


 I went to The Castle only with intentions to speak to “The 
Senator”. As soon as I reached the top of the stairs and peered into 

the bar room filled with couches, I saw him posing on top of a coffee-
like table in a sheer, pink teddy while a club attendee took photos. 

Also, Passion Pit’s “The Reeling” was playing- so I smiled to myself 
and sat down to listen in the main room. After a while, Senator made 

his way to one of the platforms and there would be anywhere 
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from one to three girls dancing on top of it not with him, but on him; 
not entirely of their will. I pretty much had to wait in line to have his 

undivided attention. I felt that undivided attention was what I needed 
since he had a bottle in his hand and it was very loud- and I was 

serious about getting an interview.

 When he was finally alone, I asked if I could talk to him for a 

minute. He got down and put his arm around me and led me towards 
the doorway. I asked if I could interview him for my music zine- he 

said, “Oh yeah” and started to lead me towards the stairs. I then 
explained that I meant sometime during the day. He said he was 

there Thursday and Saturday; so I asked again. He in turn said 
something about sleeping during the day because he’s a party 

animal. He said to be his friend on MySpace. I asked how often he 
checked it. It went from “every day” to “once in a while” to “often”. I 

felt defeated. I had hoped for a solid date- to meet up with him in a 
more proper way. He again told me to add him on MySpace, kissed 

me on the head and sauntered away.

  I was really frustrated. I was intrigued by him; mostly because 

he managed to be in so many places and everyone knew who he 
was- not by name- but by this nickname or alter ego- The Senator. I 

had forgotten that he was a man in his late fifties that wore women’s 
lingerie and danced with drunken women while their boyfriends took 

photos. I was disgusted by his brush-off and told myself not to look 
for deep things in shallow water. I was told his story was that he had 

a job and wife- but dancing in lingerie at night was just his thing- 
his escape. But that doesn’t seem to be the case. Maybe that makes it 

a better story- or maybe it doesn’t make it a story at all. 
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 “Wait- at what age do you mean? Because when I was four I 
wanted to be a dragon,” replied Ian Hultquist, the guitarist and 
synthesizer player for the Boston-born indie electronic band, Passion 
Pit. Keyboardist, Ayad Al Adhamy explained that when he was younger, 
he wanted to be a man in a tie and a suit. “I did too- but playing 
music,” added Ian. “I like wearing a tie- I like dressing up when I play 
but no one else in the band lets me do it.” I asked why that was, with a 
laugh. Ayad explained that in a year everyone in the band will play in 
suits. When I asked if it would be like the Beatles, Ayad said, “No...” 
Though, Hultquist interjected with, “YES. Except our pointy toed shoes 
will get crushed in the trailer.”

 Both band members have musical pasts, with Ian learning to 
play music in the fifth grade, and Ayad learning guitar when he was 
twelve. Ayad said he and his friends “used to record shit that was just 
so cute” and at fourteen knew he wanted to go to school for music. 
Which was what he and Hulquist did. Other members Nate Apruzzese, 
Jeff Donmoyer, and Michael Angelakos attended college as well, 
though Mike, who is the youngest, left early. How could he not when a 
demo cd called, “Chunk of Change” that was originally a belated 
Valentine’s gift for his girlfriend at the time went from just being 
passed around to friends to what everyone around campus was 
listening to? It included 6 songs, one being the stunning “Sleepyhead”. 
In a video interview, Mike said he was not able to elaborate much on 
the new album [Manners] because it was not finished, but it would 
have ten tracks. Manners actually had eleven. Ian explained that the 
eleventh song was Sleepyhead; it wasn’t originally intended to be on 
the LP but their manager said more people were going to hear 
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Manners than Chunk of Change, and a great 
song like Sleepyhead shouldn’t fade into the 
background.  The vocals for Sleepyhead 
were recorded in Hultquist’s bedroom, and 
the track remained mostly the same on the 
album. Producer, Chris Zane, just mixed it a 
bit, turned the bass up, and here it is.

 When asked if they ran into problems 
running between school, playing shows, and 
recording the answer was, oh yes.Michael Angelakos

Ian Hultquist

This past spring was Ayad’s last semester in college and he was only 
enrolled in one class, but wouldn’t be able to attend for the last four 
weeks because a tour was beginning. He worked on his projects in the 
van and while most students had two months to complete the final 
project, Ayad banged his out in a week and sent his professor a rough 
cut of fifteen minutes worth of music. The professor said he could 
have done better, but gave him a “B”. Ian graduated in May of 2008, 
and even though it wasn’t as cumbersome as Ayad’s experience in his 
last semester, he did run into some interesting situations, such as 
graduation starting at 10 AM and needing to run straight to the Bank 
of America Pavilion afterwards to open for Death Cab For Cutie by 1 
PM. I’m not sure if your agenda gets any better than that. Unless it’s 
the other way around and Death Cab is opening for you.
 The music media has really 
enjoyed throwing labels at the band, 
calling them “the best new band of 
2009”, and the “next big thing”. The 
compliment is nice, but to ask what 
someone feels about the buzz 
they’ve gathered or a prediction is 
ludicrous. Passion Pit’s music 
becomes the waves that exist all 
around us. They’ll race your excited 
heartbeat. That’s why bloggers and 
music journalists all over have 
become enamored with their music.

 The band came out of no where only to be talked about 
everywhere in a very short amount of time. “It’s been alright so far. 
There’s times when we get scared and overwhelmed because it’s 
really easy to get taken advantage of,” said Ian of the band’s labels 
and success. He feels they have been quite lucky in finding people 
to work with that care about them and are also very good at what 
they do. The band has been able to take things as they’ve come 
along, and even though a friend of Ian’s opinion was that he’d be 
recognized all the time, Ian doesn’t seem to think so. In at least two 
interviews he’s claimed that no one ever knows he’s in the band, 
“but I’m enjoying it while I can, I guess.” “I find it strange how it 
affects your personal life, because we don’t really get to be home 
anymore,” said Ayad.

 A good thing about touring is that you get to see all your 
friends from college that moved to various places after graduating, 
though the repetition still develops. Hultquist described it as, “Go to 
sleep. Wake up. Drive, drive, drive. Play a show. Check into a hotel. 
Sleep. Wake up. Drive, drive, drive.” “I try to compensate for the 
monotony by talking to random people and going out late with the 
other dudes in the bands. But I have a good skill of being able to 
wake up the next day totally fine,” said Ayad. Though he was met 
with a smile and the remark, “We’ll see how much longer you can 
hold onto it.” It seemed as though Ian had lost it.

