TG400 LIAR LINER NOTES:
Liar was the logical follow up to Goat. If Goat was where our sound and style gelled, Liar was where our writing and arranging came together. Liar was urgent in tone and more streamlined in its use of the basic elements. Tempos were faster, and the energy and intensity levels were at their peak. Songs like “Puss,” “Boilermaker,” and “Gladiator” were instant crowd pleasers. 

By now, we had an actual practice space located in an unused section of a steel finishing plant near our home. It was hot and humid in summer, cold and damp in winter, and noisy and filthy all year ‘round. There was a hole in the roof  that leaked constantly, a steep flight of stairs, and a putrid sink to piss into. But our share of the rent was only $70 a month! Plus, there was a sleazy little bar named Cagney’s right next door. We stayed there for years. Wouldn’t you?

- Duane Denison

----------

We played at Rotefabrik in Zürich, Switzerland, on October 9th 1992.  I don’t remember how well attended it was, but it was sparse enough that when I jumped in the audience, the Swiss parted like a loose girl’s legs.  I’m told that my head hit the cement floor hard enough that it knocked me unconscious.  

Like the troopers they are, David, Duane and Mac continued playing while the audience picked me up and placed me back on the stage.  David told me he stopped playing when he saw that I wasn’t moving, my eyes were open, and the puddle of blood under my head was getting bigger.

I don’t know how much time passed before the ambulance got there, but the next day, our tour manager, John Adkins, said that as I was being wheeled out on the gurney I kept muttering, “Nichts ist los,” which is German for ‘nothing is wrong.’  And I was telling the paramedic that he had a really nice mustache.

The first thing I remember is waking up in the hospital with an IV in my arm, blood all over my pillow, and all I wanted was a cigarette.  I didn’t know why I was in the hospital.  I didn’t know how I’d gotten to the hospital.  I found all of my clothes and belongings on the floor next to my bed, so I took my pack of cigarettes and my trusty Zippo, and started to light up.

I shared the room with 4 other patients, all of whom were men upwards of 60 years old.  When they saw me start to light a cigarette, they all barked, “Keine rauchen!” which means ‘no smoking.’  I was in no mood for hospital rules, so I got up with my ass hanging out of my robe and took my IV stand over to the window.  I opened the window, lit up, and my 4 roommates immediately joined me.  

We were all standing there with our IVs, our sea-foam green hospital gowns, our exposed asses and our delicious cigarettes when John showed up to take me away.  According to the x-ray, nothing is wrong with my head.

- David Yow

----------

Some nights our performance was focused, with an undeniable energy, the audience feeding into what we were playing, and the band running on the crowd’s energy. We had a lot of those shows, where we walked off stage and were completely spent: all we could do was collapse. We pushed each other musically to the next level of intensity. On the best nights, it felt like we had a built-in safety net. We would start a song, and somewhere I would forget I was “playing the drums,” and I felt our music in a way that’s hard to put into words…lost within the song. It became one big ball of energy. I know, it probably sounds like some new-age mumbo jumbo gumbo or whatever, but I can promise you it was real, and I will never forget that feeling. It was unearthly.

- Mac McNeilly

----------

Of all the record-albums ever made, Liar by the Jesus Lizard probably has the least explaining to do. 

Liar breaks like a shot and wires the field; the whole of it is just so very self-evident. Which is to say that Liar is also misunderstood, though this mainly results from people thinking too hard, which there seems to be more of today.

That said…

Liar is the back end of the greatest and most severe two-album punch in independent-rock history, which isn’t the same as “indie-rock,” where everything’s all mannered and tasteful and unfunny.

Liar has the best first quarter second, the best first song, and the best first two songs of any rock record you or I can think of. The rest of Liar is also quite good, as you know or will discover. No matter how often you or I listen to it, it will startle you or me every time. It is the Black Label to Goat’s Red. Goat is an unpredictable monster; Liar is a monster with focus. Something awe-ful allowed to ferment and fester and vulgarize a little more. The band made stuff before and after, but it was during this stretch that they were THE Jesus Lizard, on record and onstage. A lot of great rock music was being made in the early ’90s, but the only people who didn’t think the Jesus Lizard were the best thing going had never seen or heard them. They were the hardest, and the funniest and meanest, and they were also totally unmacho. (Parading your genitalia in front of hundreds of strangers isn’t really a macho thing, though it’s surely some other kind of thing.) Denison, McNeilly and Sims could’ve been fronted by a ball of twine and they still would’ve been the best rock band on earth. 

