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greetings

Good evening and welcome to
the next edition of Blunt for the
year. This issue is a bumper
isssue, including for  your
delectable tastes an interview
~with Ronald S. Peno, The
Leftovers, Stigma and various
other bits of interesting stuff to
titillate your discerning brain
cells.

While putting together this issue,
we threw around the idea of
getting some advertising . The
reason for this is that it might be

‘time to venture beyond the usual

100 copies churned out for each
edition (it is time to bring the
light of Blunt to the heathen
millions). Being the kind hearted,
generous, non-profit hungry
people that we are, these most
amazing rates are offered for
you perousal: $25 full page,
$1250 half page, $7 quarter
page. So, if you have anything
that you think might interest
Blunt readers (and a dis-
criminating group they are!)

please ring as soon as possible.

Don't forget, any letters of abus
or adoration, any contribution
are more than welcome (in fa
desperately = sought).  Pleas

forward to Blunt, 78 St. George

Cresc. Faulconbridge, NSW, 277
Phone: (047) 516 003

Enjoy!

Also, Thanx to J. Haberma
Phillipa, Joe, Ron Peno, And
Marks, Matt Gleeson, Stigm:
Bridie, Marjorie (Large Marge
Mariella, Rowan, Scott Lane
Blaire, Alex from RSR, Tom (ou
cover guest), Alan Scott fc

Feedback, Tony for th
Journalist  Club, Amarant]
Whopping Big Naught

lunarcide, The Bacchantes, Th
Leftovers, Citizen Dog an
Freudian Trip, and Peter Herr
See you all in December,

Love and kisses,

Bob & Voula.

XXXXXXX



With listening to STIGHA, this is what you must do.

SIT IN A ROOM OR STAND OR LIE DOWN ARD OPEN UP TO WHAT
YOU HEAR. 1ISTENING TO STIGHA IS LIKE GOIRG TO A SAUNA.
~ SOUNDS CONDENSE AND SETTLE ON YOUR SKIN. THEY FILTER IN
THROUGH YOUR PORES. THEY SATURATE YOUR MIND AND YOUR
BREATHING .

TOM'S VOICE IS LIKE A CATERPILLAR, CRAWLING ACROSS THE
SPHERE OF A SOUNDSCAPE CREAKED BY WHO KNOWS WHAT. HAVE
YOU EVER PLAYED A COMPUTER ADVENTURE GAME OR BEEN
TRIPPING BY YOURSELF OR HAD A LONG DREAN ?

"MUSEUM * TAKES YOU ON A JOURNEY TO A HUNDRED DIFFERENT
PLACES. I°M LISTENING TO IT NOW. I FEEL LIKE T AM IN ONE
OF THE SIXTIES SPACED OUT MOVIES WHERE THE WALLS SWIRL
WITH COLOURS AND THE CORRIDORS TWIST ROUND SHARP CORNERS
UP AND DOWN. THINGS GET BIGGER AND SMALLER. UP UP NOW

DOWN. re: Mariella 1894



It was the kind of day where people moved leisurely
along the street, bouncing with every step. A reggae day.
It was hot, a summer beach town day, bare brown shoulders
and long smooth legs, white teeth and salt dried hair. No
rain in éight. No ﬁmbrellas.

"Watch ﬁhére you're going!" He had been. The
horizon- he was walking.towards it and that was why he
hadn“t noticed her. Not until he had been thrown against
" the scratchy red bricks and blamed unjustly for the
a?cident; And even then he might have missed her had it
‘not been fof her shoes. They were good thick shoes.
‘Boots. 0ld and wrinkled and black shoes. The kind of
shoes that turned him on. This time he would keep his
cool. He would not be gallant. He would not be romantic.
This girl wore boots. "Are you always this polite to
people vou've just met?" Sufficiently sarcastic (and dare
he say it) even witty?