 Ayad would like to become a knight one day. “I’m English, so 
I could feasibly become a knight.” What do you have to do? “You 
have to just do awesome shit your whole life. Someone will say, 
‘You know what man- you have done great things or stuff,’” 
recognize his greatness, and then he “can die happily.” Rad. Ayad 
can become a knight, and then he can slay Ian. Can’t make for a 
very happy band practice though. Ian’s reply for future wishes were 
just as abstract. He feels that the direction the band is moving, a lot 
of great things are possible, though he hopes not only to follow 
through, keep his head about him, and not turn into an asshole, but 
also that whenever a break is taken in the band that he’s able to do 
whatever makes him happy. What do you need to make you 
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happy, I asked. “Um, time. ha. I don’t know. Be with the people 
you wanna be with, do what you wanna do when you wanna do 
it.” He sounded like a rock and roll pop song. “In my spare 
time,” Ian continued, “it’s gonna involve music. It could be 
putting together film scores. Me taking two days out to write a 
score would be a breath of fresh air.” “I want to produce 
records in my spare time,” said Ayad. He also aspires to be an 
actor much like Jason Schwartzman. 

 If you could invite any 3 people you wanted to a 
sleepover, who would it be? “I’m having a sleepover?” “No-if 
you were, it’s hypothetical,” Ian told Ayad. “Well, I would bring 
Ayad,” Ian started, “except he’d have to sleep in a different 
room because his snoring is intolerable.” “Really? Because I was 
thinking Jenna Jameson..” “Yeah, I know you were.” Ayad 
became slightly serious and said he would invite Aaron 
Copeland, Quincy Jones, and Leonard Theremin. Theremin 
created an instrument often heard in sci-fi and horror films. 
It’s more or less a rod on top of a rectangular block. You play it 
by varying the distance between your hands and the rod and 
moving your hands up and down. I hadn’t heard of this 
instrument, and the two of them proceeded to demonstrate the 
sound it makes, which after tracking down a few videos online, 
ended up being pretty excellent renditions. Though, Theremin 
speaking with Copeland, who is in Ayad’s opinion one of the 
past century, and Jones popping in as well would be a great 
time and an interesting collaboration of minds. Ian would bring 
Stevie Wonder, Bob Dylan, and Justin Timberlake. “Oh! And 
another guy- Ray Kurzweil. He created a bunch of synthesizers 
and has amazing theories. Like, in 50 years we’ll all be robots. 
The way he describes it, I kind of believe him,” gushed Ayad. 
“I’ve got Stevie, Justin, and Bob. You’ve got a bunch of geeks,” 
taunted Ian. But, Ayad wasn’t phased. “It’d be a party. Strings 
and theremin.” Yes, a party indeed. 



 It was both interesting and amazing to me when I received a 
message on MySpace from a guy that worked with the band the 
Honorary Title and “saw that I interviewed Good Old War and was 
wondering if I would be interested in talking to” them. Though, I 
had missed their show. He said Well, hey! How about a phone or e-
mail interview? After voting for e-mail and choosing questions 
catered to better understand Jarred Gorbel’s self-conscious and 
negative personality, I sent them in. Two weeks rolled slowly by and 
then the friend announced that a phone interview would be better 
since the band was on tour and access to a computer hasn’t been 
easy. Right. Two days of voicemail and rain checks later, I got my 
interview. The music of the Honorary Title is distant. And so is its 
lead singer, Mr. Gorbel. It’s not something that I, myself have been 
able to get or feel very close to. Jarrod didn’t help. 

Socratic- How have the tour and the guys of Good Old War been 
treating you? 

Jarrod- Good Old War’s great- we’re also on tour with Cory Branan- 
he’s great.

S- That’s good.

J- Yeah. It’s just been long. And I’m tired.
6 7



S- You sound it.

J- Yeah. [Laughs]

S- What are your fans like?

J- Oh, they’re amazing. And they’re all different. I would say they’re 
mostly girls.

S- Have you had any-

J- [He starts to add more] A lot of our fans are female with an age 
range of, like, 18 to 25 or something.

S-Have you had any interesting experiences with anyone who was a 
fan of you and your music?

J-Uh, on this tour everything’s been pretty normal. No irregular fan 
activity. [Laughs] A lot of fans have tattoos of the album artwork. It’s 
coming up more & more- and that’s cool. 

S- You guys do have really great artwork-

J- Yeah.

S- Who does your artwork?

J-A good friend of mine named Paul Paddock. He’s a painter and I’ve 
known him for years. 

S-You’ve mentioned you’re your harshest critic- which I’m sure is 
true for most people if not all- but what’s the thing that bothers you 
the most about the way you do things- especially putting together 
your music? 

J-Um, I don’t know. It’s not- It’s not one thing in particular. It’s 
everything overall. Anything from the production to vocal 
performance to playing shows, you know, if things aren’t going 
right. It’s self-hating and you get all angry looking cause you think 
things aren’t going good and fans think you’re rude but you’re not- 
it’s all those things together.

 The big picture- and little things turn into big things. 

S- How about something you find favorable?

J- I usually feel good about- I don’t know. I can’t find anything 
favorable. I’m pretty negative. [Laughs]

S- Why’s that?

J- I don’t know. I can’t figure out if it’s that I was born that way or…

S- Did something terrible happen to you? [Laughs]

J- No- maybe it’s a chemical, I don’t know. I’m getting more 
positive. My hair right now is [inaudible]

S- What did you say it was?

J- Insane. I fell asleep with wet hair and it looks like a giant 
bouffant.

S- Well, I guess that’s better than it being like a flat helmet.

J- Yeah.

S- So, you’ve said playing hometown shows was great but you’re 
busy focusing on other things- what kinds of things?

J- Um, it could be anything. It could be a fight I had with my 
girlfriend or something, you know? But sometimes focusing on 
different things helps. It’s usually pretty melodramatic so you gotta 
try to reach out through the emotions sometimes when bad things 
happen. It helps convey the thought in an honest way. Others times 
it bums you out too much and you get angry and then you have 
trouble performing for that reason. 

S- Has focusing and worrying about the technical side of making 
and playing music affected how you feel and think about music?

J- Um.. Yeah of course. I mean the reality of the- it’s like more  a 
business than an art and that gets frustrating. When you’re involved 
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in all the record label things your’e like, “Ah, I just wanna play 
music.” And everything involved with touring- and um, just the 
whole industry side. And it’s you know, frustrating. [Synonyms for 
frustrating are as follows: irritating, dissatisfying, annoying, 
disappointing, discouraging, disheartening...]

S- What got you into playing? 

J- [Pause] I don’t know, I’ve always played music. It started with 
piano and guitar lessons. Then I started singing in high school. It 
was kind of a progressional thing.

S- Did you start singing for a band? 

J- Yeah. There weren’t many other options for a singer so I just 
started singing. Yeah. I had to take it over. 

