

Not quite. A young couple necks on the couch in front of the stage all night; bad music is blared; bland sandwiches are produced after intense prompting.  We are led to a ranch house, where I fail to sleep, adjacent to the hooting and party-talk of weed, getting high, and baked goods.  Good grief!  

I am told that I missed a raucous, all night card game, in which our own XX won all of the Castanets’ money in a very controversial final hand. XX discovers that the punk rock kid we are staying with is the son of a weed farmer, a fact made plain by the bags and bags of clippings, seeds and stems in every drawer. In the morning, we help ourselves to the pot rice krispie treats in the refrigerator for the long drive to Portland. What’s with these West Coasties and their cannabis-enhanced baked goods? Doesn’t anybody roll joints anymore?  

We actually get an early start for a change, mostly because we are all hell bent on spending some quality time in Portland. I can’t wait to acquire an issue of Exotic. I miss swimming. I don’t miss home. Long drive ahead. We eat breakfast fast at a gnarly local bakery. I suddenly wish I hadn’t eaten at all.   

We get a beautiful view of Mt. Shasta from the highway.

The car groans, I am optimistic. 

I plan to buy Amy Wallace’s expose on Carlos Castaneda at the next book store we are in, as my interest has been piqued by a rather smarmy magazine article calling Castaneda a fraud. 

Tally Time:  items lost, destroyed, or otherwise made useless so far: four tires, dirty bells, XX’s freshen up bag, the top lid of XX’s toolbox, one of XX’s work tapes, an informative pamphlet on George Jackson, the head lining of the White Worm, our bible quote plaque, a pillow (which was stolen anyway), wet clothes. 

We somehow arrive late to the gig in Portland despite our best efforts, fighting over control of the phosphorescent heaven goggles. I’m hoping for a Smegma or Jim Goad sighting, which I’d assume, at a show like this, is like expecting the abominable snowman to come up and introduce himself to you as you lazily and self-importantly hide behind the merch table. I’d like to meet sexy and enigmatic columnist Viva Las Vegas as well. 

The place is gigantic and more than a touch intimidating. The bathroom features the usual indie club graffiti – meat pride vs tofu thrash mafia, lousy stickers made by lousier bands, and urges to not conform to psychic death. Good advice, that. 

We are given a thorough sound check by a friendly dude who’s swigging a Rockstar Energy Drink, and the shit is working. He’s excited, full of energy, and rubs off on us. We also meet Drew, who we’d heard good things about. He is wearing a Shadow Ring T shirt and thus immediately becomes my friend. 

I couldn’t have possibly prepared for all the over-stimulation, but this was a very welcome change from the previous few nights. Aside from convening with our tourmates and buddies in Skygreen Leopards, old friends like Theo, Glamorous Pat, Jason and Summer, and a crew of XX’s pals from when she lived here, show up unexpectedly, while newer friends Castanets, Slim, Maddie and John, Coughs, newly aboard Castanets drummer Nicholas, and an attractive girl named Eva (who was kind enough to share some California medicinal weed with us – PS believe the hype) all vied for our attention. I feel warmth and welcome the suddenly quite foreign feeling of being wanted. The set goes well, we sell merch, and enjoy all of the band’s sets, especially Coughs, who I made it a point to buy a T shirt from. Donovan of Skygreen Leopards, who is a good enough looking guy in person, looks uniquely handsome on stage. Mia and Dan of Castantes selflessly handle our merch all night and lend us bells. They are beautiful people. 

We are offered no less than five places to stay, all tempting: one promises shrooms and late night face time with Skygreen leopards and Coughs, one promises dance parties and good times with Castanets, one offers us a much closer proximity to our next destination (Seattle) and breakfast on Slim, and one offers a chance to finally catch up on some of my good friend Theo’s amazing films and music. We opt for the fifth – a quiet night of catching up with our old friends Whip and Summer. We are only in their beautifully decorated home for a minute when I realize that we made the perfect choice. We share a few beers and chat as old friends do, and regret not staying in better touch. We plan a breakfast, then hit the hay. I’m excited to see Portland tomorrow, and then on to Seattle…I hope there are some shrooms left. 

In Portland I lean forward and try to navigate. It doesn’t look quite the same—we are playing below the bridge, streets I avoided because of train tracks on the road.  But it’s more—transient city, transient chosen busted times that aren’t visible anymore.  I feel like a faker, unsure I know my way around.  I don’t think I would understand this place in the same way if I lived here now.    

We play on a large stage, after roller rink French fries and exciting set by the Coughs. Actually, they played after us.  

I am told a British man is looking for me by the gregarious bouncer, and soon see British John, the only Portland friend still here.  We recount Dr. Anthony Biz, a quack holistic chiropractor we visited together back in New York.  I tell him about Guy Spiro’s Astro Weather.  There is always something. 

Whip gives us some serine attention, as well as some advice in group dynamics. I take his advice when we hit Portland SW. The streets are full of calm back and forth. Two preteen girls sit on a porch discussing “the game”. I find a strange shopping strip. Many things are closed. I wander and think about what is like to not be five people. I few minutes pass and the cloud of extreme luck and physical expression thrust me back into the story, as I run smack into Castanets. They are buying unholy records. I pass up buying a long blue horn and expensive cleanly bells. We contemplate celebrating the coincidence with a bloodymary, but I am called back to the van. XX buys a new dress, and I think it looks pretty greek. I buy a bag of spinach, which I call ‘spanch’. 

We spend the morning with our hosts and then head off to see Portland. Rent is cheap here and I can sorta see why. We can’t find anywhere to eat and the skies are overcast. The book stores are great, and there are several decent record stores, but we are out of money. We meet local personality / madman Extremo The Clown and I pick up an issue of Exotic in the seedy part of downtown. Our spirits and clothes are somewhat damp, as predicted by the oracle, a combination of lack of sleep, bad weather, and general morning crankiness. XX taught me all about The Grotto yesterday and the amazing religious iconography here, and XX wants to hit the thrift stores, but we have no time for detours. I’m bummed. We have some car trouble on the way. Yes, we will be late again. 

XX wants to run into Mary’s—a strip club that shares a bathroom with the taco shop next door.  You have to be over 18 to go to the bathroom, and when you do, bring a dollar.  I’m sad that we don’t see the good parts of Portland. We skirt around downtown, I recount free sampling, eating garbage in the park, the nice library, my favorite bridges.  But this doesn’t convince everyone else.  Next time.  

Seattle is cool for the little we saw of it, and we play a good show, as do Castanets and Skygreen Leopards. A few things are destroyed onstage. We sell a lot of merch, and are invited to crash at the home of our friends Slim and Portia in nearby Olympia. At their abode, we meet three wonderful dogs named Mollie, Farmer and Cricket. Regrettably, everyone is exhausted so we opt to all sleep and hang out in the morning. We’re comfortable, relaxed, happy.

Dogs are dignified. We have begun collecting each dog and trading them over drinks at any instant of relaxation. I am not only glad for each pup we have been touched by, but I salute them.    

On tour, when you sleep, you only dream about more touring. The endless parade of drink tickets, opening acts, guest lists, soundchecks, the same questions, the same demands. I’ve concluded that if the REMs, Bruce Springsteens and U2s suffer a similar affliction on a much larger scale, their lives must surely be the most relentless and unenviable of nightmares. 

Communication, transportation and self discipline. Is on tour.

The weather is English today. We look at the office and get some free cds. I catch flashes of Olympia from childhood. I eat chicken fried steak for breakfast and everything I do becomes chicken fried. Chicken fried heart. Chicken fried tooth. Chicken fried sprint down the street. I contemplate generations, as in attendance in seattle are my cousins and a good family friend and her daughter. The Friend has known my mother since childhood, and has seen me in the womb and changed my diapers. Her daughter, who is now talking to me about bands and labels and going to collage, I remember as an infant. I now know what that dumb look is that adults would get when faced with how fast I grew. A breakneck appreciation of sheer scale.  

We stop at a gas station. XX buys ciggaretts and gets carded. The attendant, sucking on a wad, comes clean. “hey! I was born three days before you. I’m three days older than you.” “yup.. aquarius right?...ha ha.” He seems into the revelation. “so…” he pauses, mouthful of spit, “y’ever feel a little off?” 

“off?”

“yeah, me and the other aquarius I know….we’re a little off. y’ever feel that way?”

Its hard to know what to say.

“well, it probably has to do with the moon… and the tides.”

That got him “…Is that what it is?”

XX leaves without another word. 

A wash of attendants, promoters, waitresses, a slew of connective tissue. The interactions are supposed to be minimal and noncommittal. One only has a second to speak, sometimes. Still, this kind of thing can happen. Strike anywhere.