A bit more: Liar is a few seconds shy of 35 minutes in length, which has always seemed just right, especially when you listen to it from beginning to end, which you should. Liar is more or less the best articulation of punk rock in the ’90s. Liar didn’t come with a free digital download when it was new (still its most glaring flaw), but it did include lyrics, which you’d take to mean that they wanted you to know what Yow was saying, hissing, howling, Yowing. Then again, the lyrics on the record I got at the time are printed in blood-red on a black and gray background, so maybe not. Try it with a good light and a magnifying glass, and don’t expect any of your questions to be too satisfactorily answered. So what? A lot of what made the Jesus Lizard so very much the Jesus Lizard was that you could make out some of the words. When a song begins “You should see her use a gun,” and you can’t quite tell what comes next, but the situation is clearly unraveling, and three freakishly powerful musicians are pounding and carving out some previously unimaginable kind of truth – welcome to the void.

It should be said that I did not and do not know the band members, which is only to make clear that I possess no special insight into their individual or group motivations. (Still, how many times do you need to see a man naked before you can say you know him?) I did meet them in passing a few times because I worked then for a label in Minneapolis, which in Midwest terms isn’t far from Chicago. The most meaningful conversation I had with David Yow was at a the Jesus Lizard show. During the Jesus Lizard’s set. I discovered him standing behind me, looking excited, like he had a request to yell out. He was pretty nice and regular-seeming, which jibes with what other people say (excepting MTV and Maximum RocknRoll interviewers). That may have been the gig where Denison, McNeilly and Sims played him onstage like some scabrous punk Rat Pack; five minutes of them rorting and scorching and then Yow walked on, yelped into the microphone and without breaking stride launched his corpus into the crowd.

Being sort of there back then I did get to witness that kind of thing, the Jesus Lizard’s enfeebling power, frequently. I mean, at every chance. Fucking ridiculous. At the risk of this becoming another things-were-better-then screed, it is hard to describe what went on at their shows in the proper light, since all the most eye-catching stuff (Yow’s bare ass excluded) was codified and beaten into the dirt well before the Jesus Lizard even had a chance to break up. But you truly felt messed up for days after one of their shows, really altered. It wasn’t just the ringing in your ears, or the cuts, bruises and stains. Which you always had because you always had to get closer to the stage because…how the fuck were they doing that? Who could even imagine rock music like that, let alone execute it?

Again, Liar by the Jesus Lizard is so very self-evident. But it also points to some answers, and here they are, because answers are what life’s all about, and some of this might even be accurate, but who’s to say?
Regard Malcolm Bucknall’s  cover (still startling, like the record). Those animals are acting like people! It’s crazy. Now lower yourself into the backlit backlot dioramas playing out and coming apart in the songs, where we’re always brought in for the final bloody act of some fever dream–cum–grand guignol, no exposition required or given. Soak in it. Roll around in it. Smear it all over yourself and breath it in. Oh yeah, we humans are so evolved. “We are all of us in the gutter,” some other band said, but it’s easy to sound wise when you just dip a toe in and don’t care to face up to what’s actually going on down there. What all of us are doing down here, behind a thin patina of – what, civilization? “Misery fucks you in the ass over and over,” Yow bellows on “Dancing Naked Ladies.” Yes – that happens here. In the world of Liar by the Jesus Lizard there is no sickness that can’t be imagined through sexual depravation or deprivation. In the world of Liar the Bible was penned by Jodorowsky in one endless, tortured night, from charity to poverty and not back again. In the world of Liar, when you want out badly enough, you can tie a rope in a way that no forensic scientist will be able to fathom. That world is this world, a place where we are all animals, and the proof is in what we do to each other and ourselves every day. True then, true now. Deny it and you’re just another liar.

Maybe it’s about something else though…

- Mike Wolf, New York City, February 2009