S- Cool. So how old were you when you started piano and guitar?

J- 13. and 15 for guitar. 

S- Please tell me how it feels to be doing exactly what you want to 
be doing.

J- What?

S- Could you tell me how it feels to be doing the job you want to do?

J- I don’t really look at it that way. I’m kind of just dealing with every 
small issue as I go and- there’s no real celebration factor ‘cause I’m 
so far from where I want to be within music. I’d like to be doing 
much better. I guess I would be pretty bummed if I had a different 
job. But this is all I know how to do, you know. It’s all I’ve ever done. 
So it’s kind of the natural thing to do. 

S- So, where would you like to be with your music?

J- What?

S- Where do you wanna be?

J- I um, I would just like to be more successful as an indie artist. 
Play bigger shows and have more fans. Play music on a bigger- be 
more successful.

S- You said a minute ago that you didn’t know how to do anything 
else- but I was going to ask what would you be doing if you 
weren’t a musician? 

J- This is all I know how to do. I wouldn’t be doing anything else.

S- No Plan B? 

J- Yeah. [Pause.] I’m a lifer.

S- Are there any other artistic endeavors that you take part in?

J- Uhh, no. I’m boring. 

S- Do you think you’ve had to give anything up to pursue this 
dream? 

J- No, it just involves normal sacrifices of everyday stuff. I didn’t 
have to give up anything. 

S- What kind of sacrifices?

J- Um, you can’t be home a lot. Can’t be in a relationship. That 
kind of stuff. 

S- What do your parents/family think about you being a musician 
and your music?

J- They’re supportive. They’re into it. 

S- Do you have any siblings?

[I had to repeat the question again.]

J- I’ve got an older brother.

S- Is he involved in music at all?
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J- No.

S- What does he do?

J- He’s a teacher.

S- Who are some of your musical peers that you really respect or 
listen to? 

[Question repeated twice more]

J- I have to go- I have to drive. But let me get this question- Yeah- I 
like new stuff like Kings of Leon and Coldplay.. and Y and.. Kid Cudi 
and Kanye West.

S- Can I ask you one more question?

J- Uh, I really gotta go. Hurry up. Sorry. Sorry..

S- Most important lesson you’ve learned?

J- You don’t learn lessons until they actually happen.

S- You can’t think of any right now?

J- Yeah, I’m sorry.

S- Okay.

J- You should always be positive and treat people well, because it’ll 
come back to you. If you’re positive and put out nice, positive [his 
voice got higher] energy, you’ll receive it back. That’s my biggest life 
lesson. 

S- Alright, thanks so much.

J- Alright, thanks. Bye.

A few moments 

with Chris 
Roe
singer 
and 
guitarist 
of The 
Ataris

 It was the fall of 2003, and I was young, naïve, and on 
the verge of what was supposed to be the greatest four years 
of my life. Most kids my age were just now starting to take an 
interest in music, and all had tastes ranging from Korn and 
Linkin Park to things like Dashboard Confessional. Basically 
anything that was being played on the radio and being 
marketed as “new rock first” even though it was all at least a 
year and a half old. Luckily, I had somehow managed to get 
into “cool” music a couple years prior and had already gone 
through that regrettable stage where you actually like douchy 
nu-metal bands that act tough and play Ozzfest. I was now 
listening to a mixture of classic punk staples like the 
Ramones or the Clash, and ones that walked that line 
between punk and alternative rock. The latter walk that line 
for a number of reasons; most notably, they aren’t much of a 

Gaither High School Football Never Ruled.
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secret because they somehow got regular radio play, and they 
were also generally successful. These bands had usually 
tended to fall in and out of this limelight.

 For whatever reason, one of my favorites, the Ataris, 
were just now blowing up and seemed to be doing well with 
each and every single off of their newest album, So Long 
Astoria. Throughout the next four years of hell I would 
witness one of my favorite bands become huge, and headline 
shows I couldn’t dream of ever affording. In addition to that, 
people who had bullied me for years, and all of a sudden 
started to think I was of interest, would come up to me, “Hey 
man, there’s this band the Ataris, you should check em’ out”. 
Not only did I still hold a grudge against these individuals for 
the years of torture, I already knew who the Ataris were, and 
had since I was in 7th grade. It felt like these jerks were 
stealing something that was mine, and rubbing it in my face. 
This would continue throughout high school, and somehow, 
for whatever reason, I still continued to follow the Ataris. It 
was almost as if they had provided a soundtrack, good and 
bad, for everything that I was going through. To this day 
whenever I open my senior year book, that song “In This 
Diary” begins to ring in my head, almost as if I – not Kris- had 
been the one in that music video, capturing all of those 
photos that now lay before me. 

 It is now the summer of 2009, and the Ataris have 
fallen from that limelight. After the release of So Long 
Astoria, the band’s line up significantly changed and they 
released the much less successful Welcome the Night. At first 
glance one might think that they are a mere hollow shell of what 
they once were, or that Kristopher Roe must be kidding himself. It 
has been over two years since I have graduated and I honestly 

listen to this sort of thing anymore; but for whatever 
reason it was, I wound up at an Ataris show with an 
opportunity to speak with singer/guitarist Kristopher Roe. 
Before walking on stage to play a mix of sing-a-long 
classics, and a handful of Misfits covers, I almost didn’t 
even recognize him. Now balding, growing fatter, and 
sporting some thick black framed glasses, Kris is looking 
more like an older Elvis Costello than the charming young 
lad the ladies used to woo over. While speaking to him, he 
too seemed defeated, used, and bitter, over all the years 
prior, just like myself. He spoke of dropping out of high 
school and growing up; deals with both indie and major 
labels gone wrong, and sharing a stage with awful bands 
that had no business even playing a show.

 The only difference was that unlike myself, he 
seemed to have a glimmer of hope.  He spoke to dozens 
of fans after the show, making sure to not miss a single 
person that had been waiting for him. He mentioned plans 
to record a new record, tour South Africa, open shows for 
Metallica, and even that he had a new love in his life. He 
made it quite clear that he is not beating a dead horse by 
carrying on the Ataris, and that people have yet to even 
see the tip of the iceberg as far as his band is concerned. 
Before the evening was over, I too felt a new hope for 
people and life and had never loved the Atari’s more. 

 “These are the things that make me free, I feel like 
I’m stuck in “Stand by Me”, This night was too good to be 
true…”

 For the complete interview please contact Jullian at 
Oister_77@yahoo.com, and to keep up with the latest 
news with the Ataris, check them out on MySpace.com/
theataris14 15
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DOE Poverty Sucks V Neck Tee

Seal of approval:
Insensitive Culture.