I am woken by a dog standing over me, sniffing my face.  I wish it would hang out, but it only serves as an alarm clock, staring through me with watery blue eyes.  Coffee is working for me this morning like it’s the first time. I feel spacy, remotely motivated.  Jitters.  My breakfast is opulent.  We sing Hole songs as we drive around Olympia.  I remember being here in 1993, when the coffee/grunge days were in full swing.  Espresso everywhere, and angry loggers.  Let’s take care.      

We check out Olympia, and Slim and Portia buy us a delicious breakfast and then give us a tour of the Kill Rock Stars offices, handing us tons of free shit and introducing us to everyone. We hit the road shortly afterward and actually manage to be on time for the gig. Eleven minutes early, even! 

It turns out that Portia went to my rival high school, and she, I and we discuss New York things, staten island and her anthropological research on love and college students. We talk about the Wu Tang art model. She reminds us “in our society the only acceptable reason for getting married is ‘love’. Say anything else, and sooner or later, rejection will come for you.” I know she is right about how Americans think, and my mind fans out amongst the possibilities. I look from face to face at the table and stretch to think about what ideals we all hold that seem permanent but are mere whiffs of self satisfied justification. “You can’t say, ‘I hate my kids’ and get away with it, either.” I try to see past myself, but I’m too close. There is something I do everyday but will always forget about. I let it go.


I literally fall from the van the second we pull up in Eugene, my body ravaged by bad food and exhaustion. My eyes are barely open when a hippie comes by, noticing the Tennessee license plates, and starts telling me that he, too, was from down South. I don’t bother correcting him (I’m not actually from down south) because he’s already explaining to me that he lives in one of  a series of weird cottages here in Eugene, and that all of the inhabitants of this particular community happen to be from the south as well. “And to what do you credit such a mass exile to Eugene?” I half-sarcastically inquire. Without missing a beat, comes the response: “For the weed, man.” Of  course.

We play a long, slow-burning set and the crowd disappears one by one. We crash at the home of XX’s brother’s and his wife. They surprised XX with a belated birthday cake – carrot cake, to be exact. Delicious! 

All my equipment is breaking without my consent. I like the sounds of breaking, but the curve is to fast when I don’t understand the method of malfunction. I buy a new mixer on a whim for if I get in real trouble down the line. It is a different mixer, and playing with it means learning how to walk in front of people again. I am excited, but the amount of variables sucks at my confidence.

We are given complimentary cosmic pizza.  My brother and his friends the JIRCS mix images of magma, Olivia Newton John, and wild owls. After the show, a mysterious author reminds us all of our mission statement, with a parable of his jazz singer/masseuse sister. “What do you call that kind of singing?” he asks, referring to the wolf calls.  “Free”

I call New York for a bit, and the short conversation throws the whole trip into relief. I fall into a low dark cloud. I suddenly feel totally alone, which is a feeling at its worst when one is with people all the time. I crack and let it out to XX, but I’m too emotional to be analytical. “its a weird trip, for all of us.” She says.  I patch the wound up with a weird stringed instrument. 

We eat breakfast, and I buy some local homemade orange bread. We call my dad and all of us sing him “Happy Birthday.” We sit in expensive recliners at a fancy furniture store and then hit a great music store, where XX buys an Indian banjo and new bells, and we bump into Castanets, by chance, and plan our night off together. Despite all of these idyllic scenes, tensions are very, very high. The passive-aggressive circle burns a fiery sphere of many hurried revolutions. I am dreading the seven hour drive that is upon us. Over-sensitivity in close circles and at the tightest level of analysis means no stone left unturned, all extremes reached, and the stupid and the sublime intermingle. The equation always equals zero, a balance.

We arrive at the hotel a little ahead of schedule, leaving two hours to drive in the morning in exchange fro swimming and laundry. We call Castanets and arrange for them to meet us at the hotel for some poolside hanging out and drinking. XX, XX and I sample the shrooms so we have an idea what to expect for tomorrow, when we try out the first WWVV / Castanets Big Band set. 

I’d always heard that Howard Johnsons was supposed to be a nice hotel chain, definitely more high end than we are used to, but I definitely didn’t find that to be the case. When we got into the room, there was no electricity, and the phone didn’t work. There were also fruit flies everywhere – in the room, at the vending machines, at the front desk. I inserted some change into a vending machine, selecting ‘punch,’ expecting Hawaiian Punch, and got Shasta Tiki Punch Carbonated Soda. 

XX, XX, XX, and I hang out by the chilly pool, laying under a palm tree, pretending that we are commentators for the Olympics.  I circle back to the room all night to pour beers into plastic cups. XX is holed up there and I pretend that he is the manager of the Olympic refreshment center.  “Hey,” I grunt as I move to the sink, which XX has filled with ice cubes. “Hey,” XX grunts back.    

Face time with the Castanets was nice, even if I was feeling a little withdrawn. We walked up to the Taco Bell drive thru but because of some ordinance they wouldn’t serve us. Pizza is the answer. The morning is a blur – a tense, frantic determination to leave, just once, on time. Inexplicably, we still get a late start. The van is making funny noises – transmission noises. We top off the oil and hit the road. We are supposed to be at the radio station in two hours and we have 174 miles to drive.

Sacramento: we play the local radio station in the afternoon. Lots of nice people. Our set started out, on the air, with confusion and or hilarity depending on where you were standing. Afterward, we eat ourselves sick at the Hometown Buffet and barely manage to smuggle out some cookies. 

After the radio set, the college natives all want to ask about the ‘Babylon’ line. XX is in the bathroom when we go live. There is some dead air, preserved for all time. Listening to it later, we sound like simple folk. Not a bad thing. Right after the set, while chilling amongst the band flyers on the couches, an older black gentleman bursts in asking after the band that played. “Are you the band? Who wrote that song?” we point to XX. “That Babylon song…is that a Christian song?” “It’s from the bible, but its not a Christian song.” “do you play a Christian music?” “sometimes” He says he has a radio show and wants a cd. “sorry man, we don’t have any.” A guy like that just wants to put you in a box; a box in a long Russian doll series of smaller and smaller containers, until you’re dead and totally figured out. He seems a bit creepy. Luckily he seems busy and leaves. A few minutes later, he pokes his head back in the room, like he forgot to tell us one thing “hey you guys, I just wanted to tell you you’ve got great chemistry together.”  Quite an understatement.

In Big Country Buffet XX and I talk about aliens and UFOs. I think this is an interesting thing to think about when you get beyond all the hokiness.  The food is gnarly and mocking, but I like looking around and thinking about this place. Buffets always seem very sinister to me; there is a vein of sadness running through them, but also palpable scheming, exciting plans of trouble, wild eyes. When we leave I truly think I could vomit, but I put some gummy bears in my purse.    

Tonevendor is small but cozy and there are lots of people. There are lots of frat kids around, and they all look at us somewhat critically, like they want to say something, but perhaps Connor and I are too big, so they keep their pussy mouths shut. The trick is to never lose a staring contest. Ever. 

I bond with yet another person over the band Lungfish. That makes four of us on this tour so far. Some of us visit a coffee shop with a plasma screen fish tank. We meet Chad, who put out one of our records. 

Seven of us eat mushrooms – XX, XX and myself from our band, and Mia, Sayard, Connor and Nick from Castanets. The initial short sets are creative and use the outdoor space, then we cluster inside for the WWVV / Castanets Big Band, which ruled.

 Typical group-hallucination scenario – all night, no one is ‘feeling’ it, so they eat more and more, until there are giggling clusters of people spread out all over the place. I, for one, found myself involved in a meaningful and somewhat hilarious conversation about Dune. 

I peaked during our set – somewhere between curling myself in the fetal position and attempting to crawl inside the kick drum, and repeatedly and theatrically trying to ‘rope’ a discarded drumstick with a rope of bells. The second inter-band dance party breaks out spontaneously. We hang out at the record store late into the night, chatting, drinking, tripping. I am uncontrollably banging a small drum the entire night. Having conversations, all the while, polydiddles, barump-pa-pum-pum. 

We all troop two blocks to our host’s abode, where he points to a room full of couches and mattresses and tells the eleven of us “do what you want.” Dan says something to upset said host, and said host throws a cup of water in his face. I lay back, watching the scene unfold as if I’m watching it on television. I am not there. I spend a lot of time writing things down that I think are funny, and this morning I opened the crumpled paper to read things like “Water is water, and soap is soap,” and “Possible solo album title: I Saw You Do It.”  There are spiders, real and imagined, in every corner of the room.

I sleep in front of the door.  My dreams, or even just the times my mind wanders, are colored by Motley Crue.  Reading material has been eclectic this trip: George Eliot, Helter Skelter, 1980s prizewinning short stories, the Monthly Aspectarian, the Dirt.  Being the intellectual snob that I am, I mocked XX for engrossing himself so thoroughly in the Motley Crue book.  Now I bite my tongue.  It is captivating, and I start to think that this is my life, that I can relate my going on tour to the life of another musician.  I panic, thinking that I am doing a lot of heroin and mushrooms, having sex with three hookers in a closet, sending my wife away so I can buy an eightball while watching midgets dance, puking on Kelsey Grammar—thinking I am out of control. I am starting to relate to Tommy Lee, and this doesn’t even seem like the weirdest thing going on these days.    

