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EDITORIAL. .

Here we are yet agzin with another issue of BLUNT.number 12
in fact.It’s been over half a year since the last one was
released but as #e all know too well Methargy breeds actioﬁ\
eventually.So for this one you cop an interview with the
recently resurrected Drip Tray.a chat with Shayne Carter from
the Straitjacket Fits.,and one with Paul and Dave from Kiss My
Poodles Donkey as well.There is also the obligatory literary
and artistic shit as well.So.read on.........
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SHANE:In N.Z. we've been around for 4 years so its been like a
mutual wearing process where after a while youhave to take it
out to greener pastures so you can become enthusiastic about
what your playing
BLUNT: And the audience can as well.
The band like to play sporadically.They like to outlive
- the 'myth of getting on a treadmill and slogging out your gquts
y’ just to break it’.
MELT was released late last year and showed Iindications
“ of it being a less rawer record tha the previous ‘HAIL’.,more
: refined in terms of production and songs.
7 SHANE:MELT was a progression I feel.It’s a chronicle of where
e band was at the time and that’s where we were,HAIL was a
band not really knowing what they were doing where MELT was
@ more thought out,though I feel it’s still slightly obtuse which
I don“t mind co’s we wanted to make a record we made.Next time
we might do it simpler.
BLUNT:Do vou feel the isolation of N.Z music itself gives bands
more scope to create inventive things?
SHANE: I guess 1t’s coming to people like vourself at a different




angle.In N.Z for the past 10 years their has been people 1n 3
certain group Influencing each other and then going off in
thelr own tangents to deliver it.Things definitely are less
contrived,you haven’t got this golden egg right in front of
ycu to chase which means you can concentrate on producing your
cwn music and dolng something fresh and exciting.

From MELT the Straitjackets released a double seven inch
with “Lay Down in Splendour’ receiving airplay banck home on
commercial stations and here as well.

SHANE:That song is an accessible tune,and at the time we thought
by releasing it that the cool people had already bought the
album so 1t was time to bring the idiots in.The cynical record
companles work in that fashion.I look at it this way.we make the
record and they sell them.

With MELT the band received the backing of known American label
Arista, a label Shane says have been benficial in that ’they
nave a small roster so your not placed 212 on their list of
priorities.

SHANE: It all becomes strange when you hit a major deal from a
left angle,you become paranoid because you wonder what they

want to do with you.We made MELT on our own terms and it boded
well with them but I'm sure they’ll wan’t to stick their finger
in later on.

BLUNT:Does that?

SHANE:Yes., it does.but we’ve got to be careful.It’s been a good
move and one we had to make eventuglly.All the resources that
come with it help.

SHANE:Do you feel that might affect the music?

SHANE:I think the bottom line is you can’t let it affect the
music otherwise you are stuffed and you become like everyone
else.One of our distinctive strengths is that we have our own
sound and if we became concerned about writing hit singles we’d
become creatively constipated.

The band tour next month for the States where they played in
1989 as part of a college radio thing.After August It’s back
nome thenthey go back to the staes and Europe in September.
SHANE:We're ready to hit those American buggers over the head
with our music and hopefully we will be acknowledged for it,
arrogance or no arrogance.
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: LITTLE VICTORIES

WILD PUMPKINS AT MIDNIGHT
HAVE A SOAPY TIT WANK! rather than listen to this record. It is

watered Violent Femmes type acoustic pop married with lyrical bombast
worthy of Midnight Oil. The song structures are predictable and uninspiring
and they are deluded in their self importance, printing the SONg lyrics on the
inner sleeve.(As if they think that these lyrics are worth reading). The best
method of listening tO this album is 10 dip it 1n parrifin and apply a blow

torch to it.
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UNTUNE THE SKY-THE MOLES(SEASIDE)

This t = follow up 1o thelr fab single release last year. .

Sropel lor/With Body's W1fe Seven Days.SEes the Moles experlim=
struments.l€ bagpipes,samples.,

anting with a bag of dlverse instrun
taining their penchant f%r

“orns,and at the same time maln ;
ather interesting formula.From tne
Car,the Moles

simple unwashed popD.,d r
"o the cool Europe DY. |
ne 1nteresting

obscure ‘Curdle curdle :
Jeliver a swag of fresn sounding tunes.Note tr :
by Glenn Fredericks blended in with guitar 1n.
/o Richard Davies and the solid

implest purest fashion C : :
drumming of one Carl and you get vinyl that you find hard to
remove Trom your tirntan e .
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THE COS" WAVE

My power had risen to great heights

Reaching its pinnacle in a night of fear

Fate lay pliable in the palm of my hands

Yet by the quiet of the morning my power had eroded
Confidence undermined in the presence of Venus

A long forgotten experience for mind and body.

Time passed, days, months of mental deterioration
Lost in a spiralling decent of self abuse

Freedom strangled as shame haunts my demeanour
Finally I flee into solitude to fight the demons,
Open the doors of fear and discover the unknown
My power rises one more!

Michael Phillips

Fail StarWoman.



WHY IS THAT BABY'S HEAD SO BIG / RELIGION RUINED MY LIFE
BRIAN RITCHIE

Its always interesting to hear what an individual member

band will get up to when given the opportunity to record
themselves. Brian Ritchie's (bass player extraordinaire

the Violent Femmes) "Why is that Baby's Head So Big?" is
eéxception. Whilst Brian’s bass playing needs no introduction
the guitar and vocals are far better than the token effort
which can often be expected from similar undertakings. As a
matter of fact they are damned good.

Although the single is no great departure from previous
Femmes' material - ie; it’'s catchy and humorous - Brian
Ritchie’s songs certainly have a different character to that
of Gordon Gano's.

The B side, "Religion Ruined My Life" is a QH%p%.ﬂOHQ elegiac,
country and western number, which basically outlines SOS. .
religion ruined Brian Ritchies life. Needless to say this is

seven inches of vinyl worth buying, and a must for any Femmes
fans.
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DRIPTRAY

BOB: DR1PTRAY have been around tor
about four vears now...