I Love This Shirt. Chicago, IL 
"I just got this shirt in the mail today, and I love it. I knew when I was 
looking online that I wanted it and when I got it, it just reassured me in 
my decision. Its very soft material and the sparkly writing is soft too. 
When I put it on, the cut wasn't too low, but the shirt is a bit longer 
than I expected. Other than that, I love this shirt. I can't wait to wear it.

If you're not sure about buying it, I say yes!" 
Looks Good: 
Fits Good:  

This girl, Jayme, (maybe?) loves her new shirt. She loves the 
soft material and that the “sparkly writing” is soft, as well. The sparkly 
writing. She mentions every detail about the shirt except for what it 
says. It could be anything to her, couldn’t it? It could read anything 
from “Pretty Princess” to “I support child labor”. Miss Illinois was 
unconcerned that her shirt said anything at all. The thought probably 
never occurred to her. She was most likely just browsing the U.O 
website and came across this shirt and said, “Huh. Cool,” and clicked, 
“Add to cart.” As simple-minded and unaware of herself and the world 
as she is, I’m sure a compliment on her outfit would go as such:

“Hey, nice shirt. Poverty seems shitty.”
“Thanks! Tell me about it. That’s why I have money.”

Why this phrase would come up on a t-shirt is questionable 
enough. Especially since none of the proceeds go towards the cause it 
speaks of. A friend mentioned it was strange the lettering was glittery 
and gold. Gold is a color known for representing wealth and material 
success. She said it was as if the shirt designers were mocking the 
subject of poverty. The United States Department of Health & Human 
Services defined the poverty line in 2008 as making $10,400 a year for 
one person and $21, 200 for a family of four. So, a person or family 
living on or below the poverty line cannot or can barely afford basic 
needs such as food, healthcare, shelter, clean water, or clothing. 

For Urban Outfitters to sell a shirt like this, it’s rather 
irresponsible and insensitive in the least. Urban outfitters is known for 
being quite expensive and catering to a very specific demographic. That 
demographic is known for being concerned with two things. How they 
appear on the outside and cultural subjects such as music and art. 
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Awhile ago I saw you lurched over my bed, zombified, with 

your flesh rotting off, saying it was all my fault. Then you 

disappeared. At least I think that’s what happened. I don’t know what 

you were talking about, because I don’t remember doing anything 

particularly wrong when we were together, and last I heard, you 

weren’t dead, either, but that’s what happened. People always told me 

I had an overactive imagination. I hoped that was it. I let things get to 

me, a lot. Sometimes I still freak out about the dark, which is 

ridiculous, but I do.

I woke up the next morning, still creeped out by you, and really 

regretting that one time I tried acid. I heard the cat meowing to be fed. 

I yawned, got out of bed, grabbed the food, and walked in to the TV 

room to see you standing there pointing at me with your jaw hanging 

partway off.

“What the fuck!” I said, and threw the can at you. “What are 

you doing here, are you dead?” 

“I don’t know, you tell me,” you said (As well as you could 

without a jaw). You always were sarcastic. 

The Option By Dan 
Chocianowski

Then you disappeared again.

I paced around the house, after feeding the cat.

“Ok,” I said. “This is not a normal thing to be happening. 

Let’s examine this.” It always helps me in weird introspective 

situations to imagine a little psychiatrist version of myself 

psychoanalyzing myself on a couch. So I did.

“Alright. Chrissy has apparently come back from the dead, or 

you’ve gone crazy,” I said to myself. “In either case, it would be 

good to figure out why this has happened. Let’s think back.”

I remembered the day I didn’t call to tell you your grandma 

died. I mean, I would have, but it happened when I was there, I 

mean, I just kinda came out of the bathroom, and there she was. So I 

just went back and hid in the bathroom, and paced back and forth for 

a long time, thinking what to do, and then I heard the front door 

open, and I knew you were home. Fuck. Sometimes I wonder if I’m 

not kind of a shit. I dunno, I try to be a good guy.

You didn’t leave after those things, or after anything in 

particular, really. I think it was just a string of similar events, I guess.

The last thing I did that really pissed you off before you left, 

was walking you out the door at the mall while you screamed at 
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some guy who whistled at you, near the ice cream stand. You 

said I was a coward. You left me a note a few days after, saying you 

were driving three hours away to Leesburg, and not coming back. 

And not to come after you. I doubt it was just about the mall thing, 

but you still left. Like I said, it wasn’t the first time I’d heard you 

call me that. I don’t understand what the hell you saw in Leesburg, 

though. That’s a podunk town.

For the next half hour after you woke me up, it was quiet. 

You didn’t show up, so I decided to do some dishes that had been 

piling up. Afterwards I sat down in front of the TV, and flipped it on. 

Loony Toons. Then you did show up. I managed to not throw 

anything at you or break anything.

“Alright. That’s it,” I said. What is going on, and why are 

you here?” I was starting to get freaked out by this whole thing.

You looked at me like a little puppy who didn’t know 

anything. You always used to do that. Then you shrugged and started 

rifling through my DVDs with your one good arm. Your jaw was 

back to normal, but your left arm was missing. 

“No,” I said. “Straight answers,” 

You sighed with your back to me. “You’ve snapped, Ben. 

How long has it been now, a year and a half, and you still haven’t 

gotten over me? I’m in your head, so I know you haven’t 

gotten laid since me. The whole thing’s pathetic. You should’ve 

figured something like this would happen sooner or later. You 

agonize over things too much.” You kept flipping through DVDs.

I started fidgeting with the remote. “Nuh-uh. No way,” I said. 

 “That’s not happening.”

You put on a mock sad-face. “What, you’d rather I be dead?”

“Is it ok if I say kinda? I don’t look forward to a life of being 

insane.” I got up and started pacing without realizing it. “Ok. Ok. 

I’m just going to, I dunno, close my eyes or something, and you’re 

gonna be gone when I open them. Alright?”

You laughed. “Yeah. Alright.”

So I did. And I counted to ten.

I opened them. 

“Can I borrow this?” you said. You pointed to a couple of 

movies. “And this one’s mine, you never did give this back. I want 

this too.”

“What, no, you can’t have that. You broke up with me, 

remember?”
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“So that entitles you to all my stuff?”

 “No, but- hey- I like that movie, and- and hey- you’re not 

even you! AND WHY ARE YOU STILL HERE?!”

You stuck a finger in your ear. “Jesus, don’t yell. And I don’t 

know why I’m still here, I’m you, remember? I don’t know if you 

don’t. So it’s not my fault. Your brain must want me here for 

something.” She shrugged. “I’m taking these movies.”

“You know what, fuck this,” I said, and stormed down the 

hall to the computer room. You followed me.

“Where ya goin’?”

“To the internet. Somebody must know how to make you 

leave. This isn’t normal.”