XX and our host left hours ago to attend some strange gallery nearby, where a group of people are making music. Before XX goes to sleep, she whispers to me “I’m glad XX is going on the adventure so he can report back to us in the morning.” I’m confident he will report it to you, too, dear reader, in due time.

And here. Time appears to be controlled by attention. Passage of time and experience of time are drastically different things. During our sets, I feel time in repetitions. My attention is focused and multitasking. It seems no matter how much effort is expended, we look up noise drunk after the set and the time is a strange number, arbitrarily reached. I ask Castanets about the phenomenon, and they confirm. “yeah sometimes people are like ‘hey great set’ and they mean it, and then, ‘I drove three hours to see you, hint hint’” So what is it? Time just works differently in this particular music. When something is done it is done and you know it. Being sensitive to where the ending is a hard won prize. The example of the other side of the spectrum came during the jorney to the end of the night. The couples fall asleep askew over couches at the palmtree house and I head out with our host who sports a glorious neck beard to a gallery where a music freakout is promised. We arrive to find an acoustically beautiful basement full of kitchen utensils and attractive stoners. We start the clatter jam, and I’m glad to be able to not think at all and explore a cardboard box. Hitting the box in that room makes a sound like a deep broken hollow tree trunk. But we go for fortyfive minutes without changing anything. I suddenly become bored and i begin cutting holes in the wall with a power saw. It’s the rarest sound I can make. Even that doesn’t sway the other players. I’m asking too much, and I decide to leave, but I don’t know my way back to the sleeping house, and everyone is too tranced out on their own moaning to give me directions. I leave and get lost, stumbling through sprinklers and garbage. I find the gallery again and the music is the same. I pass out on the floor. I wake up and it is still the same. Three hours. What we achieve too easily we esteem to lightly.

Twaims says: This is already taking too long!

Of course, I can’t sit still, even after the others are fast asleep. Serves me right for eating the most. I walk out onto the porch, surrounded by palm trees and lightly tap on the drum. I go back inside and find the bathroom in the dark. I cannot find the light. I can see that there are pictures on the walls, but I can’t see what they are – they are only darker shades of black, and square-shaped. I may have pissed a little on the seat. Before I leave, I take a good look at myself in the black mirror; my almost lupine-like silhouette looks somehow unfamiliar. 

I don’t have the discipline to actively search for anything substantial or revelatory while tripping – I envy those who do. I just wait for information to unravel in the context of the Diaspora.. Each time I attempt to come to some conclusion, I find myself embarrassed at my own short-sightedness and simplicity. I’ve learned not to ask myself questions in this state. You can’t tame it. 

Eventually I go back inside, where it is hot and uncomfortable, and laugh myself to sleep.   

Morning – we spend some time with our buddy Chad, who gives us some more copies of Sunset Sleeves to sell on the road. He’s really nice. We try to sell some music to some stingy record stores and then hit San Francisco. I have a headache. This is our last day with the oracle until we get back to Chicago. How can we astro-weather junkies be trusted to face seven full days without the guidance of our new guru Guy Spiro? Methinks there’s a bad moon on the rise…

CHOICES.

I realize that I have left everything I have accumulated on tour in the hotel in Redding. This is a major bummer. Everyone gets a turn, I guess. I’m the fourth of five to lose something valuable on the road (watch out, XX!) so far. Records, books, clothes, all gone. Two very expensive Jemeel Moondoc LPs, the junk mail I stole from Cielo Drive (karma?), all of our press clippings I’ve collected so far from various newsweeklies and magazines, gifts for friends back home…poof.

We also receive our fifth ticket, this time for parking. Again, we will pay none of these, but it still creates a problem. Half of us can’t risk driving in as many as six states in the continental U.S. 

In San Francisco we make it to the pirate store.  We are falling into a Roman mode of eating one giant meal per day, then cursing ourselves, hoping to lounge.  Today we do burritos.  I am happy to be ravenous, but I still can’t make it through.  In the pirate store the cashier knows us, as though he expected us to look exactly as we do, which, well, picture it. 

In San Francisco I leave and meet my uncle on the street across where we bought the kid drums. He begins to tell me about the city immediately, and I slowly learn a few bits of regional vocabulary and neighborhood forklore. The lost town of rust. We drive around, park near a few stripclubs and walk back to check out City Lights. We enter a story that advertises dreams. Inside are massive carved animals and dragons, Buddha, African masks, gongs, faded old virgins, hanging shrines, rosewood, a long boat, spears with hooks…..

He buys me a JG Ballard compendium before I can refuse. It immediately begins to subtlety influence my trip. I remember Sedna. And the reconfiguration of all charts to reflect the new orbit. Lava spring, flash mudslides, the crook of wisteria, Concrete weapons-ranges, dead fish, abandoned airfields, radio telescopes, crashed space capsules, sand dunes, empty cities, sand reefs, half submerged buildings, the peat bog, helicopters, crocodiles, open air cinema screens, jeweled insects, advertising hoardings, white hotels, windfarm fields, beaches, fossils, broken jukeboxes, crystals, lizards, multi-story carparks, dry lakebeds, medical laboratories, drained swimming pools, mannequins, sculpture gardens, wrecked cars, swamps, doe silhouettes, motorway flyovers, stranded ships in the flame, earth and turf, bales of rusted barbed wire, the principle orchid, the fire set, paddy fields, lagoons, a single drop from the cusp of the luminous egg,  the desert, menacing vegetation, high-rise buildings, the mocking, and all manner of headstone shit assault me. Low flies the white diamond.  It’s good to have another brain in the car. I remember the mobile hive.   

In San Francisco the pegs of the rabbitmousaphone have fallen and twisted.  I have never seen them do this before: this instrument must be responding to the energy. The energy makes no sense. I frantically untangle in the dim light as the songs begin.  I love this instrument, it has not let me down until today.  

Everyone digs the show except some of us. We are heckled but only loud enough for the audience to hear. Pussy. Glass breaks. Afterward I eat some curry chicken and it cheers me up a little. We say goodbye to the Skygreen cats and the Skaters for now, though we’ll see them all soon. 

The cute levels of equipment malfunction are running from me like little mice.   

We are taken to the neighborhood of our friends the Skaters and the Sky Green Leopards.  It is two in the morning and they treat us like little princes.  I eat lentil soup, pretending not to hear Spencer telling me it has been made with one slice of bacon, I am that hungry for non-junk food. We hang out and have beers and tiny quiches. This is total fun.  

As we leave San Francisco, we are driving through the desert, this is a metaphorical one.  Actually, outside it is verdant and foggy, but I hide my face in my sweatshirt.  I wish it would build a house around me; I want to go home.    

It is nearly 4pm and all I have consumed today is, in order: a half of a slice of pound cake, a Mango Tango Odwalla, an Abba Zaba, and a Chipwich. Tonight XX will be staying with her family while the rest of us crash with a friend of XX’s. Band separation anxiety is imminent. Oracle, where are you?

The second show in Los Angeles goes well. I drape my body in deerskin and get lost in the many moments. We have room to move and use every square inch. I’m wearing my lucky Drew Barrymore T shirt, and move like a vengeful Indian and howl as if wounded. The posse takes the cue and soon we are all in a kind of trance. Good gig.

The old family friends XX invited from Pasadena show up for the gig and offer us a place to stay for the evening. We get directions and tell them we’ll meet them after the show. We bask in the company of our local buddy Daniel, and say goodbye to Mia and Dan of Castanets, who leave the tour tonight. Someone celebrates a birthday after the show and we eat free cake.

I miss the letter.

As famous friends of XX’s famous-artist father, and noting their residence in Pasadena, I anticipate that the couple we are staying with are certain to be impossibly wealthy. 

I can’t believe our luck. We find the house and it is indescribably beautiful – tastefully decorated, with huge art prints on every wall. A blue light illuminates a huge backyard overlooking a pool, where we all sit beneath wild vegetation, drinking wine and eating heartily (filet mignon for the carnivores, vegetarian pasta for the veggies). The man is a famous artist, who’s name I will not reveal out of respect. In talking with him, I find him and his approach to his work rather brilliant. I appreciate him letting me, a stranger, in on his methods and theories. His wife is an actress with an easy smile, and I find myself increasingly attracted to her as she speaks and laughs. They tell us they enjoyed the show and I believe them. After a bout of genuine and unforced conversation, we are shown to our own private bedrooms for the night. Mine is the least elaborate of the bunch and even it has its own private bathroom. I can’t believe XX missed out on this though I’m sure she is enjoying the time with her family. This is my favorite night of the tour and I’m really happy. I forget about all the stuff I’ve lost and thank the stars for my full belly and warm bed. My friend Jeff Lewis was right – it only takes one day for everything to turn around.    