Emile was not. It was not a good day to pick
something with her. It was never a good day to pick

| something with her. But he wore converse. She 1liked
7 converse and she 1liked the way his hair fell sloppily
over his eyes and his round glasses that made him look
owlish. HMost of all, she liked the floppy kind of way
he’s been thrown back against the wall, his body
vielding, submitting immediately. Here was a relaxed guy.
Here was 2 man with loose limbs.

And so the romance began over respective attractions

to footwesr.

by Monidy,
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SYDNEY'S MOST PREDICTABLE EXCUSE FOR A MUSIC PUBLICATION

-‘.

iE ARDUND 10 GUR O
AFTER THE GIG AND BLEW us out

INSIDE: TAFFETA UNDERGROUND - BABY TOVYS
'RIPE - WIPE - SWIRL - SMUDGE - BLUR - CURVE
" FELCH MY ORANGUTAN'S PANMAN
E;g:@:cigmz -1 KILLED. A. BACKPACKER ...
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MUSIC INDUSTRY

TISM AND KEN DONE
® Meclbourne rock band TISM. in the

legal hot seat due to a legal suit Jaunched in
theirdirection from Sydney artistKenDonc,
have finally announced that they are in fact
Ken Done. For years refusing to reveal (heir
identity to the public, TISM became
reknown for bizarre appearancesin "Home
and Away" as items of household furniiure
and the jar of lollies on Alf's counter But
now the truth s out, as this recent TISM fax
makes plain: "We are Ken Done, and we
always have been. All of ys.*

RARE BONO IMPORT BAN

® A Brisbane-based-distributer is moving
tohave arare U2 album bannedin Australia
because lead singer Bono is reputed (o have
wanked constantly during the CD's record-
ing. The move follows comments from Ira
McGuiness, U2's former sound engineer. In
her four years of service, touring and re-
cording with the quartet of Irish druggo
backslidden christians, she estimates that
Bono would have "had somewhere in the
vicinity of thirty or forty thousand wanks"
MORE WACKO SCANDALS
@® More trouble for Michae! Jackson this
week when it was discovered that the loony
pop star's llama is actually mo grown men
In a stupid suit. "I really don't know w hy
they did it” said Jackson's dumbfounded
manager yesterday, referring 10 the cight
years spent inside the suit by the two Texan
Republican candidates. The pair's molives
are unknown, although it is believed an
element of sexual fantasy runs throughout
every edition of "Melrose Place”.

DIESEL'S NEW BUTTOCKS
@ On Friday, Diesel's career entered a new
phase when he was fitted with a pair of
brand new buns. Deciding that the old bum
cheeks had become to flabby and over-
pinched, Diesel's Perth-based management
ordered a sct of "Iggy Pop model” durable
buttocks and had them attached in a quick
nine hour operation. Diesel is said to_fecl

"much happier now".
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With Robert, weird bloody Lester and his Good Chamber,
Even As We Spesk, and more....

* PLUCKED FROM THE BOWELS OF MEDIOCRITY - OCTOBER 1880

The tape which launched the Nineties, and so gptly titled
by Crow’s Peter Fenton. Hot new local talent on the tape
with Nunbait, Crow, Aftertaste, The Plug Uglies,
Wallflowers, The Moles, Monroes Fur, Slub, and much much
more. Comes wWith Blunt magazine featuring interviews with
all bands. :

BLUNT RECORD RELEASE
* 12 SOLID GOLD INNER CITY HITS - NOVEMBER 1891

Yes, there are still copies around my loft!! Thanx to the
main media press one can obtain this via postage (see

details) cheaply and receive tracks from the likes of’

Wipe (), Even As We Speak, the Cannanes, Crow, Dumb and
the Ugly, Monroes Fur, and Mshatma Propagandhi.

PRICES:

* Straight Blunt issues will cost you $1 (BLUNT 12 is $2)
plus 50 cents for postage and handling.
* Voices from the Cellar cassette costs 5 dollars plus 2
dollars for postage and handling.
¥ Plucked from the Bowels of Mediocrity cassette plus
zine will cost just six dollars plus two dollars for
postage and handling.