“Heh. Have fun with that. I’m gonna go watch TV or 

something.”  

It’s kinda true what you said back there, about me having a bit 

of a year-and-a-half long nervous breakdown about you. Nothing 

like what was happening there, but I will say that I didn’t leave my 

house much for a month or so after you left. I don’t know what that 

says for me exactly, I guess I’m too dependent or something. But 

yeah. I missed you. I spent a lot of time thinking about the time

 we spent together. When we went to the beach that night, and I 

was too scared to go in the water, but the two of us pretended we 

could see past the horizon, all around the back of the world, 

pretending we knew what was going on in continents miles away. 

Then we made sandcastles and kicked them apart. It was a good day.

I couldn’t find any reliable information on schizophrenia, or 

MPD, and I couldn’t think of anything else to call it, so I Googled you 

and checked to see if you still had a Facebook account, to make sure 

you weren’t dead. You weren’t; your last login date was about five 

minutes before I checked. After some more pacing around, I walked 

back to the TV room. You were curled up on my couch watching 

Loony Toons.

I shut off the TV and kept walking.

“Hey, what the fuck?” you said, and raised your arm at me. 

“I’m going to find you. You you, not you. The real you. You 

know what I mean.” I opened the front door and fished out my keys.

You got up.

“Well I wanna come,” you said.

“No, you’re staying here. Watch your cartoons.” Luckily I was 

used to this back-and-forth with you, or I might have cracked, 
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the way you were picking on me. But I know you never 

meant it maliciously. And that’s one of the things I liked about you.

You smiled. “No, I’m not staying, this is gonna be good. I 

can’t miss this.” 

“Fine, whatever.” I walked out the door and you followed me. 

I locked it, and we got in the car. I guess I didn’t mind the company, 

really. We started driving.

“What do you think’s going to happen if you do this?” you 

said. You held your arm out to catch the wind.

I looked around, trying to see if anyone in the other cars 

seemed to notice this. They didn’t. “Well, if you haven’t noticed,” I 

said, “this is kind of weird. Maybe, I dunno, maybe if I make up with 

her or something you’ll go away.” 

You laughed. “That’s stupid.”

“Well do you have any god-damn better ideas? This is insane. 

I want you the hell out of my brain.”

You crossed your arm and looked out the window. “Fine.” 

You looked hurt, and I began to realize I’d been making some very 

bad driving decisions without noticing.

I looked over at you.

 “Oh, hey, come on, I’m sorry, alright, I didn’t mean it, I was 

just, I dunno, just… This is weird, isn’t it?”

“I don’t think so, necessarily.”

“Wha- Well, well, you’re not the one- Just, nevermind, 

alright? I said I was sorry.”

“I know you did.” You put your hand on my arm. “Hey!” you 

said, and pointed at an old building shaped like a miniature White 

House. “Hey, let’s go over there!”

“What?” I said, and swerved to make the parking lot.

“What the hell is this place?”

We parked. I reached over to open the door for you, but you 

just walked right through it, so I got out. 

“The Hall of Presidents,” you said. “It’s great.”

It just looked like a hokey old tourist trap. There was an old-

style sign over the doorway that said “HALL OF PRESIDENTS”, 

but it was filthy, and there were American flags painted in between 

each column, like a mural. There was a sign on the porch bragging 

about having a working animatronic likeness of over five U.S. 

presidents.
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We walked in, and there was an old lady dressed up in 

colonial-wear smiling at us. Or me, I should say. There was some 

flute and drum music playing, and little trinkets everywhere, and 

some books. I guess we were in the gift shop.

“Hello, good sir, and welcome to the Hall of Presidents. What 

brings you here on this fine day?”

“Uh, just looking around,” I said. You started wandering 

around the gift shop, looking at me and threatening to knock stuff 

over, smiling like a jack-o-lantern. I know you couldn’t have really 

done it, but I wasn’t exactly used to you at that point, and I was 

getting really nervous just out of habit. 

“Well, tickets are just eleven dollars and 95 cents,” she said, 

pointing to a sign I had already walked past. “So if you wouldn’t 

mind just coming over here to the counter,” she said, as she walked 

over to the cash register.

“Oh, yeah, sure, of course. Sorry.”

“That’s quite alright, sir.” I handed her the money and got a 

ticket. I walked through to the next room, which was the animatronic 

room, with you. It didn’t look like anybody else was there.

“What the hell do you think you were doing?” I whispered.

 I looked around to make sure we were alone. We were.

“Having fun,” you said. “It really does pay to be a pretty girl, 

doesn’t it? Free tickets and everything.”

“Yeah. Right. I mean, not that you’re not pretty or anything, er, 

well- Ahh! Stop fucking with me!”

I looked back into the gift shop and saw the old lady peeking 

over a magazine, looking back into the room I was in, looking 

worried. I smiled and waved a bit, then moved out of the doorway. “It 

sure is too bad we never had this much fun when we were dating,” you 

said.

“Huh. Fine.” I looked around. There was Nixon at his desk, 

jerking around like a robot, resigning over and over again.

“Tell me again why you like this place, exactly.”

“It’s fun. Aren’t you having fun?”

“I guess.”

You gestured to all the robots talking and jerking all over the 

room. “I guess I just like seeing all these people this way. It’s a lot 

more fun than the way they probably were.” You grabbed the guardrail 

with your hand and leaned, smiling at me. Even with your flesh rotting  

off, you still reminded me of you, somehow.
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“Huh?” I said.

“I mean, I never got a chance to see these people, they were 

dead, or at least most of them were. So it’s fun. To see them how I 

want.”

I looked over at George Washington giving a speech before 

charging the Delaware. His jaw moved up and down. “I really doubt 

this is what they were like. Didn’t the paper say something about one 

of these crushing somebody to death?” 

“No, that was at Disney, and neither of those things is the point, 

Ben.” You grabbed my arm and dragged me further into the museum.

“Well what is, then?”

“It’s just fun to imagine people however I feel like. I like 

pretending people were how I wanted them to be. Nixon’s a lot more 

fun here than he was in real life, I’m sure. If I were alive when he was 

president, he probably would have pissed me off. But I get the option 

to see this guy.”

“Huh,” I said. “Whatever.” I was getting bored of this place. 

“Your prerogative, I guess.”

“Yes it is. Now come on.” You grabbed me and pulled me 

again.

 We walked around for a little bit longer, before I finally 

convinced you that it was getting late and we had to go. We stopped at 

a motel. The  guy at the counter winked at me when I said I wanted a 

double. 

“Expecting somebody?” he said.

“Uh, yeah, sure.” I said, and handed him the money. You laughed and 

pinched my ass before walking down the hall to our room.

 I shut the door and shut off the light. Then I collapsed into bed. 