MARK: About the beginning of 1987,

Tight Cunts.

BOB: Exactly.

‘born out ot the remnants of the

TIM: The seventeenth incarnation.

1'm not Glvnn.

MARK: There's been a few line-up

changes.

BOB: Would you like to go through

them?

MARK: Yes. There
changes of people
changes of songs.
the two remaining
and we are pretty

s been a lot of
and a lot of
Colin and [ are
original members

much the heart and

essence of DRIPTRAY.

BOB: You stuck at it.

COLIN: We are the hidden executive.

MARK: The League of Rights.

BOB: The others have moved on to

greener pastures...

MARK: Martin is a wonderful
bassplayer, no band is complete
without Martin, they’'re all just

missing out.

BOB: Do you still play guitar Mark?

MARK: [ still play guitar. Colin’s
actually switched from bass to drums
which is probably the most crucial
move we've made.

TIM: The Ringo Starr of the band.

BOB: How has that been?

gggl?: Actually it’s a major hassle
2 really geel incompetent on the
rums and don’t know how to play

them. But I'm supplemented by a man

named j
nened Carl who plays just a tom

BOB: So how many of there are you?
MARK: Six.

BOB: A great party band...

MARK: We'’re very good.

BOB: The DRIPTRAY of old was a very

gung ho style
you changeg? party band. How have



MAR | ins the

K: Only the name remains

same, except for one song.tltled
Stupid Girl., 1t’s the B-side of our
new single.

i D a song like
TIM: If vou compare & SONg
Living in Darlinghurst with §hi ?QES
of stuft we’re doing mow you 1 i
there’s almost no diftference.
COLIN: ©No similarity.
TIM: Yes, no similarity. We:re V?rf
noisy. It's the first,tzme 1've eVTI
been in a band and it’s really cool.

MARK: A lot of people have been
quite disappointed with this neY
version of the band - some_peqp‘e ,
that saw us play at the Evil Star a
d weeks ago were obviously
;i;ectinq ahlot of nakedness and
seneral silliness.

BOB: Tim, as a vocalist do you have
the problem of not being able to
hear vourself.

TIM: 1 hear myself all the time.

BOB: How have vour aims changed?

COLIN: Our aim has never been
better.

TIM: I don’t know the old aims. I
think we're quite aimless.

BOB: So you’'ve staved the same?
MARK: The best of iptentipns byt
the worst of motivation. hetcgz t
et our shit together to put 1
%3untly. 1 wouldn’t be in any other
band in Sydney at the mqment, they
all just pale in comparlison. Mogt.f
other bands are pretty §wful and 1
they don't know it they’re just
silly.

BOB: Why do you say tpat? Do you go
out and see many bands?

MARK: No, none at all. I feel very
hypocritiéal saying that but that
makes me feel even bﬁtter. i S%Eev
AUNDICED EYE the other week. \
iere really good but [ thought the
front person was a Iittle_over the
top, a little over dramatic, but
thev had a good sound. I hope they
do well.

TIM: Anita Lane.
T 3 t of
B: Tim, you g0 qnd see a lo
??ve bandé, vou drink a lot of bheer,
smj
Soéérf? ' lie
COmHIEn Ss..,, . on g
Ydney boyt ‘t}?“ agp Iémd’ dis
andg> e q“ai t l')lf'l Maf‘k’

\b.

TIM: Sort of - there is a lot of
crap around but there are some bands
[ like - KISS MY POODLE’S DONKEY and
MONROE’S FUR.

MARK: But most of the so-called
established independent bands - the
pride of the fleet that vou see drag
their corpses out to gigs at
Selina's are just crap, absolute
bollocks. 1 think a lot of JOHN
FARNHAM'S recordings are more
innovative than a lot of those
bands" who pedal their pathetic
little pop numbers and think 'wow -
we’'ve got this cutesy guitar sound"”
with crappy half-arsed harmonies
that don’t even stay in tune,

"indy

COLIN: You must be talking about
the HUMMINGBIRDS.

MARK: No. | was talking about the
FALLING JOYS. But [ haven’t met them
and I’'m sure that they’re really
nice people.

TIM: FATCAT AND FRIENDS, Mr Teddy
Bear on stage. 3

BOB: How is DRIPTRAY different to
all those bands?

MARK: I’m just real.y enjoying it,
apart from my amplifier playing up
all the time., I'm really enjoyving
some of the sounds that we're
getting.

BOB: Tell me about your latest
recording. ..

MARK: Someone wanted to release it
someone wanted to make a single,
someone wanted to pay for it, who
was I to say no?

BOB: Who?
COLIN:
George.

Our benefactor. His name is

MARTIN: George is a friend of mine
who likes music and decided he
wanted to have his own record label.
I knew he’d been thinking about this
for a while and so [ gave him a tape
and he said OK - this is it. And so
George has started PUSSY TORQUE
records.

BOB: And this will be the first
release?




MARTIN: Yes,
BOB: When witl i1t be 1n the shops?

MARTIN: [t was supposed to be in
the shops two weeks before
Christmas. [kditor’'s Note: [t’'s in
the shops now, | Don't anvhodv use
Modern records.

MARK: Wwhy, theyv've pressed it, the
tiole's in the centre, it plavs quite
well. | don’t think we should say
“Don't use these independent record
presses’. [ have no complaints even
though it's taken a long time. A
major pressing plant would have
taken just as long.

BOB: -How representative ot the
band’s sound is the record?

MARK: Not very.

COLIN: The song that was chosen tor
the A-side is just not very tvpical
of most of the songs that we do
while the two songs on the B-side
are equally non-representative,
although they are at the opposite
end of the spectrum from the A-side.

BOB: So it’'s a three-track single.

MARK: Yes. To call it an EP would
be silly.

COLIN: One of the songs on the B-
side is an old DRIPTRAY favourite
called Stupid Girl but it’s done a
little bit differently this time.

