


HIGH DECIBEL DERRING-DO*

CHRONIC HEADACHES
BED-WETTING
HYPERTENSION
NEUROLOGICAL ANOMALIES

These are only a sampling of the joys associated with being a
member of the JESUS LIZARD. This they endure so that you might be
happy, you the listener, you the writer, you the fan or asshole. It is these
things that help the JESUS LIZARD do what they do best: HIGH
DECIBEL DERRING-DO. We mention all this only so that you can more
easily put yourself in their slippers while reading the following.

PURE

This one has a drum machine (oh well, only 3 Lizards had assembled), but it
15 no doubt in the top ten of all bad records. Drummer Mac joined the band in time
for the "CHROME" 7" which followed PURE.

HEAD

At the time this was being recorded all four Lizards shared the same digs.
They knew each other. HEAD is masterful in dynamics and subtleties, and ruthlessly
puissant. Jesus! The "MOUTHBREATHER" single set the mood nicely for the record
o come.

GOAT

Revealing the growth and evolution of the band, GOAT is a shade more
mature than previous offerings. Several bloody noses and nervous breakdowns
accompanied the writing of this record. The structural ebb and flow of "Monkey
Trick" make it a glorious epic. "Then Comes Dudley” is unstoppable ('til of course
it stops). "Mouthbreather” activates even the most languid retard, while "Seasick”
drowns even the most expert swimmers in their own juices.

"Wheelchair Epidemic" 7"

The Dicks were (arguably) the best punk band ever. "Wheelchair...” is one of
their songs and sports the all for one and one for all HEP! HEP! chorus. It's a classic.
The flip is an original that some have deemed evil and dangerous in it's riffery.

LIAR

After viewing the cover, caich your breath. LIAR is the culmination of hard
times and a love of labor. The JESUS LIZARD delve into some uncharted musical
territory on this fucker. Stripped-down, built-up, recalculated and sweated on..LIAR
tells the truth. Where "...Dudley" stopped, "Gladiator” kills without any fancy footwork.
Like the theme to a B-Western, "Zachariah” lopes lonesomely along (hic), bul is so
damned grand. The JESUS LIZARD make their first stab at dizzying psychosis with
"Whirl". "Puss" does not pussy cat around nor do the other six tracks on this slab.
These guys are crafty and this record exhibits their progress and singularity. LIAR
is a legitimate step forward so what the hell?!

DUANE DENISON  guitar
MAC McNEILLY drums
DAVID Wm. SIMS  bass

DAVID YOW vocals

*der ring-do (der'ing-doo’) n.
1. Daring action or spirit
daring  <The music of the
Jesus Lizard is certainly high-
decibel derring-do=.

DISCOGRAPHY
Pure EP/CS Aug '89

*Chrome* | "7 vs. 8"
7" single Feb '90

Head LP/CD/CS
Apr '90

"Mouthbreather* 7° single
Mov '90

Goat LP/CDICS Feb '91

"Wheelchair Epidemic” T single
Jun '92

Liar LP/CD/CS Oct '92

"Puss” on split single wiNirvana
Jan 93

All recordings released on
Touch and Go Records
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TOUC h: =« GOY
Y I 2220720
P.O. BOX 25520 CHICAGO, IL 60625 USA
1) MYDOLETON RD. LONDON M224NS ENGLAND

For more info, contact:
Touch and Go Records
Noelle Giuffrida
312-463-8316

For booking info, call:
Billions and Billions

Boche Billions or Dave Viecelli

312-235-8214
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JESUS LIZARD's frontman DAVID YOW is a savage vocalist who
brings new meaning to the phrase ‘balls-out rocker'. As the band
prepare to record a single with Nirvana, MIKE GITTER checks out

the tales of ordinary madness...

OR DAVID Yow,
Jesus Lizard's
unpredictable,
scampering
savage, playing
rock 'n'rollis a
contact sport. He's
got the scrapes, bruises,
cuts, stitches, red eyes,
sprained ankles, scabs and
aches to prove it. The man's
a bona fide rock 'n’ roll
casualty - literally.

“The most comical injury
ever?” he grins, like Robert
DeNiro's reprobate
undarstudy from ‘Cape Fear’.
"We were doing shows with
Sonic Youth and we'd done a
show during which | smashed
my elbow. It was sore, but it
was no big deal.

“Two nights later, |
smashed it again and after
the show, | happened to
scrape my hand against it
and there was this huge
thing. It looked like half a
purple banana sticking off my
elbow! It was probably as big

around as a 50-cent piece
and it stuck out about four
inches and was curled up
and solid purple.

“It was really weird. Talk
about water on the elbow! |
was laughing so hard.”

ESUS LIZARD crawl like

alligators through the

sewers of the American
Dream. Is it any wonder
they're from Chicago, home
to Al Capone, John Wayna
Gacey and Al Jourgensen?
Their deranged Metal-blues
reeks of a real neurosis.
Driven by bassist David Sims’
and drummer Mac McNeilly's
tense, claw-like rhythms and
Duane Denison's face-full-of-
knives guitar skronks, they're
the Birthday Party on
sterpids, David Lynch
jamming with Metallica.

Bend an ear to the Jesus

Lizard's latest, ‘Liar’, and get
ready for a pair of reptillian
fists to claw through you.

It's Yow's savage bodily
contortions and twisted vocal
dissertations that keep you
squirming. Then thera's those
scrotum tricks... Use your
imagination on that one.