I felt your finger run up the back of my arm. I felt you shift your 

weight behind me.

 “I bought two beds,” I said.

 “I know. What, you quit liking girls on me? That would explain 

a lot.” Even though you were picking on me, there was some weird 

not-caustic note in your voice that was throwing me off a little.

 I sighed. 

You said, “I just thought I’d sleep here, is all.”

 “Fine. Sleep here.” I said. “But we’re sleeping.”

 “Of course we are. What kind of girl do you take me 

for?” 

28 29



 “You owe me money for the- Ah, forget it.” I closed my eyes, 

and fluffed my pillow a little. I almost fell asleep.

 “Benji?” you said.

 “Huh, what? Yeah?”

 “I did miss you, you know. After I left.” You touched my arm. 

I was silent for awhile. “You’re not real. You can’t say that.” 

“I did. You are kind of a pussy, you know, but you’re hard to 

forget. There were days I really wished I would bump into you, just at 

the grocery store, or something, and I could tell you all this. But I 

didn’t call you, or anything. I’m too proud for something like that. You 

know.”

I wiped a bead of sweat off my forehead. “Don’t say things like 

that. You’re not real. I’m going to bed, we’re not talking about this.” I 

closed my eyes. I fell asleep and dreamt of you.

The sun the next morning shot through the windows into my 

face.

“Aggh,” I said.

 You walked through the wall. “They have pancakes down 

there!” Let’s go, get up, get up!”

 We ate and headed back on the road. We were getting close.

 “What are you going to say once we get there? I mean, I’m 

probably the one to ask.” You looked at your nails. Earlier you had 

said you had to go for a minute, and when you came back your arm 

was back. You were starting to look more like yourself, actually. Less 

rotting, things like that.

 “I’m just going to tell her what’s going on. I, I dunno, it may 

not work, but-”

 “But you want to try.” You looked out the window.

 “I guess.”

 “Hm,” you said. “What do you think she’s going to say?”

 “I don’t know.”

 We didn’t talk much after that, and soon we got to your house. 

It didn’t look like anyone else lived there, but it was hard to be sure. It 

was a nice house.

 I took a deep breath and exhaled. 

 “You stay in the car,” I said.

 “Ok,” you said. I walked up some gravel walkway you 
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had put in, and got to your door. I knocked. There were footsteps 

coming through the house, getting louder. I shuffled a bit in the 

doorway. They stopped. I was about to knock again, or ring the 

doorbell, when you opened it some and looked at me.

“Hi,” I said. I waved.

“Hi.” You looked shocked. I couldn’t tell if it was the good 

kind or the bad kind. “What are you doing here?” You had your hand 

on your chest. You smiled a little, but I didn’t know if it was fake.

 I laughed a little. “Well. Um. Can I come in?”

 “Uh, yeah, sure.” You opened the door a little wider for me to 

come in. “Do you, um- Do you want anything to eat or something? 

Wow, I mean, I haven’t seen you for so long. How have you been?”

 “No, no, I’m fine,” I said. I looked around the house a little. I 

didn’t see anything I’d given her lying around. “I’ve been ok. Pretty 

good I guess.”

 “Well, that’s good.” You walked in with some cheese and 

crackers and looked at me like a stranger you wanted to be polite to.

 “So- What’s up?” you said. You didn’t eat anything.

“Well,” I said. I cleared my throat, and you leaned in a little. “Well, 

 you see- um, well-” I took a bite of cheese. “I, uh- I’m seeing a 

zombie-you. In my head. Heh, yeah. I mean, it’s not, like, a big deal or 

anything, I mean I know she’s not real, I think, but I just, uh- I just 

figured I’d tell you.”

 You looked at me. “Wait, what? Swallow your food and say 

that again. I don’t know, um- I don’t know if I heard you.” 

I swallowed.  “It’s just a, um, thing. A thing that I’ve been seeing. 

Something that concerns you, so I figured I’d, you know- like I said, 

it’s not a big deal, but I just figured that you might, um- I’ve missed 

you a lot, Chrissy.” I shoved some more cheese in my mouth and 

chewed, looking at her. I laughed a little to break the tension.

 “Wait, ok,” you said. “You’re seeing a “zombie version of 

me?” And, what do you mean, seeing as in seeing? Or- ‘seeing’?

 I chewed. “Well-”

 “No. Ok. I can’t do this, Ben.” You got up. “I’m sorry, but I 

can’t talk to you about this. I don’t want to- I don’t want to see you 

this way. Please get out of my house.”

 “But, Chrissy-” I tried to smile.

“No. Please leave.” You looked at the floor and pointed towards the 
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doorway. I got up. I walked out the door and closed it, and started 

walking to the car. I really thought it would be nice to see you again. 

Maybe, I dunno, maybe we could have gotten back together.

 That’s what I had in mind, anyway. And you threw me out of 

your house like a crazy person.

 I got in the car. It was getting cloudy. I looked over at you next 

to me. Your lips were missing, but you looked beautiful. You knew 

what had happened. I didn’t even need to tell you. You kissed me, and 

you soothed me, saying “It’s ok, it’s ok. I’m here.” I guess I was 

crying. But it’s ok, really. I know you’ll never hear me say this, but 

I’ve realized that I don’t need you anymore. I’m better off. I’m happy. 

No matter what you said. I’m fine.

Artwork by Colleen Itani34



 The Florida sun only looks good on postcards, I 
thought as I walked my way to the venue in my sweat-
drenched ivy cap. I was certain the Dodge Ram 250 parked 
in front of Transitions was more than willing to agree with 
me, if it could only talk. The sweaty shirts and towels 
hanging on its windows and side mirrors could only do so 
much to protect its rusting skin as it sat helplessly in the 
90+ degree weather. The heat was clouding my ability to 
think. I lit a cigarette and stood outside while Mitchy B was 
finishing his acoustic session.  I was still trying to resolve 
the dilemma of whether to stay outside or get in, as neither 
seemed to offer any amount of comfort that moment. It was 
hell everywhere.  But then again, I needed my dose of live 
ska to combat the overwhelming summer doldrums.
 
 I went in and stayed near the entrance as the crowd 
erupted into a swirling moshpit while The Disregardables—
equipped with their sonic arsenal, led ‘em rudies into battle. 
The ska fest had officially begun. It didn’t take long before I 
found myself drowning in an inescapable vortex of 
mayhem; stomping boots, flailing arms, sweat and blaring 
amplifiers. 

Ska Fest
Chad Versoza

 By the time I got into the front row, Jamie of The 
Sweet Kings, had already seized the jazz-era ribbon 
microphone, singing Rome with the crowd.

 It was like listening to The Pietasters, but with 
Jesse Michaels on vocals, delivering the intensity of 
punk rock while successfully maintaining the Jamaican 
sound. They were arguably one of the bands that stood 
out most in the show.
 