All cheques and money orders to be made payable to
BLUNT. Send payments to Blunt Magazine, c/o 78 S5t Georges
Crescent, Faulconbridge 2776 NSW.
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It was midday, whern the bell rang loudly S
shouts of escstatic children. Marie—-Angs wWa for
lunch. Her houge was only 2 few metres aeke
Croaking frog cansl on the street that fac ool
She wss swinging her bag, thinking about what her mother

would have ready for her to eat, when she hesard her name.
"Fsst! Fsst! Marie—-Ange...Marie—Ange...".

It was a dark man of about thirty. He was just barely
a bottle of Mainstay Rum in one hand. The sultanas

lding
trapped inside

seemed to drown down there, at the bottom,
thi=s glass,

He stood in front of the clearing where a11 the drunks in
her neighbourbood slept, when at night their bent backs wers
heard; cracking against the fruit logs.

"Come and show us what's in your bag, 1
His face suddenly came alive, and he sneered in her
direction, his arm swaying toc and fro, motioning to her to
come closer. .

She was confused. A million visions raced through her
mind. Mostly of food. Hard coconuts with seeping sweet
tice, mangoes =till green, sprinkled with =alt and bitter
her contorted features wi i =

ittie girl...".

torigue,
inte the fruit, = the =oft, boilsd jzsmine rics
a=hed onto kb : i & selenming caletis
ack =

They would envy hey gaiety, her gypsy trails, her soicurns
from reality,

They felt so achingly material meut to herg for she was
not an ordinary sarth child. She had powers.

Once, she dropped something sc near the cpening of their
sordid asnd base dwellings, that when she lowersed her farce
to pick it up, they had almost felt her hairbreath as she
sighed through their wistful, invisible fingersz.




cams to the sudden

the delights of the

—
—
—

Marie—Ange’ s body was zoon consummed with alien
zenzations. She observed numbly a= a light Jjade
was injected intec hzr thin, blue veins,

The alcohol, still lurking in her blood, made the horror
giggly, distant and delirious. Surely she was fast asleep,
her lids blocking all contentment from her view, her pupils
dilating into nightmares, wide and gasping.

A few hours later, she felt herself awake and very alert.
She was besieged by murky, brown—green frogs. their eyes
large and watchful. ‘ .

The walls were like tumnel arches. She could hear her
echool friends playing above her. They were encircling each
other, and their feet made empty echoes that filled Marie-—
Ange’s head with silent despair.

She knew =he would never reach them again.

She was no longer real. They would not feel her.

No bamboo stick trapped in the mud, no geoo, and ox-cart
zpells, no flower prayesrs above the din..; nothing.
could conquer the midniaht of her tigress rage when at
two oF three o'clack, the ocutside sun bit

=ky and lefi a hale of Garsh

=hrills.
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ed in Marie-5r

Litohen untouo

Frounh every inoh of the small

low iz the sunken ship vou zz2il

to get back to the voices

scher days hung aver

the

shimmering
mast
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Lower you sink,

and the earth swallows the rain and coughs up
owers that writhe and bend with acidity,
you bary ancther child
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down on the ground

AL

Ah, calm your pathetic beint
that feeds you,

Calm your narrow self down here in the wake
of new and sudden shocks that pelt through your body

like wet e=lectricity,

like the morning you got up

and felt nothing more in your arms

when life was nothing but grog, brown paper bags
and carbon from newspaper fingers ;

rubbing into your skin

And you find that you are no more
than an ©ld drunken sailor
trapped under the broken back

of the ocean floor...

The men knew. They would speak to their inebriated selves
so ramblingly afterwards, that if they ever found themselves
sober again, it would be purely by accident.

VI

Mzarie—Arge was led inpto & chamosr that sesmsd to ovole an
zura of magic. She was taken there by the Will Mz

ho had awakensed 1n har after the diuo.