The other is one of the first songs ally thougﬁﬂ o just
that this new line-up of DRIPTRAY K: acturecord aga the WO
wrote and it's called Theme From Big tﬁiﬂld neve; stuff £ % ve just
Dipper. in that
keep rape _
MARK: We were actually going to h?%é% iy dry- - recot‘dlng
call the band BIG DIPPER at that b 41d you 9° roy
stage until we found out there was BOB: How grian fr
an American band with the name. It - named
was very disappointing. And so we cOLIN: 1$id us
stuck with the name DRIPTRAY ge N e 1on
although after one gig somebédy said Hor rian h ap% 1 patlt
to us "Oh you’'re really serious now" MARTIN: B nis origt
and so we toyed with the idea of eturne to chef-
calling ourselves SERIQUS DRIPTRAY. rs a pastrY very
My other suggestion was SONS OF " Was very: wasn’t i
DRIPTRAY but no-one liked it. K Hiding and B
BOB: Is this the first of many %g%kgii loser: home-recordlng
DRIPTRAY records? {t has a real
TIM: We actually plan on doing a %221 o 1O . as 8l CO:%Z
lot more recording, perhaps every cause it 1_& PA Lo
two months recording some songs and MARR: pe to0
just taking the best stuff from the rive ~ € )
tapes to release. studio: Jikh, AT
AT You h ppﬁ’ £LWO ho\lr
BOB: » ocorde bout *yad l‘:;‘%
(8]
MARTIN: & ©hd th gs wer t%re
of stull Tf the s0U¥. The N
" e
tat §on o T 24 choose Fire che
Q W pub
st
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MARK: ['m going to buy a copy.

BOB: When [ iistened lo the tape it
seemed a lot of the songs were quite
spontaneous.

TIM: Exactlyv. Most of the songs we
recorded we had never plaved befure,

COLIN: And haven't plaved since.

TIM: The first time we playv a song
ts always the best., It just
deteriorates trom then on. Playing a
song over and over again just makes
vou incredibly bored with it. [’'m
bored with a lot of our songs.

MARK: .Although in the case of Theme
trom Big Dipper and Stupid Girl they
just dget better every time. They're
Just going to get wonderful.

BOB: Songwriting?

TIM: I write all the lyrics.

BOB: Do vou ad 1ib?

TIM: [ do and I don't. I do write
down a lot of words but [ only use

them as a base. A lot of myv words
don’t make anv sense. Sciggy Wiggy
with paint on his wrist. It's not
telling stories or anything
straightforward. Scratch me Dick
Smith.

BOB: 50 there is an element of
humour there,

TIM: VYes there is.

COLIN: | think some of it 1s
hilarious. Injured bishops shaving.
Iron Skindivers playving.

BOB: Live performances have been
very rare...

MARK: That’s because no-one wants
to play with us.

TIM: That'’s not really true. We
only just got our act together at
the end of last vear and then were
forced to take a two month break
while everybody went on their
various summer holidays.

MARTIN: [ thought we were readyv to
play after the first week of
rehearsing.

TIM: And that’s what we did.
Although our INXS/SWINGERS cover
didn’t go down too well.

BOB: What's vour live show like? Is
it very theatrical?

TIM: No. I don’t do handstands.

MARK: About the most theatrical
thing about us is how low-key we
look. We're just a bunch of boys
with T-Shirts, trousers and shoes.

TIM: Except that I dress up for it.

MARK: Tim's a very dapper dresser,
But the rest of us are pretty
ordinary except for Carl who looks
magnificent in his sleeveless shirt
with his rippling muscles on
display. It’s a sight to behold -
this firm, taut young man with
muscles.

BOB: Finally, what is the essence
of DRIPTRAY?

TIM: No essence.

MARK: Something to do on a Friday
night.
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000 =ROM TAROT,PILGRIMAGE,RUBEAS,WAR.

incontinent suitor,who can ride the ridge and
still deny the lessening of delicicus metal worth
[11 focused life.upon whose bridge such

children fly

3s those who cede their souls before rebirtn.

Designs of might,sprung forth from vallies
bearing thoughts,these debtors lose their swords
the grieve,

Introductory rite,remorseless throng now Doiling
wine for pouring onto baleful lips.molst.yet
still to breathe.

Indecent scent,such stones remain unturned,
as senses for their sleep procure an ailing
theme,which offers rest.

Desultory mirth,new incandescent humour melts
the sand

despite cold pleas that cry denial of 1ts
quest.

Chastened longing rich creams of flesh defiling all

Dead officers,fraught with thirst experiment and

journey to the east.

Leprous affliction.patterns of unwonted

make reduce the law,crumbling walls,solitting
metals,the marching time has ceased.




262 CROWN STREET * 37 GLEBE POINT ROAD
DARLINGHURST NSW.2010 ~ GLEBE NSW 2037 -
Phone 357 5378 Phone 660 1416 . -

Pete’s Musicians Market . ﬁ
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| Second Hand GUITARS,
| KEYBOARDS and AMPS
| Good Prices
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‘We do Repairs
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e 494 KING STREET - NEWTOWN
Ph: 550 1416