Tomorrow we hit Sedona, which I am told is beautiful. Independence Day is also upon us.  

Morning – poolside fruit, eggs, tea and coffee at the home of our hosts. We are well rested and well fed. The man compliments our music and is exactly right when he identifies our influences. Before we leave, they give us a bag full of fruit, cheese, bottled water, and lager. We hug and promise to remain in touch. It’s safe to say we are spoiled for the tour. 

Later, in the car, XX says what we are all thinking - hanging out with cooler grown-ups is really where it’s at for us. We are all inspired by their lifestyle and dedication to their art, as well as their apparent batshit love for one another. We all leave feeling extremely close to these people who most of us have just met and roll back to Encino to pick up XX for the long drive into the desert.  

These are the days of void. I week long pocket without the holy quack guidance we have been living by. I feel invigorated and look forward to work tonight. The forth is coming. It was good to see Miner and Sara, and I feel that phantom memory thing when you remember people from childhood and compare them and you to the present. They destroyed us with hospitality. I awoke on the porch to a bird party. I remember his giant cat Clapton, and his perch on a bookshelf. I remember other paintings, small flashes of image. They are held in the same part of my brain as my father’s paintings from that time, childlike recollections. It was good to see my fathers face on the trip, hung on the wall in Pasadena. That kind of treatment will last us for a few days I’ll say; and I eschew eating until hunger forces me out of respect to the meal. 

We head into a hot zone. I suspect a waterfall.

There is no respite from the heat. Today is the worst driving day, not for the length of time (which is hellacious enough at eleven hours) but for the temperature. When we put the air conditioner on, the van begins to overheat almost immediately, and when the windows are rolled down, the breeze is hot and causes you to sweat. All the worse for me, as my stomach is very upset and I have to go to the bathroom every five minutes. I’ve been feeling randomly sick a lot lately, but I know it’s my diet, so I keep it to myself. I’m not the only secret vomiter in the band but I’m certainly the most discreet. I fall in and out of light, uncomfortable sleeps, dripping with sweat. It is 114 degrees.   

We pass more fucked up desert fires. XX explains to me that it is because of these natural fires that nothing can ever be built here. The great expanse will always remain so. This gives me comfort, it is like Earth pissing on its own doorknob. Great Ra spontaneously setting pockets of land ablaze, creating a strange kind of grey smoke that billows into the sunset. The formation and movement of the smoke is without purpose, like drops of water down a windowpane. We film some of it. It’s magnificent. 

The image is all brimstone in the distance. The air and the field shift about, red red. I think about the fires of history. And hell. 

The heat reaches a new level for me. Time slows, I become aware that how I can act and talk has been truncated. I feel drained of emotion, or perhapse I have no energy left for that luxury. I am aware of broadness, of a higher thread of frequency about us, a dull wine just outside my range. Cold weather is bass, and hot, the treble.  I can barely hear anyone speak, Including myself. I am instantly flooded with all memories of exposure to heat of this nature, the Italian train station, falling down the Mesa, playing dominos in Brooklyn with ice on my back when shade didn’t exist. I am talking to XX and then suddenly I am slowly leafing through a book with pages of red veined lettus. As the temperature had risen, it slipped its key in my sleep lock, there was no transition state. I hang out with bats. Later when I wake up, I am still asleep, but it is normal sleep, and not the deep corridor that the heat dictated. I think about the many layers. 

Night falls. We stop at a small gas station in the middle of the desert between Flagstaf and Phoenix, where there is a rattlesnake exhibit and a wooden Indian. At the end of this ridiculous drive, there will be a ‘venue’ called Random Acts of Coffee. We have filled the tank four times today. It doesn’t take any kind of genius to figure out we’re taking a hit financially. Bad planning. And two hours to go.    

 I had herd Sedona was a sight to behold, but we can only see dark hills and shops that sell crystals, magnets, and deluxx dreamcatchers. The “venue” is nestled between the liquor store and the ‘Harmonics institute’ Connor from Castanets greets us in the parking lot with news of a grim scene. “everyone who works here has seen multiple ufo. I interviewed them.” It must be what you do around here. 

We show up and quickly discover that Random Acts of Coffee is closing down – tomorrow. We are performing at the wrap party. The Great Sedona Send-Off. I see why it’s closing – it’s the last night and no one is even here. Not a soul - only the guy and the girl tending the coffee bar. They tell us to take whatever we want. Books, paintings, food is all up for grabs. Nothing looks good. 

The two bands join forces – it’s really the only option – and we literally play to no one for 65 minutes. Ray stacks the empty chairs into a great pyramid as we wail and bang and hop around the big, empty room. Half the head of XX’s 50 dollar guitar snaps off.

While we pack up, dudes come in and start painting over the murals. Depressing. We ask if there is somewhere for us to stay, and there isn’t. The total for the night is $10, to be split three ways, and I think that the cute lesbian girl at the bar had mercy on us and took even that $10 from the register. Even the usually very laid back Castanets are miffed at this situation. As for us, we’re already in the red over a hundred dollars today and don’t want to pay for a hotel. Most of the band is against my plan of driving through the night to Santa Fe. The three bands consider sleeping in the parking lot, but no one wants to wake up in 120 degrees only to drive another seven hours. As I sit here typing, the plan is this: all three bands – eleven people – will stay in one cheap hotel room. The least-dirtbag looking among us will get a room for two and we will all sneak in. I’ve snuck into many hotel rooms, but never with a small army. It only takes one day for everything to turn around. Our booking agent has a lot to answer for. 

Long story short, it doesn’t work out. I Heart Lung and the remaining Castanets pull off on a scary dirt road in the middle of nowhere and opt to sleep there. Our intrepid band of loonies searches in vain for a cheap hotel for another hour before deciding on a parking lot in Winslow, Arizona, where we will sleep, God help us, in the van. XX can’t sleep and instead spends her time casing the nearby hotel, waiting for early check outs. At 7am, she finds one, and successfully rouses all but one of us and we sneak in to a recently available room at the Super 8 with two big beds. Four of us sleep for over an hour in complete comfort, eat the continental breakfast, steal a pillow, and make a break for it. The hour in a real bed makes all the difference in the world. 

XX insists we stop at one of the numerous Indian store tourist traps along 40 east. Everything is overpriced. I really, really hate turquoise Navajo jewelry. I buy Cut Above an arrow head and a postcard and we continue on our way. Connor’s gift to us before leaving – a firework called The Climbing Panda – sits perilously amidst our ever-growing dashboard installation. Fear that the sun will ignite it through the glass is scoffed at by the group. They didn’t see how the flowers wilted yesterday.   

The van has just hit 200,000 miles. We are overdue for an oil change and the transmission has been sticking. We’re making good time and will change the oil in Alberquerque.  

**********

THE WHITE WORM AKA ANGEL BABY II:

2004-2005

Final mileage: 200,009.3

Albuquerque, NM

‘Tis true, dear friends. Our vessel has passed quietly into the ever after shortly after hitting the 200,000 mile mark. She went peacefully, whilst getting an oil change.  

We sort of expected this – it was a sadistic experiment, taking this fifteen year old vehicle across the desert and up mountains, carrying obscene amounts of weight, for two full months. We should all be more bummed than we are, but, barring a brief bout of denial, we have bypassed the stages of tragedy and there is a kind of quiet acceptance. This is probably good for us – we’ve bonded over this shared adversity, and look forward to our next adventure – buying a new van and hitting the road to continue the tour.

Our white worm, our angel baby, has given up.  The Firestone attendant, Bruce, whose handlebar mustache curled into his goatee, wrapping his mouth in a hairy cage, became extremely helpful once our misfortune revealed itself. He offered to drive us and our knapsacks to a cheapo motel in his aqua pickup truck.  XX and I piled in the front with him, feeling our utter dependence on this man, here on the eve of the anniversary of our country’s independence.  Ironic but not crushing.  I prepared to charm; luckily, this all happened on the day we decided to dress biblical.  I smoothed my linen smock over my knees and discussed “Balloon Fiesta” with Bruce, glancing at the boys in the back of the truck, who giggled lightly against the vast mountainous backdrop, their hair whipping in the hot wind, not knowing their freedom.  I sighed and shifted back to flirting with Bruce. It worked: he drove us around hotel circle several times, pointing out good deals and his favorite karaoke spot.  