Feathers dipped in golden inks dripped light conto her face
and her opalescent it abstract gliimp fioczting

bl = they Quil eared into an cpeniro  shapsd .
libs = oroscent 55 ’

She foilowed. Th was =mpiy .

Where were theyT! er abductors"T
Her hands wanted revenge, her mails clawed st the bare
wallz, sating up the glycerin that fed 1tz moisture.

What anger festered at that time that would not have
scorched dry the most innccent of touches., the most frzoile
wisps of skin =zgainst her burning flesh™

Did the brezzy tap on her wrizt, filled with zlars and
concern, have any =ffect on a body overcome with fury™

Cne of them apﬁie- "Muick, fetch me a banana isaf!"”.

After & long pause, & siren’ce voice gified the zpeaker’=
impatient ear: "Ho," was her curt reply.

Maqjorﬁe Bll_oyroe
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MIGRAINES

CONSUMER FRENZY
THRUSH

HERPES

CHICKEN

WARTS

MOUSTACHE
DELUSIONS-OF GRANDEUR
HYPERTHERMIA

CANCERS
HYPOCHONDRIA
ONE-EYEBROW
ADDICTIONS (list)
BLEEDING FROM ORIFI
LONG NOSE HAIR

PINK SOCKS

SKULL LUMPS

OBSESSIONS

CRIMINAL TENDENCIES
BRAIN TUNAS

POST AMPHETAMINE SURGERY
ALLERGIES

HAUTOSIS _
EMPHYSEMA ; '

Have you ever tried to OD on any of the following: Matthew Liotta, aspirin,
Bacchantes rehearsals, work, sleep, Listerine, vitamins, Absolutely Fabulous
repeats?

Why are you answering these questions?

Describe your fashion sense

Are you? Or any members of your family?

What do you think it is that specifically qualifies you as a member of DQA?
Name three famous friends

Name six famous enemies

What is your favourite movie?

What is your 1Q

Explain the average seasonal rainfall patterns in South East Asia?
Why? .

Explain CHAQOS theory - five words or less

Why is lvan Denisovich?

Vitamins = Bondage. Discuss

Fuck off Dullards

VPHBDQAHQ

-~

(no relation)
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Hybiscws

Elapse of this from that
come forth and scream
Scream your missions
Message to the unheeding
ears of those snakes
around you.

Suspecting people and the
real reasen we die an
early death

riddled with that

special something

$kkokdkokdkkkk

Qutside the ulterior mative

We look for the long distance captive

Unsure of just why
But continuing despite
We deliberate our sentence

Measure my purpose
Measure my worth
Give m= you finui
Evaluation.

kokok ok kokofiskkok
Tune fills ears with emiptiness

Chatter of voices becomes
A blanket of nonsense.

Melancholy misplaced
What is this non-sense.

V/e shall leave as I can
Mind turned inside

Heart dispensed in all your fear
Waters deepest sorrow
Swim, swim, swim and find

ko kdkokkok ok

At long, long last

The arrival of abundance
Not anything in particular
But plenty of it

Gorge yourself, horde it away

If your pockets are filled then you have

Lived your life to thc{{ﬁﬂest.
tr"ﬁék

dkskdhdkckdkk

Giving the last bread of life
The body of Christ to the
Judge's daughter

We devaluate

The weeping and yesterdays

Do I believe in my own sermon?

Divided by ritual
Let's sell some indulgence to our
New martyr.

Fkkkdkkdkdkk

Captivated dy the conuadiction
In the other room.

Well let you and I be an exception

Watching the donkey eat the donkey

We place our bet on
The death of our own cause.

bk ok wokokokk
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Spisils released into
Transcending gifts of
Golden gulls.

Watery flowers

That seem to be them

We can no contemplate their truth,
so why don't we become ourselves.