" TRADING HOURS: 11AM - 6PM MON - SAT
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2 THESE BANDS ON ONE GREAT .7 INCH
; EJEMEL CALLEED CSLICE? AVAILABLE NOIW,
IF YOU WANT A RECORD 0F WHAT IS /ngv
B AND EXCITING IN SYDNEY AT THIS Pagquﬁ
S MOMENT THEN [ 00K NO FURTHER THAN THIS
- > FESSER [IRST UP IS SWIRL WITH Burning Ea:f/ie.j‘r,p
et . A TUNE FROM THEIR LIGHTER S”M”S'AEJLThp
S R s Fof THEIR DWN 12 NCH EP WHICH WILL ASTOUN:
: 3 : B g AND AMAZE EVERYONE EVERYWHERE.ZASE THEM
| D : : HERE FIRST! NEXT |5 SMUDGE. WHO? YOU ASK.
E WELL, SMUDGE ARE SO NEW THEY HA\/ENM'LFED
: EVEN PLAYED LIVE YET! THEIR SONG IS C L
“Toa toast & turmoil 7 AND, CLOCKING IN A £
ONE MINUTE, IT IS PURE FUZZED-OUT BLIS ]
FLIP THE DISC AND TUPITER WIN YOUR HEA?JA
: OVER WITH “Meltdown’’ - SPACE POF AT GfT/jE
D FINEST. HAVE A SECOND HELPIN G-/ cw&ww_
RECORD COME STUDLEY LUSH & HIS TEE -
. IE BOPPERS FROM HELL RIGHT IN YouR FA
a9 BeRECR : : [TH ““ Fight 4o be Free ”’ A FUNK/PUNK[POP
. PM,:lRTY PIECE TO SING ALONG WITH. ;/gxpi?w
% REMEMBER , THIS RECORD RUNS AT 33 RPM ..
5-"J_;3%£? e GieaE 7 REE&§?5PH-650608¢
*“‘ glérgjLsEuBfgoPEYRBATERFRONT PH:§6§23109

A B AND BEING LAUNCHED LIVE ON STAGE:
BT [RIDAY 194, JULY LANSDOWNE HOTEL.

A

CLOTHES -..
IWEhI&WNCHWEhI

147 CASTLEREAGH ST,
LOWER GROUND FLOOR

SYDNEY 2000
TEL: (0O2)267 3431
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A DAY WITHOUT A CIGARETTE

Waking up was, as usual, a chore. Opening my eyes | saw the ceiling come into focus and then with a slow
movement they wandered around the room. | noticed a moth I'd squashed against the ceiling the night before. A
long protracted yawn escapes and then the inevitable double cough. | wanted a cigarette. | remembered the night
before, a band at the Sando followed by two parties. The usual crowd which always seemed to stay the same in
numbers but the people constantly changed. It was a good night all mixed with a lot of chatter of which | remember
none and a lot of drinks and cigarettes. | managed to get-up and, with a towel around my waist, proceeded
downstairs towards the bathroom. Drawing near a sigh of oh shit not again went through my mind as | realised
Lee, who is one of my flatmates, had beaten me to the shower. This is a common occurrence in the mornings
during the week but not on the weekends. She had been out earlier and bought the Sydney Morning Herald which
was still folded and left in one of the kitchen chairs. This wasn't the only thing | noticed though, a brand new packet
of Winfield blue 25's was sitting plumb in the centre of the table. | stared at them. | wanted one.

The realisation that my hand automatically reached for a cigarette whenever one was offered was
compounded by the immense will power | just now had to exert to keep my hands from opening this packet. And it
didn't just go away. | hung there for a full minute dreaming of putting that fag in my mouth and lighting it from a
brightly lit match. The sweet taste of the smoke as | drew back and expanded my lungs. Holding it there for just a
few seconds till my two fingers pull it away and the smoke blows across the room. | opened the newspaper and
laid it on top of the Wini blues. | had made up my mind. Today | was going to go without. Lets see how strong I am
and lets see if | can hold off the desire to smoke one of those blasted things.

If it comes to ‘out of sight - out of mind’ then this didn't work now. Every article in the paper became just a
simple droning in my mind compared to the shouting and nagging of something hidden underneath, wanting and
lusting for one of those sticks of bliss. This was madness. My hand started to reach under the paper. It gripped the
packet. This was it. Just then Lee came out of the bathroom and | released the packet. My hand quickly shot out
from under the paper and landed on top clasping the other. | tried to look casual. "Everything okay?" Lee asks
looking sly. "You can have one if you want". "Ah no thanks" | reply "it's too early to have one now - maybe later"
She smiles and moves past me, leaving them there. Damn her! Why couldn't she have taken them with her. | had
to get away. Away from this packet. So | had a shower. Well, a shower is not that far away | know, but at least it
took my mind off them for a while. | finished the shower and went to my room and got dressed. Thank goodness |
don't keep cigarettes in my room. So what could | do now which doesn’t involve having them nearby? | had to
clean my car and wash it. Yes, that would be good. Wet hands don't go to well with smoking, and fortunately, |
don't keep any in the car either.

Do you know that you can spend quite a lot of time finding things to do in and around your car. By the time
| was finished it was dark but most of the ripped clothing and blood clotted hair had been removed. Only now the
most dangerous time was drawing near. The time when you want to eat out at a restaurant. Food, lovely food and
the ecstasy of a cigarette after that. This was going to be hard.

By now the other guys were home and hungry and the inevitable 'where do you want to eat’ question was
being asked. | remained silent. Perhaps the phone would ring and | would be asked to drive a truck or something. It
didn't happen. Oh well No Names spaghetti it looked like again. After half an hour fucking round looking for keys
and things we all managed to be in the car at the same time. It lurched forward at precisely the same time that all
our heads slapped the metal bit at the back of the seat. If only she'd learn to ease her foot off the clutch. Eventually
after ten minutes of terror we arrived, piled out, and joined the rear of the queue.

No Names was, as usual, very busy. The milling around of the people, the arguing of the cooks and the
choruses of "three spagget” from the Italian waiters. It was our turn. | held up four fingers. The waiter held up two. |
held up two more and he held up four. Don't ask what this means as | certainly haven't figured it out yet. He went
to look out the back and Simon went for drinks. Yes we could sit down. Out the back and next to a bin. After ten
seconds of sitting down Mike lit up. What a bastard. Of course he didn't know | was trying to give up for a night but
this guy was an addict. Dunhill, one of my favourites. He blew smoke in my direction and | breathed it all in.
Ecstasy. Passive smoking was allowed. Simon was back with the drinks and a new packet of Camel. Bastard as
well. | grabbed my drink which was orange juice. If I'd had a beer the contest would have been over. | rolled a
piece of ice around my mouth as a waitress came to take our order. "What's your problem" she asks in a gruff
accent. Four spaghettis, one with no Parmesan cheese. She stares. "What?" she replies scowling. "Oh, ah just four
will do if you don’'t mind". Off she goes muttering to herself and returns ninety seconds later with our dinners.
Launched them at us from four feet away and had turned to serve another table before the last plate landed. We all
tucked in heartily and scoffed it down with bread. The arguments in the kitchen were still going strong but the
spaghetti... perfect.