The fourth of July was swallowed up by that all-American pastime, consumption.  Lomas Ave was bumping with jumpy car salesmen grilling hot dogs and blasting Steppenwolf.  I had pressed everyone to wear red, white, and blue that morning, thinking it might lend a flavor of decency to our situation.  As usual, we were an odd bunch, our outfits tending towards torn shorts, howling animal imagery, limp doo-rags, deck shoes. We wandered through car lots, trying to disguise our lack of a car and subsequent desperation.  The locals hooted and honked as we walked on the side of the strip, delighted not by our patriotism but by our pedestrianism.  

We hooked up with one eager sleazeball, Derek, who compared himself to Benedict Arnold and offered to sell us weed. We told him we were a rock band called White Worm; he invited us to jam at the home of Ishmael, his fellow salesman and music lover.  It was hard to shake these two, but we finally found ourselves in the capable hands of Victor, a family man, who showed us Angel Baby III, whose Christian name will reveal itself when the cosmos are in perfect alignment.    

I can’t help but wonder what Guy Spiro’s Astro Weather would have said about all this.  

Lesser bands would call it quits – divvy up the stuff, leave a lot behind, and ride the Greyhound home. But we’d planned on getting a new van after this tour anyway, so we’ll just have to do it early. Money is a major problem right now, but we plan to finance the van using XX’s credit, and pay the initial 10% out of the band fund. After this, the two days of hotel life, and gas to get to the next show, this will effectively break us, but we are confident we can rely on the kindness of our friends, as well as old standbys like busking, siphoning gas, eating expired food, and table scoring if we must. We also plan to make a fundraising tour CD-R. The tour will continue. Yes, it will. Glory to God, it will!     

The next few days in Albuquerque, which happen to comprise Independence Day, are boring, detailed and complicated, not like Finnegan’s Wake but like Mein Kampf, so unless somebody else wants to elaborate, the short version is: We buy a big van, spend a lot of time watching New Mexico sunsets, and make it out alive. We have only missed two shows and now we are back on the road, stronger than ever, and riding in style. Just say no. 

Three days in Albuquerque and we work through many issues, while I continue to bleed in secret. We see the next few years spread out in front of us. We talk about the money, the record, and the way we interact. We all make a billion business type calls. There is now no doubt of our connection, as hilarious or absurd as it might be. XX and I sit under a tree and theorize about each other and us all. Years ago we weren’t friends and we wouldn’t have though about a forced vacation at New Mexican Quality Inn on the 4th. I realize music and anything people do has very little to do with desire. We do what we have to. I feel personally useless shopping for a car, all the codes paperwork, rules and rates seem arbitrary and abstract. But I can agree on what we are going to need into the future to maintain our freedom and effectiveness. Debt looms over me, but New York seems like just another place called home. I steel myself for the physical work, which I delight in. I mean all of it, forever. We all try to salvage a good mood by using the shit out of the motel. A nice woman with a head wound and a Barbie backpack follows XX back to the room after her swim. She bummed a cigarette and asked if she could use our phone, her car had been in an accident. We felt pretty sympathetic. But XX jumped right in the shower, and XX was out on the balcony talking to her mother, so it fell to me to sit there pretending to read, making sure she wasn’t gonna steal our shit. She was tan and wore a flab reveling tank top. Her black hair was in a ponytail. She seemed to be dressed like a preteen girl, all pink and awkward. The way she made herself at home on the other bed made me nervous. By her conversation, she appeared to be running drugs, but had gotten into an accident and was stuck. “What he pulled a gun on you? That’s fucking crazy!..................................no, don’t worry we’ll clean up..............nah, just some prostitute………………...yeah well, you should call her right away....................................most of it, but I still have a half, and its really thick……………………………..alright stay strong…….

She thanks us. I hope she’ll be alright. I mean, she was bleeding. 

After 5 hours in a car dealership, the assembly of a roof rack, the towing/selling of the white worm and haggling with the Sears auto department, the most stressful day I’ve experienced in quite some time is over and Gathvar, the Destructor, is ours. So we wave goodbye to room 288 and the nice people of Albuquerque and get back on the road.

We’re on our way to Kansas City for the second of the tour. We love pie and all, but we’re hoping to actually get paid this time.


There are a few rules when naming a vehicle that have been revealed to me. For instance, every car or van is named Angel Baby when you are speaking to it. Or if it can here you. This is to hopefully flatter it into giving you just a few more miles, or to generally stay off its bad side. But this is only one name, and a vehicles second name, the name you will call it bitterly or when in mixed party company, will be reviled only with constant use. This is its Christian name and is usually darker or more badass. It keeps the rif-raf or gearheads or neighbors at bay. Sometimes a car might even, much later, acquire a Hebrew name, which will usually come as a revelation from another person. Someone you don’t know very well will make an offhanded comment, perhaps a friend of a friend you give a ride to; and you’ll be seized by the bare truth of the name. Beyond this there can be many more names, but these will mostly be for fun, and not burdened by the practicality of the first three, which are designed for getting you and yours safely there and back again.  

Kansas City sucks and I’m never going back. Once burned, shame on them, twice burned, shame on us. We did get paid (albeit slightly less than we were supposed to) and sold a few things, but overall, a miserable experience. 

This time in Kansas City we have more room. We creep along a blasted industrial area in our shining white van trying to pick out the artspace from among the abandoned buildings. The van is smooth and does whatever we want. It feels like we’ve started an entire new tour. Different van and no money. We pull up and see kids milling about, and XX and I jump out as the van pulls around the corner. Someone must run upstairs and announced us, because seconds later there are 25 kids being lead out of the space by a guy with a bullhorn. “Its wooden wand and the vanishing voice, returned from New Mexico with a new van!” The van is already gone, and the introduction is way too over the top for XX and I to do anything other than blink stupidly. After the last few days, we really don’t look like much. The crowd blinks back at us. I raise my arms in mock triumph. “They will be performing a little later!” and the bullhorn runs back inside. 

I’m afraid this wacky lameness sets the tone for the entire evening. The space is cavernous and amazing, the kind of industrial space that artists kill for, full of rusted metal and fighting cats, or a million scavenged windows, or the bow of a ship. Lots of extra room for paper-mache elephants or dirty maps or broken kites or whatever. Anthropologically speaking, artists need a lot of space and atmosphere to survive and prosper; but it can look exactly like squalor if looked at by the wrong person, or if the artist is full of shit. I was emboldened by the surroundings, but wary. They had a massive amount of food ready for us, and the air was hotter than fire. The disinterested teenage audience layed dripping around the room. They looked happy to be anywhere, only dimly aware that there was music on the menu. Castanets were quiet and then loud and then quiet again. The quiet parts were obnoxiously talked over. I grab the host’s bullhorn and play along with their set to help out. In towns like this they seem to be thankful for bringing them our art and lives, but their reaction is fumbled and insulting. And why do people think you’re a jerk when you stick up for yourself. Our set starts off quiet, we pair up differently from before. Someone was having a loud conversation right in the front, talking over XX and I. I become enraged, and I wind up having to play along with the rabbitmouseaphone and the sound of voices, like these people wanted into the band during the set, like they had walked among us and plugged in a guitar.  After the piece ends I walk off stage and flip them the bird. He comes up to me as XX and XX begin their part and says meekly “hey man sorry we were talking over you but we were talking about your music...” I don’t buy it, I could hear him. “hey man, we’re doing what you did to me to my friend right now.” If you get pissed off you’re the asshole rockstar. He wound up trashing us on a message board. 

I wind up stumbling around the skeletal neighborhood shirtless with the video camera. The train bears down upon me. A dark van sneaks wide circles around the blocks surrounding me. The buildings and small queerly lit corners are gothic and unsettling, mingling yellows and shadow with the rubble grey. The kind of place where fires burn to collect insurance and the cruzing scene has elaborate hand signals. I sleep in the van.


Columbia – laundry. Nice to see Jeremy and Kate again. Kate sure is cute. I write two songs in the van. I think XX is writing too. I think the space we have in this new van is good, it allows our imagination more room to ghost out without getting swept up in the billow of smoke and arguments.  

Columbia is just as fun as last time. We all play good sets, then most of the crew opts to hit a dance party down the street. I’m not interested, so I convince all three Castanets to join me for midnight burritos. I am far more familiar with Columbia, Missouri than I need to be. Afterward, we reluctantly head over to the dance party, where all of WWVV are lost in the moment – recklessly dancing with abandon, each covered in inch-thick sweat, smiling like aristocrats. I don’t have the heart to tell them how ridiculous they all look, so I sit on the side with Ray and patiently wait to go to sleep. I’m not feeling much like joining or spoiling the party. I admire their willingness to make drunken marionettes of themselves in a room full of strangers. Fun is, as always, in the eye of the bolder. Or something. God bless ‘em.

