TG468 GOAT LINER NOTES:

By now we were hitting our stride. We were starting to sound like an original band and not just the sum of our influences. We had our own sound—minimal, dissonant, abrasive, and loud. It was noisy yet very controlled, dark but humorous. The arrangements were sparse, leaving plenty to the imagination. We’d been working with sound recordist Steve Albini for several years by now, and his spartan methods were well suited to bring out the spaciousness even more.

All our time on the road was starting to pay off.  The crowds were getting bigger and the amount of press we were getting was growing. We were starting to play overseas, and it seemed like American underground bands (especially ones from Chicago or Seattle) were making the kind of music people wanted to hear. We were touring almost constantly, taking time off  to pay our bills, wash our clothes, and record demos when we could. It was exhausting and exciting. 

- Duane Denison

----------

May 1991: The members of the Jesus Lizard walk onto the stage of a trendy Pittsburgh dance club known for its exposed-girder ceiling, questionable PA system and extortionate drink prices. Frontman David Yow—looking like he hasn’t seen new clothes, a hot shower or a comfy bed in weeks—is clutching a beer in one hand and the microphone in the other.

“Okay, let’s get some stuff straight right now,” he says, punctuating his sentiment with a furry belch. “First of all, turn this shitty music off.” The club’s DJ, who’d been spinning some third-rate import dance remix, immediately complies. “Second, turn down these lights, I’ve got a fucking headache.” The house lights dim, but as Yow looks down, he notices dry-ice vapors starting to seep through specially created ports drilled into the floor. “And turn these fuckin’ smoke machines off or else we’re going to cover this club in shit!” Guitarist Duane Denison plucks out the corrosive riff to “Seasick,” and half a nanosecond before the behemoth rhythm section of bassist David Wm. Sims and drummer Mac McNeilly come in, Yow launches himself on top of the audience, blessing them with a special salve of tepid beer, unfiltered sweat and ropy saliva.

It doesn’t matter if you weren’t there at the time (although where I’m standing, it kinda sucks to be you). You’re here now, experiencing Goat, one of the great pinnacles in the history of the American underground. Over the course of 30 minutes and a handful of seconds, the Jesus Lizard convey everything I love about rock music; thoughtful dynamics, a rhythm section tighter than a screwgun affixing your foot to a slat of Pergo and a vocalist who eschews linear “singing” in order to transfix you in his own moist, aromatic way. If the drum machine-priming of 1989’s Pure felt like a sketchbook of possibilities (while still being intriguing, mind you), and 1990’s Head was the band steadying their equilibrium, the Jesus Lizard’s third document was the formula perfected, the cylinders firing in time, the crosshairs perfectly aligned in the scope, the last stiff drink before blacking out. (Please pick your favorite metaphor from the short list provided above.)

“The thing about the Jesus Lizard that really made them unique was the way they would build both songs and tension,” recalls acclaimed artist Derek Hess, a longtime supporter of the band who booked them frequently at the classic Cleveland haunt the Euclid Tavern. “You can hear it in songs like ‘Seasick’ and ‘Then Comes Dudley.’ Yow would go off chaotically but seemingly [came off] as part of every note. I had never seen that kind of performance pulled off before—or after, for that matter. They were definitely one of the best bands I’ve ever seen.”

In my twisted universe, Goat holds up for two very succinct reasons. Obviously, the first is the music. Denison’s clean tone and admirable restraint—no lapses into “blistering fretwork” or unnecessary effects pedals here—kept the band dangerous at any speed. Likewise, Sims’ elastic basslines pulled double-duty in both propulsion and booty-movin’ departments. (A dude in Pittsburgh once bragged to me about having a girlfriend who so loved “Then Comes Dudley,” she would give him lap dances at home while the song played.) McNeilly beat the traps like they were hedge fund managers, with impeccable timing and attendant stamina. (If I may be so pretentious, I would posit that the mighty Mac isn’t a drummer; rather, he plays drums, if you catch my drift.) Then you have Yow, whose loose-cannon vocal prowess can be summarized as one-part stream-of-consciousness savant, one-part belligerent homeless person and one-part drunken tailgater at a Bulls game, all wrapped up in the body of ’70s comedian impressionist John Byner. (Fuck you, Google him.) One can only conjecture what he’s singing about on these tracks; after all these years, Yow has never told me who the song “Mouthbreather” was written about. (I have heard from a reliable source that it is most definitely about a former drummer of the Breeders, but my attorneys have prohibited me from typing further on the subject.)