The others ended their meals. They all light up in front of me and a packet is sitting open and facing me. |
started to salivate. Everyone is looking at me and I'm looking at the filter of the nearest one jutting out. | could see
nor hear nothing else. The world had paused. What seemed like minutes ticked by as the tips of my fingers of my
right hand two centimetres above the table slowly traversed the amazingly small distance towards the gold packet.
My mouth opened slowly and my breathing stopped. Mike farted. Twelve people drop their forks and stare at our
table. Simon points at me. What a prick! | snap out of it and the waitress is screaming at me to leave. "l haven't
finished yet" | say. But she escorts me out still shouting something about not waiting for me to let out another one.



Before | am shoved out the door | glance back at the table for support only to see my spaghetti being divided up.
Typical!l Well, there is a consolation to all this if you can call it that. Even though | was outside with no money and
no friends, at least | had no cigarettes.

| started to wander the back streets and alleyways. Home to stray cats, loud dogs and homeless men. |
walked a long time. It became cold and a light drizzle started to fall. | slipped over in the dark and grazed my hand.
A little further someone came out of a darkened side bit and tapped me on the shoulder. Scared the living shit out
of me but only wanted a light. | went on still further till | came out of a small lane into the lights of King street. The
Sando was on my right and | walk in. An old friend is sitting at the bar so | go to sit next to her. She sees me
coming and without a word orders a Coopers ale. | have a long cold drink and rest it back on the bar. She offers
me a cigarette and watches as | take one, light it and draw back in a long slow breath. Ecstasy. "Been trying to give
‘'em up again have you?". | nod yes and ask what the time is. "Why it's five past twelve" she replies with a smile.
"You only just made it". Yes, | thought. What a stupid story.

From: The Independent Observer.




BUTTHOLE SURFERS - HURDY GURDY MAN

‘apTsuT

T

r

> - sbueils pue [ensnun ayjl JI0j

a1T19adde ue yjtm auocdAuep azTrejuel 3ng astand oTsnw 8yl AjrIiaoy

TRAFIKANTER
SE UpP
FLERA HLGAR
PR VHG

PN Yy STy

TAUTA aToylang JOo gels auTly Aybtw e putry T7IM nok I3A0D

Areans TTtm buos sTyyz 03 auop saey sAnb asayl aeym

z
-
T
o
T
Q
=N~ g
355
o 5 - i, '
. WS o : Lo 5
IS = R "u" = .-t_/ St » = n A i, O
> O E >~' i /‘ s . NG iy = 5 k
*© g, imagine riding o bicycle off the edge of a cliff wearing
: T O~ Eoghln? but a pair of Mickey Mouse ears into a sea of Pure
w o L.S.D.!
Cunwm -
5 e N hole Surfers
> 8 i i ed. The Buttho
PR And yes, the impossible has hgppgn 4 ething I never thought
“ 8. o are now on a major label. ThlSllSe omethir
.HggEJJ would see in my lifetime, let alon X
t
838 2 The Buttholes tha
i ou ask: :
= 2'88 Could they be selling out I hear ¥y o e oAll tells .
355 know and love? I guess ONly ~
=0 oo we have come to kn



R

TUMBLEWEED (a.k.a.Proton Energy Pills) - THE SUN IT SHINES,

It's hard to say anything constructive about this album -
mostly boring and repetitive, switching from slow thrash with
sickly high vocals to gone mad noise and chaos. I think these
guys should write a few more lyrics rather than repeating them—
selves,

One song on the album that this style does work for is called
The Ride which, as the title suggests, takes you on a ride up
and down through the song; cool song, but fails overall in terms
of the album. Personally I can't stand the singer's voice on
most of the tracks - high pitched melodies just don't suit the
noise therest of the band are making. Maybe ten to fifteen vears
practice and these guys might get it together,
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. Osten, Monkmeyer: H. Armstrong Roberts
is o French poodie — a born showman. It is o natural clown |
which delights theater and circus audiences. |

Wwho seem O De recelving qulte alot OT 1INTerest OT latewnol sup-
rised thelr bloody good)Kiss My Poodles Donkey.Not present were
Chris(gulitar.,keys),Doug(guitar),Richard(drums)and bassist and
part time saxophonist Glendo .

LTSS MY eoo |

oLuniiYou ve all played in alot of bands?

DAVE: :We’ve been playing for years.probably 30.

PAUL:Some of us have, ‘ ‘

DAVE:Well 25 then.We're veterans and still kicking yet most of
us had a spell for quitesome time before the Donkey came along.

The band formed in late 1989 thru the remnants of Southern
Fried Kidneys,Jeffrey Jeffrey Hysterectomy,Matt Finish,and M2
band of tne ealy eighties Makers of the Dead Travel Fast.Chris.
Paul and Dave aree also involved in other projects,namely Monroes
Fug Eoge%her,and Chris having a hand in Damien Lovelocks Wigworld
and Crent.

BLUNT:A Donkey show borders on intensity,it’s not what vou call
traditional cock rock? .

DAVE:There’s all sorts of instruments in the sound.,like sax.me..

PAUL:And me. _

BLUNT:How is the sound mechanised? _ ,

DAVE:With alot of help from Chris.He is the main songwriter who
puts down the basics on guitar and computer.fFrom that the other
musiclans add their bits on top and from there you get the
Donkey sound. _ o o

BLUNT:Was it a conscious decision within the band to go for a
less traditional kinda sound? . _

DAVE:We like to go for itThe thing with the Donkey is that we

are not stuck with playing the same notes.We just couldn’t poss-
Ibly do it that way.To play to a set formula would just not work.

we don’t rehearse enough to get things down that way.