The Cinema in Columbia is the exact opposite of Kansas City. A quiet room full of couches. The boil is winds up well and it pulls the rare flood out of us. Afterwards we encounter that day on a long trip where you find a dance party. There are a good number of not totally fucked up people on the floor, lights and contemporary hits. There was a sheet blocking off a corner full of lights and we and others took turns shadow dancing, running back and forth and giggling like assholes. Dancing is also the opposite of the van. This is like dancing surgery, fixing my inconceivable mood. What the fuck. It’ll also help me pass out. I spy ray and sayard watching the dancing like a movie. XX leans bloated against a wall, waiting to leave. Later, back at out hosts home, I play the Bulbul on the porch to test something and I am primordially frightened by a sudden explosion of deep vomiting and weezing from a nearby bush. After getting off the phone, XX tells us _______ is opening for us and I wonder what will happen.

We are greeted in DeKalb by a small space and decide to capitalize on the room by playing in every corner. I figured we were learning from our mistakes in the past when we’ve tried to pack in to a small space and then everyone freaks out. Claustrophobia kills. But breaking up like this had an unexpected side effect: it broke the residual security a gang or mass of people possesses by mere proximity. It allowed the hidden assholes in the crowd to corner us. I had a wall of people cross-legged around me, but XX wasn’t so lucky. Someone got right in her face while she was playing and barked “indecision…indecision…defeat….defeat” She got kind of freaked out. XX got two people on cell phones talking right over her. A loose 3 year old got his hands on a mike and was shouting “POO POO CAR CAR”. The overall feeling from the locals was weirdly hostile. After the set we discovered that the next band, the local band, was comprised of all the assholes from all our separate encounters that night. Why? What did we do to them? We plot revenge.

Major hostile altercation in DeKalb with audience members and promoter. Things get very heated very fast. I’m glad that there are many fans (many of whom drove over an hour to see us) present who were quick to jump to our defense, and I’m glad that Castanets jumped in to help out as well. Long story short, we’ll never play DeKalb again. But banding together felt good. We’ve never been slow to defend ourselves when we are in the right and this time was no different. Another triumph over adversity. I fall asleep very much in love with the four people in this band and look forward to another day of fighting the world…. 





**********************


We’re down to four. We’ve never toured with this few members before. I’ll dispense with the cliches about how a death in one’s family (and, by extension, a death in the band’s family) puts things into perspective, and how everything seems unimportant when one of your closest friends receives a phone call and is suddenly forced to deal with the gravitas of something so major. All I’ll say is that I have a pretty good feeling that this band is going to suck without XX for the next three weeks of this tour. There will be less happiness, less perspective, less laughter, less sweet smiles. XX’s contribution to the group and the group dynamic has grown exponentially each day of this tour and I really don’t know what we’ll do without her. I wish more than anything that I could undo what has been done, and I know the rest of us feel the same way. I’d happily break down in ten different vans in ten different cities and lose all of my luggage six hundred different times and get stiffed at the rest of the shows we play to have not seen XX cry. I know we all feel like packing up and going home but I also know that XX wouldn’t want that. So it goes. Fuckdeathfuckdeathfuckdeathfuckdeath.


I met a very nice old couple on the shuttle bus back from the airport. They were on their way to a waterpark in Wisconsin, where a week long family reunion was taking place. I really enjoyed their company. I even hid my tattoos from them like they were my own grandparents. 


Been hard to write the last few days. Chicago was cool, so was Madison, where we hooked up with old buds Rob and Clay, respectively. It was good for me, in particular, to reconnect with Clay, and am equally psyched to see Tovah, John and the Michigan crew tonight. The only thing I really like about being back on our coast is the greater number of friendly familiar faces. 

The other two bands broke down just outside of Chicago (water pump), but Castanets actually took a bus to the gig and made it on time. So tough. So they’ll be rolling with us, in our van, all the way to Michigan, where we will reconvene with I Heart Lung. Psyched to hang with Castanets, but this is one day wish I had the back bench to nap on. It’s a long drive. 

Madison was especially cool because we played in a castle overlooking a river. The whole gang sat on a long pier and watched a beautiful sunset over the water. The pier was rickety and covered in goose shit, but we didn’t care. Afterward, XX fell asleep somewhere, while XX and I got to hang out with our old buddy Patrick Marley, who just had a baby daughter. Score one for good people everywhere.

We sleep in Clay’s gigantic studio – I actually get lost in there going to the bathroom – and though I find myself wishing we had more time with him, Teresa (who selflessly makes us pizza at 4am) and the Davenport fam, I am grateful to sleep in the air-conditioned control room. In the morning, we leave late, as usual, and it begins to rain for the second time the entire tour. Yep, we’re heading towards home, all right. Bleagh.

I acquire a surf/rain/waterfall machine. It has a quarter inch jack. Traded for four work tapes which were hard to let go, but I anted it to be fair. Art for hardware. 

Apparently, the internet has been lighting up with reports that we are, bluntly, ‘total jerks,’ who ‘flip off’ the audience and generally start trouble everywhere we go. This is how these reputations get started. We all find it a mix of hilarious and somewhat annoying. The douchebag in the red shirt from DeKalb is certainly one of the slanderers – he posted to Amazon about us, which, in itself, reveals volumes about his cluelessness. Ah, Amazon, where the underground community thrives, the last bastion of ‘indie’-ness. Then somebody else posted that we had ‘bad attitudes.’ Bad attitudes? Us? It’s inconceivable. It does bring a modicum of comfort that these people are writing armed with what sounds like could only be a fourth grade education. Really, though, folks, what these people really mean is that WWVV (and Castanets) is a band with self respect who are always quick to defend themselves and each other when they are in the right. That’s all. Why get pushed around? 

“So that’s why you guys always look so freaked out whenever we see you.” Ray says as some guy shoots us a look and writes our front license plate # down. “because everyone is out to get you.” Our front licence is a vanity plate that reads “Jesus Loves You”. Sucker. They’ll never get us.

Eventful rest stop stop. After XX almost ran a guy clear over (we watched him try to take down our front license plate, which is a fake, so we quickly  ripped off our new temporary tag from the back before he could write that one down) we stopped at a great place called The Oasis. We all get our portraits done and get massages, all by machine. All mod cons. Plenty of places to eat. It’s actually pretty great having Castanets with us. Then Tovah called and reminded us of the time change, and of all the people who are supposedly coming to the show tonight. Uh-oh. Back on the road. I can’t wait to get back to Michigan, the gnarly weather and the constant risk of van break-ins are easily eclipsed by some of the best people in the whole world.  


Highly mediocre set. Lots of old friends that I wish I had more time to talk to. I finally meet Warn Defever, who compliments our set. He’s really nice and has memorable eyes. Tovah sits in again and her energy is great on and offstage. This is definitely the point of the tour where I needed the pep talk and she gave me a good one. Late night Coney Islands and root beer (crushed ice!) with Greh and some others who refused sleep was really nice. We get back and everyone is asleep while Crash plays on the DVD player. It’s too dark to make out who is awake and who is asleep, so I don’t turn it off in case someone is watching. I fall asleep to the sounds of car crashes and lovemaking. In the morning I feel sick, covered in sleeping bag sweat, unable to wake up even as I walk around the hot, dark loft. Five hour drive today. Castanets still in tow, as I Heart Lung never made it to the gig. Guess they didn’t count on the time change either. Still, despite not being able to lie down in the back in the back seat, I’m enjoying their company. They’re good people and a revised dynamic is good for us every once in a while, especially when the people who are introduced to the Group Think have good senses of humor. Now if I could only get Ray to appreciate Steely Dan… 

Behind the green door. Detroit is generally menacing and desolate. XX Ray Nick and I get lost looking for beer. We get stuck in a glob of traffic on one street, and it turns out to be the allstar game or something. Stretch Hummers limousines. Drunkards. A cop every square foot. XX calls and says the band before Castanets is almost done, and we have to get Ray back. Back behind the door, we marvel at the number of dudes, weridos and cute girls in miniskirts. In the corner is a pile of bones.

Its good to play with Tovah again. Her dress is a desert sunset scene. She has a gong. The set is only good in parts and it’s harder to generate the drone cloud without XX on the rabbitmouseaphone. We’ve finally played enough shows to suck. Oh that’s it, that’s one of the accomplishments of touring, you finally get to play shows that you know blow dicks; it’s all out in the open. Statistically. But it only sucks depending on what part I’m focused on. Um….. it was good considering the heat…it was bad but of course it was, I looked up and there was three extra people playing with us and then I went blind. The same issues, but more of them. 

Michigan was sort of unfriendly this time around and the set was pretty soulless. I’m sure it didn’t help that I was drunk, tired and pretty sad about XX’s absence. Castanets played in the staircase of Greh’s apartment building and really made the best of weird vibes. Some people go for food and everyone else falls asleep while I feel naughty staying up late, watching Crash. 

A joke:

Q: How do you beat a greased ninja?

A: With a five-toed paw.