 When Chupaskabra finally took the stage, the 
energy was so high I found myself in a jazzman’s frenzy, 
indulging in the overpowering blare of the band’s brass 
section and Kelsey Baucom singing like drunken Peggy 
Lee in fast tempo, slurring her words in such a sexy 
fashion. For some reason, Baucom’s scat-singing made 
it feel like I was in a shadowy bar from the 50’s, lost in 
the thick smoke of cigars, hardbop and swing. But 
everything after Chupaskabra became nothing else but 
a blur. I was feeling dehydrated and someone had 
stolen the water bottle I thought I hid well behind the 
amps. It definitely didn’t feel right to hold the Ska Fest at 
two in the afternoon. Everyone was no match to the 
oomph of ska and the ruthless Florida summer, 
especially me for not even making it halfway. We all 
need to slow down and cool off every once in a while, 
that’s why the Jamaicans conceived of Rocksteady this 
very reason. I needed to go home. 
 Although the walk back to my car was painfully 
long, it was all worth it. I turned my CD player on as I 
got inside my car, and The Specials’ ‘Too Hot’ was on.
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The Subliminal Messaging of  

      Lady Gaga

I can’t remember how I first heard of her. It could be her “Just 
dance” music video that debuted in 2008. I thought she looked like 
Christina Aguilera, with her platinum hair and almost no clothing, 
except her style and video friends were much more hip and glam 
looking in their blazers and metallic purple tights. Though, you 
barely see the other dancers and extras except in quick cuts of 
bizarre and drunken positions. It’s mostly her rolling around on a 
couch and wall covered in floral wallpaper.  Anyways, I brushed her 
off, sick of pop-star gimmicks. 

Then in April of 2009, a photographer I know was taking fan 
photos at her show at the Ritz and asked me to be a runner for the 
other photographers. I helped take photographs of her really 
diverse and excited fan base (many had made Lady Gaga shirts and 
their own disco ball face masks) and saw her show for free. Even 
though I was in the very back and couldn’t see a thing,-I could hear 
her. And I could tell that those directly around me and the rest of 
the crowd were really into it. 

A sound clip that is played at each of her shows mentions 
how Gaga is here to “infiltrate the culture”. Infiltrate is an interesting 
word because it’s usually used to describe military tactics and 
entering enemy’s territory for takeover. In science, it’s to pass 

through a small space or a substance’s pores. In most 
cases, this word is reserved for discussing forceful entry or 
moving quickly and quietly. It has sneaky, dark undertones. 

I also couldn’t help but notice during the show how many 
times on both pre-recorded sound clips and a video clip that “My 
name is Lady Ga-Ga” was said. It was slow and robotic. And also, 
seductive, as in it pulled you in. The definition of seduce, is to 
win over or attract; to beguile into a desired state or position. But 
seductive was my word. Word choice is so very important. 
Marketing professionals especially will tell a person that. Suppose 
two words are very similar in definition, but one can evoke or 
complete a certain image in ways that the other cannot. Though 
the rest of her show intro wasn’t declaring anything to move 
mountains,-it was broken sentences full of words describing the 
general make-up of her life. “I want. The future. Gaga. Fashion. 
Technology. Dance. New York. Music. Pop Culture.” Gaga 
represented the “gimme, gimme, gimme” way of living that 
western culture has adapted to being.

A few more of her words were, “Some say Lady Gaga is a 
lie. And I am a lie. But everyday, I kill to make it true.” I 
remember thinking, “Yes. Kill to make it true… wait, what?” Her 
approach was so aggressive. I literally felt like my mind was 
being handled. It became uncomfortable. Why were we being 
incessantly reminded of “who she is”? Why was she fighting so 
hard for something she clearly had in her possession? For all that 
she has worked so hard for since she has been writing her own 
songs and playing at open mic’s when she was a young teenager, 
no one can take it away from her.

Before her career took off she worked with and was signed 
to singer, Akon’s record label Konvict Muzik and has written 
songs for musical acts, the Pussycat Dolls, Fergie, and Britney 
Spears. Akon is a man whose singles include “Smack that” and “I 
wanna love you”, both about getting a woman back to his place 
by flashing his car, money, and identity. The Dolls are popular for 
being overtly sexy and make it clear in the songs “Don’t Cha” and 

38 39



“Buttons” that the objective is to sleep with them when they 
discuss how “hot”, much of a “freak”, and ready to go they are. 
Fergie is peculiar because she has managed to break away from the 
Black Eyed Peas and make a name for herself by singing about how 
fabulous her body is, and by teaching the world and its youth how 
to spell important words like ‘glamorous’, and ‘delicious’. In the 
song entitled, “Fergalicious”, she uses the word ‘tasty’ to describe 
herself, then explains that she “ain’t promiscuous” and has “reasons 
why she tease ‘em”. I’m sure she does. Last but not least in the line 
of shallow and predictable pop music, is Ms. Spears. 

Spears is the only one that Gaga seems to have a personal 
attachment to. She has not only expressed several times how much 
she respects Britney and how proud she was to write for her, but 
when asked in high school who she thought she had been separated 
from at birth, her answer was Britney Spears. Even though there are 
several similarities that could be drawn between them, there is one 
huge difference. As pop stars, their images are a very large matter. 
With Spears, who has made her way from a Catholic school girl to 
the ringleader in a circus act, it has been proven many times in the 
past that many of her decisions are not her own and are made by 
assistants, producers, and family members. Gaga’s construction is 
completely her own. It’s detailed and intentional, and has come a 
long way. It also somehow includes sentences about art and love 
being the only things that truly matter in-between songs about 
fame and money. 

Art, love, fame, and money do not ride in the same boat. 
Someone who held love and art as high as Gaga claims she does 
wouldn’t identify with people whose life’s work is commercial, 
vapid, empty albums full of songs written by people other than 
themselves. Perhaps Gaga didn’t write “Don’t Cha,” but she still 
wrote for all the above. There’s this huge contradiction with her. She 
is and she isn’t.

 For more reference, I looked at her video interviews. I 
watched her compliment Ellen DeGeneres for being a great role 
model, especially for the gay community. I watched her teach a few 
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dance moves to two aloof women on the Today Show. I also 
amusedly watched her being interviewed by Paris Hilton. Hilton was 
invading her personal space and repeatedly calling her an icon, 
which Gaga denied. Hilton sounds and looks permanently 
inebriated, and really had nothing to ask Gaga. Instead Hilton had 
things to tell her, like how they should write some music together. I 
was impressed at how Gaga didn’t fawn over Hilton, how genuine 
she was to Ellen, and how sweet and patient she was with the Today 
Show hosts. But there is still a but. Why doesn’t any of this reflect in 
her music? 