PAUL:IT's good to be spontanecus.,we kinda prefer things that way.

DAVE:And people seem to like us which is great.I think our diver-

slty In tastes has a lot to do with what you hear at a Donkey

show.It’s the sum of everything.

Poodles Get a High Rating for both intelligence and friendli-
ness. At the left is o group of white toy poodles. At the right

Unlike alot alot of the more serious bands around town the
Bonkeyfilke to put on a show when thev play,the focus of it all
eing fun.
DAVE:We like to have fun.which is why people wanna hear us.It’s
not that we aren’t serious musicians.Our involvements in the past
nave been serious ones.In a sense we know what we wanna get done.

- Round about the time of the relase of this typeset the Donkey
Wwilll have featured on a complilation record titled Week at the
foey alon with twelve local acts.Asingle is also in the pipeline.



UAVE:Tnls will be a period of seriousness for us.It’l] be interest-
1ng,we might even write some new songs.

PAUL:We very rarely write new songs.

DAVE:CO's we _are still new we naven’t been compressed as such.We’ve
nad plenty of gaps.

PAUL:Plenty!

DAVE:Three of us live in the Mountains,the other three in the city
wnich means we rarely get together to do things like writing new
songs.We only get together when we do 3 live show,

BLUNT: And that’s rather sporadic,

DAVE:We like to play a coupla times a month without o ing it,
With the vinyl we’ll do more.. ver doing 1t

BLUNT:Paul.being the vocalist are you responsible for the lyrics?
PAUL:Chris writes alot of them.He'll come to me with them and I might
change them a bit.Some songs won’t have any lyrics at all and I‘11 make
them up.I ad lib alot but most of the time there will be an idea.

BLUNT: The name gf the band evokes a kinda concept?

DAVE:IT does and [ think it sometimes is a hindrance cos some may see
us as being a comedy band when we are not.We do have a social conscience
but with six members that varies.If there was any concept to the Donkey
1T's that we like to play loud and have fun.Sometimes we play too loud
and I admit that.

BLUNT:What's important to you both, .

DAVE:We like to see smiling faces and people dancing,that’s important to
us,

PAUL:Who wants to see unhappy ones.It’s good to see yours.

DAVE:We like to create an energy that’s positive in an organic kinda way.
We'd stop playing if were not enjoying ourselves.

PAUL:Your such a dinasour Dave, . _

DAVE:Well dinasours are supposed to bewarm blooded and intelligent you
know and I feel that’s kinda appropriate.I’m also a percussionist and a
nolse maker, _

PAUL:I'm the noisy mongrel.

32



THME TRAYVZL ON AN UNNER C'7v BUDGET
y Alasdarr the Rrozid of Rannceh Moor
The sight of ner was dragging me 2raund oy tne salva gispas
_3Ng, goiden 6ov s, TICh, Diue-green eyes 3 miscniey uus'tzj GEAUTIIL Y
cointed nose and 1arge, youlnfuily ulsSianding oraasis | nad 1o nave ner
And - SiIL0 Thane s o tne FACT That Shé was 35 Orund a5 W3S, anc That e
VET ILFETTITE 300 8 Nearoy park wes i slaglering oisiance ot Tng
vy Fie Bm one mght Wasn't encugn.Thanks Lo piliow conversal ors
Paciverad we had 1ithle In common deyend things of arather carnz
~grurs ! couldn't baar T | felt | had to interest her somebow Lyst was w2

»rwﬂwmov‘v intected ecstasy Dnrfp L put ephemeral ang not 27 27
.‘3; nating | nag 1o fasunam ner T4 make her trip out on some 2spec; o7
T8y Julck iy searched my life for bomprn NG SUlt a‘o:
T carne immediateiy.
TUWOLIT VDU Tike 1o Zome ‘.m’se-'*avpih with me
T what? " Her iaugn betrayed that she was LS@ 0 weirdgs. “where tzv 7
" To the Middle Ages.”
Her still-sweaty face beamed. Women, perhaps even mere than ren, rzy,2
some fantasy invoiving themselves in tnat era. Strong, oold, spunky
knights, beautiful damsels in lavish dresses, casties, dragons, orincesses,
witches, horse rides in fusn, quiet forests, feasting, arinking and
decadence Deep down, everyone knows that once such things were reaiity
and on, the desire that they would be cnce more
She frowned. " How...tell me about 1t.”

S0 | explained the whole thing fo her we prepared. Madﬂ e g
few costumes - fong, silk dresses, a bodice, a cape, and 2 linen znd
wool peasant outfit for getting dirty in. She aimost quivered with
excitement. Baskets for food, daggers for.eating with, broocnes for
ciothes, goblets for drinking and ribbons for her hair. i repaired my
crusty tunic and cloak, poiished my 16-gauge steel plate armour and
weapons and we were ready. into the car we climbed and of f we
drove.into the depths of the N.5.W countryside. Two hours later |
parked the car on a hill at the end of the dirt road. wWe locked u
slung the hessian sacks with our belongings over our shoulders and
said goodbye to the twentieth century.