The globe of reasonable thought
This nation of misunderstanding
Becomes the universe of

Long lost anythings

Indifference the master
I told you it's habit
Alive, alive or appearing to be s0

I am the very thing
you wanted me to be.

fkdkkmkdkkkk

Return to me shadow

Of my fellow distraction
Infiitrate the heart

Via an immediate correction
Miss interpretation is my name
And I know what you

were trying to say

She said.

e kedkesk ok sk &k ok ok

Hopeful gesture and union of the other

Creatures dance in sublime
Euphemisms of your homific deed
In the pursuit of some
substantial something

The consumption of the highest order

Was the whole sum of
Sacrificial splendour

ke giosh ook

In you herself himself or maybe
It was a reflection

I saw a special element of the
Eventual elapsing eclipses of a

Dream of reason
A crafted personality
Formula that is bent.

Fxkkkdkkkkk

Sky below the atmosphere
Of some substancial world

We watch for the coming of our chief

Spiritual master.

Thcughts do dwell
In the phantom forest
So we often catch the bus

A warehouse in Newtown

Part of a cement realm called Sydney

I escape sometimes as the

So so assured

Alternative says

‘Everything will be alright tonight'

Sell your gift to an image merchant
And you will never pass

FhkkrRrkkk

Worship of the great God -
The Ainerican dollar
Your sermon to the merchants

A responsibility to your bank account.

Teach - I am ripe for learning
Taught at an early age

The way to anyone's heart

Is with a capital liquified
Some incented with a love song
Calculated, evaluated

To commodity

For personless whatsoever
Consumer supreme

You and ]

Consumer dream

kkkkkdkbRk
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Live Biview

Live Music Review- The Cannanes/ Ashtray Boy, at the

Sandringhsm, July.

This was my first exposure to the "international pop

icons” The Cannsnes. 1 realize that admitting this may

damage any chance at inner city cxfed but the news 1 must

bring forth is too great to let my budding career as &
Saﬁdo regular stand in the waj;r. They were fantastic, they
Wwere original, they were s lot of fun to watch too. Steve
and the two Frans began their set with some light poppy
tunes, boppingl away on stage lik_e happy 1little puppies
and eventually moved on to some more intense, ‘rocky’
kind of stuff as the evening wore on. This hand live sare
basically wonderful because they seem to be having a lot
of fun ur there and it°'s contagious. They're just 1like
the people next door and up the street &and two blocks
éway, theyv smile a lot and sing with their hands in their
pockets and their idea of coreography is twe co-ordinated
movements in the same show.

The_ two bands alternated all night (each playing
three sets) which was great because it kenrt every one
interested and hanging out for more. |

Ashtray Boy were also new to me, although afrter

having listened to Nice's “Dear John  about a thousand

times in the past year, 1 had a few expectations which

were pretty much fulfilled. Ashtray Boy were great in

short sets. Their stage presence is minimal but their



Real Wild Child Exhibition- Power House Musenm.

Well. what did we expect? A few photographs of
Johnny O 'Keefe, John Bonham's drumsticks and a pair of
Tex Pérkins' Y-fronts? Actually, what you get in the Resal
Wild Child Exhibition is a pretty amazing cross-section
of Australian music past and present. The project itself
is =& huge one to undertake and they could have almost
been forgiven for making it general and mainstream, but
the impressive thing is that the& didn't.

The exhibition is divided by decades, each section
displéying memorabilis (eg clothes, records, sheet music,
etc..;} #s well as a choice of videos such as music
; clipsf; interviews and short documentaries. It covers
every one from Johnny Young to the Saints to Nick Cave to
the Cruel Sea. Basically, for something that stttempts to
cover such a broad area, it does a damn fine job.

Apart from documenting the eras, the exhibition also
features hands-on displays such as a nifty, multi-sound
drum kit, a laser guitar, and the best thing of =all, a
dgsk where you can manipulate your own voice by pushing
little levers and pressing buttons.

This is definitely worth catching if you've got =8
spare $2Z and at least as many hours- hurry, it ecloses

real soon.
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