Good set. Still a huge XX-sized hole in the sound though. Hang with old friends. We eat free spaghetti then decide to make the drive to Bloomington tonight. 

Bloomington. The travel times are so short we get a small dose of laziness. I become acquainted with many episodes of one TV show or another. It feels luxurious to just sit and eat spaghetti on a couch. I realize how totally exhausted I am. I wear a shirt with Avogadro’s number across the chest and I find out that they like science in this town. At the supermarket a cute couple loads up on cheep pasta and says “we like the mol”. The guy who gave us directions to the record store finishes with “good number”. In the pizzeria, a mousey guy one booth over gets up for another slice and slips “the amount of molecules in one mol” quietly into my ear like a bribe. I simply nod, like he was meeting me there. Back at the show, I play fat cat with Castanets in the weird mafia meeting room above the stairs. We are worried about the swelling, beading fabric ceiling, which looks as if it contains hibernating grubs. I dream about sleeping in bed with someone. And floating rods. Little black raccoon hands. It’s the biggest place we’ve ever played in Bloomington. No people tho. XX and I pound redbull. Everybody winds up singing. Amber sat in with us on the tremolo and I was shocked at how different she made the rabbit sound.

Yep, we’re stoned again. Amber, XX, XX and I eat waffles in the middle of the night and talk the nonsense. When we emerge from the car in Bloomington, we learn that we’ve been carrying a very large branch – a small tree, actually – stuck inside our passenger door all the way from Indianapolis. 

Last few days have been great as far as seeing friends and being taken care of. Indiana was full of swimming, late night snacking and free groceries. I come very close to permanently putting XX’s bird drawing on my body, but I decide against it when I find out it’s going to cost 80 bucks. In Lexington, Robert took us out for Cajun and Irene fed us potatoes and whiskey. Thanks friends. 

We pass through ‘Gnaw bone’. We see a sign that says: ‘Welcome to Gnaw Bone’. Then we see a shop called ‘Gnaw Bones’ that seems to sell gnaw bones. And bait and malt cups. 

There is a strange kind of quasi-awareness sleeping on the back bench of the van, a leaden consciousness where information seeps through and mixes with whatever music is playing. I am certain I am asleep, yet I am hyper aware, for instance, that we are driving through XX’s birthplace. 

The last few days have been a blur, mostly because these are the ‘repeat’ cities, old stand-bys, constants, scenes without variables, comfort without fear but also without excitement. Detroit, Bloomington, Lexington. Lots of old friends. Our first truly lazy days, in between mercifully short drives. Television. Beds. Showers. 

We’re down to only three tonight because XX is attending a wedding in Buffalo, near where we’re playing. Playing as a trio freaks me out even more than playing as a quartet, and I’m hoping to get it over with early so the rest of us can join XX at the wedding and eat free cake and imbibe heartily until we drop. Short drive tomorrow. 

The wedding. What the fuck else will this tour require? What other part of all life will I wind up traversing before the end? Delivering a baby? Break my legs? Maybe I’ll tame a violent stallion. Lets roll/Bring it on.

The wedding is glorious. At first we cant quite find it and I have the van pull over so I can change my clothes from filthy to slightly less dirty. Christ and Kevin, the groom,  find us on the street. They are wedding dressed, and I am feeling surreal and ashamed. Tour is a different kind of living, and when held up against a wedding it’s at least a fithier human institution. Or a faster looser one. I worry that my appearance will not be as reverent as the setting, or at least as reverent as I feel towards the participants. These are old friends. I realize I can count the number of people I’ve known for over ten years on my hands. Kevin looks serine, Christ excited. They take me to the 20th century club, which appears to be a wedding hijacked private moneyed environment. Lots of ornament, a chandelier, a lounge with couches in the bathroom. Everyone is dressed to the nine, and roll my sleeves up to hide the rips in the cuff. All my anxiety or discomfort comes from the mere jarring speed of the transition from tour to wedding environment. All that goes out the window when I see the bride, Christine. She yelps and we bound toward each other, jumping both feet off the floor. She’s fucking married! She’s red from dancing, and she screams with joy as I pick her up and spin her around. “You’re clean! You don’t even smell!” I remember talking to Kevin after they met, and I remember how different Kevin was at school, That one guy’s name we used to bellow; I remember Christine’s family bowling a better game than me, and that cake, and that porch and breaking that vase and knocking over their bookcase and when we made that drunk librarian cry and I remember…lots of things. There is an open bar and I try to catch up with the rest of the wedding. There are oysters and salmon. And brisket. A British invasion cover band called ‘The Ifs’ plays crowd pleasers. Its good to see Christ again, and we talk excitedly about people we both know. It’s good to talk about all the shit that’s happened with someone who I don’t have to start at the beginning with. The mothers and cousins are drunk, and they take to the floor. Someone grabs my ass on the dance floor. The brides brother, who remembers my favorite word from three years ago (shunt) asks Christ and I to jam on a song he and his wife wrote for the wedding. Christ borrows a guitar from the Ifs and I get a tambourine. So suddenly I am playing music tonight. “sorry guys I cant play the show tonight, I performing at this wedding, can you drop me off?” My brain cuts manically around across the time space continuum between us all, between XX, XX and XX blocks away at the art space show kicking out the jams and representing our fractured unit; to XX back in New York at the other end of the spectrum, at the wake; back to Brooklyn, across to Germany, and ahead to the months when we’ll be back here again, not so scattered, with no wedding and no funeral, back to work. I get hammered and hug the groom and breath on his cuff links. We leave and go to a bar that has my first name over the door where loud assholes buy me booze and Christ makes out with someone’s wife in the bathroom. “I can’t wait to let my hair down and go to sleep.” Says the bride. “You can take your hair out now cant you?, we’re in a bar, its not very formal.” “no when I take the fifty pins out, I know the night is truly over and I will instantly fall into the deepest sleep.” “wedding sleep.” The Band picks me up at the bar and tells me about the fight.           

Exciting evening peaks with another hostile altercation. Yes, we somehow get into another fight, this time for playing too short. Sans XX and XX, the three of us play a rather sublime set that lasted 17 minutes. It certainly doesn’t feel short to me, but apparently people are complaining. One of the promoters rushes backstage screaming and yelling and somehow, suddenly it gets to the ‘fuck you’ – ‘no, fuck you’ stage. Threats are made involving our money, but the more diplomatic members of our touring crew intervene and cool things off. Somehow we make well over $100 in merch. I tell the promoter that the crowd apparently wasn’t quite as disappointed as he led us to believe, which only seems to raise his ire. 

We all – promoter, sound guy, and all three bands - end up laughing and joking and taking shots like old friends, and all is forgiven. Completely surreal. It was almost exactly like that scene in Mean Streets where there’s a big gnarly fight and then the cop breaks it up, and then all of the people involved n the fight all settle down and have a drink together. 

Though things ended up alright, I leave feeling miserable. I can almost see the message boards now. 

I pretty much give up the grudge against the dude when he candidly tells me that it wouldn’t have been a big deal if he hadn’t received a highly detailed rider making strange demands that we had no knowledge of. The rider for the tout apparently asks for thirteen input jacks on the sound board. We have never needed anything close to that. Imagine us, showing up as a trio, with three practice amps, requesting only a vocal mic, after they paid a sound guy to work the show. I can definitely see where he’s coming from and suddenly feel like an asshole. 

This isn’t the first time something from back home, something pre-arranged that we had no hand in, has fucked us. Our friends have been getting freaked out, too. “So…does this mean I have to buy you guys Odwalla drinks and Heineken?” is a joke we’ve heard too many times already from people I’ve shared bedspace with in my not too distant, less watched-out-for past. 

We miss the actual wedding reception by about two and a half hours. We meet XX outside the bar where our van is scraped by a tow truck (no damage though), and we see the chef of the hall wander out into the street and blatantly grab a stranger’s tit. The lady freaks out on the guy who only stared back blankly, seemingly unaware that he did anything wrong. What a fucked up place. I wished somebody had run up and throat-punched him. XX is wasted and freaking out when we tell him the story of the night’s fracas. “You guys got into a fight in fucking Buffalo?” He asks, puzzled, inebriated, his voice cracking while straining to understand. We sure did. 

We decide to get a cheap hotel room and cram all of Castanets in with us. We sleep in a rather expensive, fairly shitty hotel with a broken air conditioner. We wake up late and miss the brunch we were invited to, so we opt to hit Niagara Falls on our way to Rochester. 

We came upon the Gates of Paradise but the door was locked. So we walked around and sat down.

Niagara Falls is pretty much a gigantic tourist trap, which is exactly what we expected. But all of us (sans XX, who was passed out, hung over in the van) caught some breezes and washed our feet in the water. The video camera battery died on the way to the falls. We ate overpriced mediocre Indian food for breakfast. The internet cafes were expensive and hot, and the computers worked slow. I reluctantly pay $2.25 for a 10oz bottle of white grape juice. It began raining and Ray and Sayard went to buy an umbrella – the moment the transaction was complete, the sun appeared and the rain stopped. They tried in vain to get a refund. Caveat Empetor, I guess. Welcome to Disneyland.  