Over the rise and down the hill, smoke from campfires rose up
through the pine trees. People were chopping wood; some dressed In
sheepskin, others in kiits, others in leather and linen. More people
sat at along table laughing and drinking ale from generous horns. A
boy of about 14 played a wooden flute. A girl of the same age was
carving something with a sharp knife out of a freshly cut piece of
wood. Children dressed like their parents ran about playing. One
thing about these peopole was that they all looked beautiful In 20th
century Bankstown, they'd probably fit in with all the other mundane
types, but here everyone was in their element. We were weicomed
with open arms and introductions were made. | was Lord Alasdair
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NETSUl MOUTRS 2N 0ur TeeTN MIpDING Ik fieen from pone we
~38Ned 1T a:1 Cown with not, spiced wine [esert was noney and
artiTon QUIChe and a heavy araught of mead. There was much
NOULInG, 1 aUGNINgG ana falling of f of chairs

The next day, hangover cleansed by a guick bathe in the lake, !

o

Sressed for tattle and joined my fellow fighters in their ¢lanking
mammarl and plate Ranners flew proudly as we roared and charged

the enemy. Swords clashed, clanged and cracked on armour and
shielas ana eacn other. Arrows whizzed througn the air. | brougnt
down three of the bastards before an arrow landed square 1n my
chest.My lady was nevertheless quite thrilied and professed an
interest in tearning archery. Another feast was enjoyed with s0ngs
and stery- telling. There was much dancing and later, great ribaldry
under the stars.

Our fantasies were lived out. She said it was the best
weekend ever. And all this is TRUE! It's run Dy the dedicated people
of the Soctety for Creative Anachronism, They organise feasts and
tournaments {using wooaen swords and olunted arrows) on a reqular
0asis and occasionally have huge outdoor festivals with hundreds of
people which last for up to five days. Everybody has a medieval name
anc personality as well as certain ranks and titles (which must be
earned). If you'd like to get involved or want more info on SCA, write
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The Seneschal
Barony of Rowany
38 Armstrong St.,
Asnhfield 213
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THE BOOK OF KELLS submitted by Andrea Long

The Book Of Kells has recently appeared on display at the
State tibrary of NSW. Purchased in March, 1990, at a cost

of 513 237, this excellent Luzern Faksimile can be seen

under glass at the entrance to the General Reference Librarvy.
A limited edition of 1400 copies, the Luzern Faksimile is

a quality fine art facsimile made in Switzerland of the

8th century Irish original and is scarcely distinguishable
from the original. Thk reproduction is exactly the size and
weight of the manuscript in the Library of Trinity College,
ODublin, hand bound in white leather and even the original
holes in the parchment have been reproduced. A complicated
photographic procedure, involving transparencies and a

ten ink process (the normal is four), results in a laser i
print. This is then taken to Dublin to compare colour tones.
Lithography is then used to improve the lithofilm until the

colour is satisfactory to both the Swiss publishers and the

Library of Trinity College.

A christian gospel, ingeniously interpreted by the celtic
monks of the 8th century, the Book of Kells is a masterpiece
of detailed and well crafted Celtic art. Like the paradox

of using modern electronic technology to reproduce such a
faithful copy of an ancient artform, so the monks of the

Book of Kells used many of their traditional celtic beliefs
and design to approach the new christian influences seeping
into Ireland and Scotland in the 5th century, and much earlier

in England.

The Celtic Tree of Life, figures of beasts and men in bizarre

positions, intertwining limbs, birds, snakes, and spirals

M






dominate the artwork in the Book of Kells. Intricate
knotwork patterns and irreverent knaves are often hidden

away in designs no larger than a fingernail.

The script 1s in Latin, but it is the design of many of tre
capital letters in full colour, becoming artworks in their
own right, which draw the attention, for only two pages out

of 6830 are mere script without ornamentation.

Believed to have been written in the Sth century at Iona,
the Book of Kells was brought to the monastery at Kells for
safe keepingsometime between 806 and 813, when the threat of
vikings with a penchant for destruction arrived on the

coast of Ireland. There it remained until 1541 when the last
abbott of Kells surrendered the possessions and was passed
from hand to hand until it reached the Library of Trinity

College, Dublin in 1661, where it remains still.

Although the influences of coptic, byzantine, and even Arabic
calligraphy are present to a degree, the Book of Kells,

along with the Books of Lindesfarne and Durrows, remains a
tribute to the craftsmanship, mathematical skills and artistic
ability of the Celts who created it. While the inspiration

and goal of the monks was to create a dedication to christ, it
is apt, in the hypocrisy of christianity, that the Book of
Kells is recognised today as an ingenious surviving example

of the celtic skill in pagan art and craftsmanship.

Coanen L«»—‘7
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Life in South Africa 18 September 1989

After just a few weeks in South Africa, today | came face to face with apartheid medicine. | took a black
emergency patient to a white hospital.

Brits is a white, conservative, Afrikaner town near Pretoria, with
a big "black spot" the residents would rather forget. Most of the towns
menial workforce lives here, including labour for industries such as the
Ciba-Geigy pharmaceuticals plant. Oukasie is part of Brits, a &0 year
old communitcy of 8000 blacks, living in crude wood and iron huts,
surrounded now on three sides by rich white suburbs. It stands in the
way of housing developments, paved avenues and lawns. Street lamps and
rubbisn collection stop abruptly at its edges. The white authorities
have been trying to move these people out for years. Direction -
Lethlabile 20 kilometres away on dirt roads, in the wilderness of the
"republic" of Boputatswana. Dusty expanses of divided lots, each with a
ready made toilet shed in the corner. Only a few tin houses about - why
don’t they want to move?

Oukasie has become a symbol of resistance, a black community
determined to stay in their homes, close to where they work. Last year
they won a court battle against forced removals and being restricted as
an "emergency camp". My small clinic works for these people from rooms
in the adjacent catholic mission. The hospital in Brits has always been
whites only - until today.

This morning I saw a forty five year old woman with fever and
abdominal pains. "Marie" looked very ill and the pains were getting
worse. I diagnosed an acute abdomen with peritonitis - possibly
appendicitis. Clearly she needed to be in hospital urgently and prepared
for an operation. With her consent, I drove her a few minutes away to
the well equipped, modern, whites-only hospital. I didn’t know what to
expect. I walked her to reception and was directed to the casualty desk,
where I explained the situation to the stony nurses. They weren’t
impressed and said I should take her to Ga-Rankawa (black) hospital,
thirty kilometres away. I politely insisted that this was an emergency
and she had to be seen by the on-call doctor. On the phone, the same
argument. He asked if I was a doctor of theology or a doctor of
medicine. I asked for his full name, "and how do you spell that,
please...?" Finally he agreed to come in and allowed an intravenous drip
to be started.