But there’s another relatively unspoken reason why Goat remains positively coruscating. Simply put, the chemistry of these four men exploded in the faces of a lot of underground music listeners--and it was good. While various subcultures would routinely put down other bands (and thus their requisite fans), the Jesus Lizard enjoyed a respected commonality between the tribes. On any given night, their audiences would feature angry dudes well into their thirties, damaged by prolonged exposure to hardcore; nerdy college virgins wearing thick black glasses and knapsacks; industrial-rock rivetheads with entirely too many piercings; and a coterie of vomit-faced hipsters who were fond of bragging about how much they paid for their copies of Rapeman’s “Hated Chinee” single. (Three bucks. Thanks for asking.)

Like most people who are long on their passion for music, but exasperatingly short on common sense, I’ve done stupid things to see bands. I have driven five hours to see a group play a 35-minute set only to immediately run to the car to fight the drowsy drive home as soon as they walked offstage. I routinely jacked my credit cards to amounts approximating the gross national product of a third-world nation to pay for everything from hotels to meals to tickets to incidental expenses incurred seeing a band. But I think the stupidest thing I ever did in the name of thee rock was to agree to meet a girl at a Jesus Lizard show and then pretty much ignore her so I could concentrate fully on all of the bad craziness Messrs. Denison, McNeilly, Sims and Yow were throwing down at the time (September 1992 at the Beehive in Pittsburgh, for those of you paying attention). It turns out she was best friends with the future Mrs. John Cougar Mellencamp and would later be maid of honor at the wedding. (I phoned her up for the next two days and she never returned my calls.) Wherever she is, I hope she’s as happy as I am right now, knowing that this souped-up, chrome-plated version of Goat, one of my favorite records in life, is rearing its jagged, pulsing, angular and slightly retarded head once again. But I gotta tell ya, as I blast this fucker at top volume, I’m reminded that sometimes girls are overrated… 

- JASON PETTIGREW, Cleveland, March 2009

----------

Then Comes Dudley

The most important thing about this song is the dance. That’s right, you heard me. Put your feet at shoulder width, toes slightly pointed outward, knees above toes, with your elbows at right angles and your hands poised as if each is holding an invisible grapefruit. It is also necessary to point your face skyward with your head slightly tilted. Now pivot your wrists and polish those grapefruits!  That’s how you do The Dudley.

Mouth Breather

OK, for once and for all! It’s Britt dammit!

Nub

Although Nub is about a little boy who lost his hand out of a bus window, I like to picture the one-armed man in Twin Peaks with his shirt off and his nub all a-twitchin’.

Seasick

Ahhh, listening to Seasick. What a pleasure. I swear I can smell the salt water, hear the crashing waves and feel the sand up in my shorts. Drinking rum and cokes, and looking like a cranberry. Gulls float overhead, cackling and swooping down to nab garbage tidbits. I wanna dive in the warm crystal clear ocean and snorkel the day away. It’s all fine and dandy until somebody tries to kill you.

Monkey Trick

The best song ever written in the entire history of the entire cosmos, ever.

Karpis

This here number tells the fancifully embellished tale of one Alvin  Karpis, a man who served 33 years in prison (mostly in Alcatraz), had his finger prints removed, and taught some dude how to play guitar. Our version portrays him as more of a cat whose main concern is smoking.

South Mouth

You have seen those girls whose kissers look kinda like scarlet wax candy lips? Yep. An off duty clown is still a clown. Cops are cops. Milk to drink.

Lady Shoes

We’ve all had weird dreams, but mine have occasionally walked away with the cake. I dreamed this little gem and woke up laughing. It’s two little surreal stories that I consider two little surreal jokes. Most folks don’t think they’re as funny as I do.

Rodeo In Joliet

I was recently told that my hair resembles William Shakespeare’s. Thank god my pants don’t. Personally, I think I’m a dead ringer for Roberto Begnini.

- David Yow

----------

I remember recording at CRC (Chicago Recording Company). This was where we recorded Head, Goat, Liar and Down. It didn’t take us long to settle in each time, and for me it felt like a camping trip inside the studio. For those hours we were in there, it was our rock and roll home. Nice polished wood floors, sliding glass doors, a huge console, and our equipment set up within these luxurious surroundings. Something about that scenario made me feel like we were getting away with something. My favorite part of the day would be when David did his vocals. The guitar, bass and drums were done, and now it was time for the real entertainment to begin. I don’t know how many different sounds can come out of a person, but I got to hear one guy make most of them.   Thanks, Dave. 

- Mac McNeilly