Rochester is rainy when we arrive. Everyone here is cool, though, especially the promoter and sound guy. Our friends John, Finkbinder and Jen show up and we have some laughs. Our set is good, good vibes all around, merch sales, etc. Finkbinder offers up his awesome bachelor pad for us to crash in, and it’s no stretch to say that I am in heaven at 4am when everyone else is asleep, and it is finally cool and quiet. I spend the very early morning showering, burning CDs for the car, and raiding Fink’s killer record collection. I listen to the Dug Dug’s in the air conditioning until about five when I pass out from exhaustion. This stop completely recharged my battery. Tovah emails me some shitty ‘blog’ review of our San Francisco show but I don’t let it get me down too much. Everybody’s a critic nowadays. What rock did you crawl from??

We eat very cheap and very delicious breakfast with Finkbinder and then hit the road. 

Eggs. Toast. Coffee. Creamer. Pancakes. Western omelet. Eastern omelet. Garbage pile. Bacon. Home Fries. The night before. The asshole door-guy who kept hassling the girls. I still feel sick and decide to give up drinking forever. I sleep in the van until half way through Castanets, who have many devoted fans here. We come up with a new song, and I feel the fog split by shadows. XX works on the melody in the car with me. I can’t move. The venue had an entire kitchen attached to the ceiling. 

Heading to Flywheel. Usually around this time I’d be very psyched to be returning to what we consider a ‘sure thing’ spot – I love New England and all the people there. Every time we play anywhere within 200 miles of Boston we are surrounded by good friends and always play well. But I’m apprehensive this time because all the other ‘sure things’ on this tour have come with unprecedented and unwelcome variables and have not been what we expected. It doesn’t help that XX and I just crunched some numbers and found that there is absolutely no way we will return from this tour in the black. We’ll actually owe money. Another first.  

Despite the fact that we have already missed our load-in time, we opt to meet our old friend (and sometimes bandmate) Bill Nace in nearby Amherst for burritos. 

Flywheel is crazy. Overbooked, and about 200 people are turned away at the door, including a journalist who really didn’t take it very well when I couldn’t help her get in. Madness. We play a sweaty, cluttered but somehow killer set with Castanets sitting in. The kids seem to dig it. Lots of friends around, some of whom couldn’t get in to see the show. I chat with Coley about the untapped west coast free jazz scene. Sonic Youth play a surprise set sans Lee. The room is like a swamp – the industrial fans seem to only push the acrid musk around, like giant hair dryers circulating vaporous sweat from mouth to mouth. Afterward, following an impromptu one-armed push-up contest in the parking lot, we hang with Lightning Bolt, Thurston, Bill Nace, Meg and Afrirampo for a bit and all decide to all go swimming in the nearby lake in Leeds. The whole cavalcade follows Bill and Meg to the secret spot only to find cops everywhere. It seems an earlier renegade swimming party had just been broken up. The West Coasties in the car show their regional naivete – “maybe they’re just here to make sure we don’t drown” – as we New Yorkers scoff. The five-vehicle tailgate party ends as the three others wave quick goodbyes and drive into the night. We follow Bill and Meg to the supermarket and load up on Odwalla and pasta. I’m ecstatic as always to hang with Bill. Something about his presence always puts us all at ease. We talk records for a bit and then we all go to bed. In the morning, Bill and I go out for coffee and records while the others sleep. The day of rest is wasteful, slovenly, spent watching movies and doing laundry, but mostly just half-heartedly banging drums and arguing with one another. We make a plan to have Bill sit in with us tonight in Boston, and, despite a very short drive, it appears we will be late to the show again. Fuck it.

Our first sold out show of the tour and we’re late. We immediately start setting up as 100 impatient, sweaty, high school kids watch us like hawks. I realized that they thought we were about to start and I think I heard someone say “where are you going” as we left the stage and ran to the bar. Ray, Sayard and I had 2 shots and a beer each in 5 minutes and then ran back to the flywheel. Before we even get inside James tells us that a writer who was suppose to interview him totally freaked out when she heard there was no guess list and that she wasn’t getting in. She even asked Jess “Are you Tovah?.” I’m fucking sick of this Tovah shit. I’m a big Tovah fan, but we have two talented women, who are actually in the band, that deserve the attention and heartthrob status. All the familiar faces at the show remind me that I’m close to home. After the show the fuzz stands between us and a pool. 

We are a bit stressed coming into town as we forgot to eat, and acting on that decide to hit the burritos before the show. We pull up and we’re on very soon. I am shocked and delighted to be surprised by my pal Peter, the custom instrument scientist that I get a lot of hardware from. He shows me the new model, a jacked Barbie karaoke machine with the subtlest control yet. He also produces the piece he’s building for me for the next tour, a tiny glitch box with a randomize control, totally self contained. Good action. I salivate and immediately begin mentally working it into the set. Between an infinite set of random sequence loops and the subtle yet unpredictable modulator I had made out of a Little Sounds megaphone, I can and will do a lot of damage. Peter looks healthy and tells me he’s in AA now. I’m glad he’s not as depressed as the last time I talked to him. “When did you start?” “Right after I talked to you.”  

Our set is Hot and fucked up. XX is in the audience totally surrounded by kids, sweating into his tapes. We don’t get booed or fucked with and everything is hot and friendly. I reminisce about the old house. My friend says that front row during Lightning Bolt feels like rolling in poop. You could shit on the floor in there and no one would know, it would just turn into gas and get passed around. Awesome and vile.  

We slink through Boston to find the bar we’re playing at. The sky is gray, and I find it strange to know a city so randomly, to feel familiarity for shapes and landmarks and at the same time look down the deep well of total ignorance. I check myself. I know nothing about Boston. There is no one at the show when we get there and this zero people thing persists during the opening band.  I cook up a fake fight with Castanets for fun, threatening to fuck their set up with my trumpet. We exchange fuck yous in front of the three people who finally show up. But then I rebel or punk out on a whim and play sweetly. My friend Chris T. shows up suddenly after Castanets finishes. He sports a huge new tattoo across his chest and shoulder; a single eagle’s wing wreathed in leaves; for his late mother. Last I saw him he didn’t have it though I remember hearing him describe his desire. I find my eyes constantly coming back to it, and I remember the crumple in his voice on the phone the day before he flew back home. He looks happy and in his element, thinking about sound. His band is recording their album in Cambridge nearby, and they invite us to stay. We arrive to find a massive multi-decked manor taken over by recording gear and instruments. A beautiful old piano painted blue sits in the corner. They are grand hosts and give us expensive booze, and I drop some noise on a track they’re working on. I hit a marimba. I dream about recording is such a comfortable setting. I feel suddenly like all the work I’ve ever done was done while running; either the running in pursuit, or the fleeing certain death or mental decay. These are all the dire times, before the grid falls; like our fiction has already prediscovered. The Frenzy.        

“I’m on my way, just set me free. HOME SWEAT HOME” –Vince Niel

Our first stop in NY is XX’s apartment in Brooklyn. His subleter is nowhere to be found and I jump in the shower. Before we reach Tonic, a Huge Fight breaks out in the van and we ditch sound check for some quality time apart. The show was full of friends and friendly faces. We play a totally rowdy set with Pete Nolan sitting in and Mark O. helping with sound. I spend the mornings with the Cranes in Park Slope and I’m treated as one of their own. 

But we are not home yet.

New York, DC, Virginia, all cool. Good shows, good crowds. 

I lose my wallet somewhere in Virginia. This was bound to happen. I’m actually rather surprised it made it this far. I’m not going to worry about it, at least not until I get home. There was no money in it – just my driver’s license and some other relatively important things. Fuck it, man.

In Charlottesville, there are gnarly paintings and cockroaches. Somebody outside gets arrested mere inches from our van. We sleep bedside hookahs in the tea lounge. 

I talk to a Neurologist about whales and language, and we pull scrabble letters out of the bag and rearrainge them on a whim, just like the old days. I stop after I pull out “DR SADOZOMBIE” which is complicated enough. I pull on the rose hookah until asleep. 

My heart is no longer in this tour diary thing. 

Then let it end with a flutter. That seems appropriate, considering the surprising amount of drama and vaulting banality encountered across the breath of this, our good ‘ol United X of America. Fuck, we’re going out in, like, three weeks, so has to end some time. Only a few shows left anyway, and all are comparatively low stress as we head toward New York to finish the album and talk about the next few years and the thicket that’ll be. There are some other places and things that happen, but two months on the road and we aren’t dead. That’s enough for me. The crooked smile can go back to a straight line.

The End.