The nurses took my patient away to the furthest corner of the
hospital, in the empty ’‘white outpatients’ department. I put in the drip
with reluctant help from the staff. They went away so I had to watch
over the woman myself. Waiting for the doctor, the white nurses came
back with a senior woman who thought she would explain to me, a
foreigner, how the system worked and how easy it was to get an ambulance
to go directly to Ga-Rankawa. "The doctor has a lot of patients waiting
in his surgery" she said. "So have I" was my answer. Outside the room, I
calmly told her that the racist treatment policies of the hospital were
disgusting, and I thought that a ‘white’ emergency would have been seen
immediately. I asked for intravenous antibiotics. She had to ring back
Dr. Conradie. "we’re not allowed to just yet... just wait... the doctor
is coming..."

Confused office staff asked me to help fill in registration forms
and get Marie’s signature and identification number. Not married,
unemployed, three children... "Address?" "Brits" I said. I stayed aline
by the bedside, reassuring my patient as she gasped with pain. I
promised to inform her relatives.

After one hour the doctor arrived and examined the woman. We shook
hands. "I agree with your diagnosis™ he said. "But she still has to go
to Ga-Rankawa. We don’t have the facilities... our regulations... the
operating theatre is for whites only..." I told him these excuses were
unacceptable., A much clder man, he looked at me and asked when I
finished medical school. "That’s irrelevant™ I said. "Lets talk about
the patient”. :

I asked for urgent intravenous antibiotics. "Oh, and what would you
suggest doctor?" I named two doses; again he had to agree. These



WA

couldn’t wait for another hospital. I carefully pointed out that the
choice to transfer this woman was his decision and his responsibility.
"I"11l take that responsibility" he said. Marie was given the medicines
in her drip, temporarily a patient of Brits hospital till the ambulance
arrived, half an hour later. The white nurses and office staff tried to
ignore me and the whole affair but a few were sympathetic. In sandals
and black T-shirts, I was greeted with respect by the black cleaners,
They knew what was going on.

After being reassured by three people that it wasn’t necessary to
ring ahead to the other hospital, Marie was dispatched via a wheelchair
into the ambulance, with a note from the doctor. I sent my letter toco. I
thanked all the staff, and walking out I ran into Dr. Conradie. Slightly
embarrassed and very civil, he said he felt I’d been rather sarcastic.
"If you’d been in this country as ling as I have..." he began. I quickly
agreed that it takes a stranger to see the injustice of the situation.
"This sort of thing makes me very angry" I said. He replied "I grew up
with this system, I can’t change it" now sounding very apolcgetic. "You
can’t hide behind the regulations forever" I answered. "I'm a Christian,
I treat all my patients alike. How can you agree to work for a hospital
like this?". He quietly admitted it was wrong by international
standards. We shook hands. He asked where I would send patients in
future. I said I would send emergencies to the nearest hospital. Soon
after, we were both back in our separate clinics, his all white, mine
all black. I hope that Marie is all right.

Drw Brlic.

Note: This is a true story. The authors name and the patients name are
fake. Dr. Conradie’s name is real.

Uld.llsc L'1CE Jldle allu ulc J.IGJI:DVGCI.A.

From: The Independent Observer. - These states have formed a vigorous young country
where the pioneer spirit is combined with a modern in-
dustrial civilization. South Africa has long been famous
as a treasure house of gold and diamonds. Since World
War I, Seuth Africa has been developing into a manu-

cturing country.
“ The flimate riyn South Africa is healthful, and well
suited to Europeans. White men have lived in South
Africa since 1652, when a Duich colony was first
. founded there. The white colonists gradually pushed
their way into the interior in much the same way that
descendants of European settlers conquered the West

in North America.

The Land and lts Resources




2
]
-
m
4

OR DOWN THAT

e Won of shule 15 ded
’\:or O\ RQ‘\—.%QM Yoo

DS‘\" VT\OA
il’{\C&\'k o\

P

of the

eIl

Ucko The. Aaﬁ’
OWMS  Ovve. ‘\‘\I\Q 0\!\\3 AUS}Y

;

LA&Qn
Conknby
Sole Yo

THANKS. ..
Peter Mire for photos.layout,and his swift kicks up the ....

Kerry for her fish and the cover.,Ben for stories.,Greg L for
reviews,Fraggle,Mick.Cindy.,Nina from Mushroom,A.Nesbitt,Sue
Lqupn,Jim,Lansdowne Bistro,Broadway Hotel.Prowler(sob,sob),
Harvey,Alisdair and the Celts.DOOGLE.Lachlan.,Typewriter World.
Dr Eric,and you,boo boo.. Mso +o d;m.AnJ\rje‘I'ﬂL&He R\ck:\ﬂke Dabokg lLe‘thar

The World Bosle Encydopedia, Adley) ? \Shawe O Denwel » Apolegies +o the

" Yidhmg of our d\%\?&*‘e Temor12s | CnucIs-

BLUNT MAGAZINE
a4 Quarry St

ULTIMO 2007



it _

. = p
! T
o ETo U S TN W PR NPS W SO

T
=
P
0y
O
2
o

b

%

e T Gaveaced Semgross

< ™ele o T T
—_—f Y Vo x \ . Ve ShmE

. . o N— a0 S P e

‘ e S o :\‘“ by AN ;\.

#
O
~/
.
—7T’
Xy
0N
(LTI
{
(W]
~
N

M el

5 s N o ad,
= 5 g Y 8RR waltel\e ey ey (e
qj‘ _‘ ;o " {\1 (i 1,3 ) B r o C\I\J A \’h\g\ N a C)-._‘.\‘\‘Qf

3 . X : 3 .

N W e @

P -, i
LR Tesv o [-_Hbg‘}