During her video interviews she usually never gets to say 
much. The interviewer talks 75 percent of the time and even cuts 
her off with pointless, numerously already answered questions. 
Video interviews are the highlights; they’re short and to the point. 
The highlights are that she’s different and wacky and her music is 
selling very well. The lowlights are that her music is about fame and 
sex, she’s mostly offensive, and no one wants to talk about it. 
Everything she says has two sides. They never discuss the side that 
clarifies the point of a song that was inspired during a time of self-
absorption, and rich kids taking their parents’ money to buy drugs 
has all to do with how anyone from anywhere “can feel beautiful and 
dirty rich”. Is using money that you didn’t earn to get high, rich? Is 
strung out and being completely out of it beautiful? 

There was one video interview with Newnownext.com that 
was short, sweet, and to the point, asking who the person is that 
writes these lyrics. As naïve as Britney Spears was when asked why 
she dressed provocatively, Gaga was just as seemingly so, when 
asked if she thought people viewed her as promiscuous because of 
the content of her songs. Gaga shook her head and her eyes darted 
to the wall on her right as she answered, “I don’t really know how 
people see me.” When asked what she looked for in a man she 
simply said, “A big dick,” with her hands folded in her lap. “So any 
guy that has one of those has a chance?” “Yup.” Next question. Her 
lack of elaboration or hesitation to that question, and another where 
she immediately said she wasn’t looking for anyone hinted she may 
be throwing spite at someone who might have hurt her recently. 
However, she later claimed to be a “free spirit” rather than “promis-

-cuous,” though she ended the interview by saying she’s 
“enjoying touring the world and sleeping with really good-looking 
people.” That person is the one who usually comes out in print.

Interviews that end up in magazines are often given much 
more time to talk to their interviewee. In many cases, the interviewer 
is able to spend a few hours with who they’re speaking with or 
possibly even able to experience a day with them. This was the case 
for the writer of the article that was published in Rolling Stone 
magazine in June of 2009. Why this writer mentioned Marilyn 
Manson’s presence at the interview three times in an article about 
someone else is ridiculous; especially since all Manson had to say 
were things like, “I want to be that guy. I want to be balls deep,” 
when he commented on a music video involving Gaga and a model 
getting physical. This writer seemed more excited about Manson’s 
presence than Gaga’s-, though the fact that she didn’t seem to be 
bothered by Manson’s inappropriate behavior says something about 
her. Her lack of a filter for other people and herself is almost as 
puzzling as the idea that she is original. “I don’t look like the other 
perfect little pop singers,” she said. Though, the word “look” might 
as well be “appear to be” since Gaga is actually a literal culmination 
of everything she’s ever seen.

Gaga’s lightning bolt that is often on the right side of her face 
is basically the same as David Bowie’s, though his is red and hers is 
blue. The “Haus of Gaga” collection of friends collaborating with 
creative work is the factory Warhol created for himself in the 60’s. 
Her name was taken from a Queen song. Even her clothing that she 
has become so well-known for is modeled after previous collections 
by designers, Thierry Mugler and Hussein Chalayan. Gaga is a 
hungry hippo. The only thing futuristic about her is that she is an 
example showing that everything in the future will be influenced by 
everything of the past. The Flaming Lips represented their own 
category and The Ramones were just The Ramones, but now-a-days 
you can have a band that’s influenced by both The Ramones and The 
Flaming Lips and even have a bit of you-name-it mixed in. 
 Everything will be a mixture of the past. We’re becoming 
Generation copy + paste; but what happens when you copy the 
copy?
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Andy Warhol once said that in the future, everyone will be 
famous for fifteen minutes. I don’t think that everyone will. I believe 
it’s that everyone can. Everyone is capable of coming up with their 
own scandal. In the Newnownext.com interview, the question, “If 
you had to give up either sex, music, or fame, which would it be,” 
was unwelcomed with, “That’s a ridiculous question. I wouldn’t give 
up any. I’d cut off my leg.” Gaga said to break her down into three 
categories such as those was upsetting since she’s “quite a complex 
woman.”  She’s so complex that how she finds herself underneath 
all those sequins at the end of a day is something no one might ever 
know. Maybe she doesn’t and that’s how she keeps going. “Every 
minute of my life is performance.”  There is no truth to be found in 
Gaga’s world. The reason why she can be broken down into three 
basic categories is because she would rather lose a limb by her own 
hand than give up sex or fame. Though the answer to which she 
would not give up is simplest of all. Lady Gaga will always choose 
fame. 

Upcoming Shows
Sunday, Jan. 10th Anchor & Braille (Stephen Christian from Anberlin) 
W/ Marksmen and Erin Solari. 7 PM $10.50. Orpheum

Monday, Jan. 11th Trapped Under Ice, Cruel Hand, Forfeit, 
Naysayer, The Effort, Actions Speak Louder. 7 PM $10. Transitions 
Art Gallery

Friday, Jan. 15th The Letdown, Evolucid, I Kill Pxls, Squeeky Kleen, 
Shock To The System, and Izenpower. $5. Crowbar

Saturday, Jan. 16th Tailgunner Joe & The Marksmen CD Release 
Party. 8 PM. Crowbar

Friday, Jan. 22nd Her Name Is Victory, Dear Old Liar, Wine to Water. 
8 PM. Crowbar

Saturday, Jan. 30th Between The Trees, Rookie Of The Year, Action 
Item, InPassing. 6 PM $12. Crowbar

Friday, Feb. 5th John Gold, Old North East, The Sun Society, A Play 
On Words, John Allen. 7 PM $7. Transitions Art Gallery

Wednesday, Feb. 10th Cold Cave 8 PM. Crowbar

Friday, Mar. 26th G. Love & Special Sauce W/ Giant Panda Guerilla 
Dub Squad. 8 PM $26. Ritz Ybor

Thursday, Apr. 8th Copeland, I Can Make A Mess Like Nobodyʼs 
Business, Person L, Deas Vail. 7 PM $16. State Theatre 

Be sure to check out:
Crowbarlive.com

Transitionsartgallery.com
Statemedia.com
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What song are you going 

to blow your speakers 

listening to one day? 

Please e-mail your answer(s) to socraticzine@gmail.com 

and it will be printed in the next issue. ;)

Thank you a million times 

Katelyn, Bob, Jillian, Dan, 

Chad, Colleen, and the bands 

and publicists that made this 

zine possible. 

 A special thank you to The Merry Andrews Show, 
A.K.A the reason the last issue materialized.

www.themerryandrewsshow.com 

Chase after the truth like all hell and 

you’ll free yourself, even though you 

never touch its coattails.

--Clarence Darrow 
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