Yow grins. “l don't do it any
maore. Too many people
shouting, "Show us your
dick!". I'm not about to show
somebody my dick. Balls
aren't that big a deal, y'know.
Surprisingly enough, they've
never got hurt, either.”

ISCOMFORT IS Yow's

business. It comes with

the job. “I've read
reviews where they call me a
megalomaniac, a crazy man,”
he explains with a howl. “It's
funny. | think | come off more
as a clown or a fool. | guess

“I'm not about to show somebody my dick.

Balls aren't that big a deal, y'know..."
- JESUS LIZARD's DAVID YOW

the violence of it could be
misconstrued as manical. I'm
really a nice, sedate guy. Ask
my wife.”

Sedate? A one-time art
school drop-out, David Yow
and his bandmates’ history is
anything but. Remember
Scratch Acid, the frontman's
erstwhile Texas-based outfit
with bassist Sims? Mot
exactly a pretty sound, but a
cathartic ona. The band
broke up when Sims and
Scratch Acid's drummer Rey
Washam got a call from
Steve Albini, needing a
rhythm section for the
blistering Rapaman.

“Last night was our 300th
show. So it's been 300 shows
in three years, two months
and four days.” And a couple
of singles, two LPs - 'Head’
and ‘Goat’ - and a drum-
machine propelled EP, 'Pure’,
that was recorded, “when the
band was more of a project”.

SPLIT single with Nirvana

is even in the works for

later this year. Apparently,
Kurt and Co came up with the
idea before the punk rock
goldrush, when they were still
a SubPop band. If anything,
that sort of cashing-in is what
the Jesus Lizard hoped to
avoid. They've had offers,
but, says Yow, big business
is none of their business.

“l don't sea us salling
enough records to make a
major label happy. Maybe if
some weird chemical thing
happens and the tastes of
averyona in the world
suddenly change... | don’t
think that’ll be the case!™

“The lyrics vary a lot;
they're either from personal
experience, something | read,
something | dreamed, totally
nonsensical,” Yow quips.

“Then other songs like
‘Rope’ are a lot more direct,”
he grins. “Albini lent me a
book called ‘Auto-Erotic
Fatalities', and there's a story
in there about this guy that
was over at his girfriend’s
house, and the girifriend and
her parants went shopping.

“When they got back, he
wasn't in the house, but there
was this trail of blood that led
out into the backyard. They
found the garden hose on
and a big hole dug. He was
hanging from a tree naked
with a trowel up his ass!
Imagine if the suicide falled.
Now thaf would ba really

embarrassing! What would
you say? ‘I don't know what




THE JESUS LIZARD

Liar

The Jesus Lizard are sex. That's why everybody
raves about them, save for followers of televan-
gelists, some Republicans and a lew orders of
nuns. There's an old unisex axiom that goes:
there are only two kinds of sex, good and excel-
lent. (If you're a virgin, don't read this review.
Just go out and buy the damned thing. It's the
same price as a dozen rubbers. Trust me.)

The band encapsulates the male propensi-
1ty to be hyperactive and hurried about the act.
Yet the members are always concerned with the
satisfactlon of thelr partners. Drummer Mac
McNeilly's wile refused to return phone calls to
discuss whether or not her husband was a
Grade A mattress thrasher, but repeated listen-
Ings of "Boilermaker” and "Rope” tend 1o prove
this true. Fact: an adjective frequently used to
describe David Sims bass playing Is pumping.
Explore his realm of the senses during
"Gladlator® and "The Art Of Self Defense.”
Duane Denison Is just as brusque as his band-
mates but his guitars can be gentle and mysteri-
ous as on “Slave Ship." And finally, ladies and
gentlemen, do you remember those momenis
when the sex is really hot and sweaty and when
you're not using your mouth, you tend to make
noises come out of It that you can never make
any other way at any other time? Listen to
David Yow during the lasciviously titled *Whirl"
and discuss with your partner what you fleel.

Now given the contexts in which the band
members are framed—the pounding, the pump-
ing, the gentle force and the babble of ecstasy—
listen to the bounce of "Perk,” the cock-rock
posturing of the coincidentally {777) titled
*Puss,” as well as the many other blood- and
sweat-engorged llalsons wrapped In fongues
and limbs with high viscosity, and you'll under-
stand why the Jesus Lizard are sex personified.

Afterward you can bask In the afterglow,
smoke clgarettes and hold each other to
*Lachariah.” What Inevitably follows Is "Dancing
Maked Ladies” with Yow's responsible advice
from a man who's been there, *You better sleep
it off." Heh-heh. You can't get enough Jesus
Lizard. (Touch And Go, PO Box 25520,
Chicago IL 6obzs) —fason Peltigrew

PULSE!

OCTOBER 1992
SPECIAL METAL SECTION

<JESUS LIZARD
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S ey
Jesus Lizard
Liar
Touch and Go

Jesus Lizard’s third and best album
to date, Liar, is a malignant brute of a
record. Produced by the king of Big
Blackness himself, Steve Albini, it's
misanthrope music that doesn’t
attempt to communicate or make
amends. It just goes on stalking and
sneering and mumbling to itself in
David Yow’s Ed-Gein-in-the-grave-
yard warble. [t's the Birthday Party on
steroids, full of atmosfear and psycho-
tic visions. Bassist David Sims and
guitarist Duane Dennison justify
Yow’s hate, erecting gigantic construc-
tions of rhythmic tension like
“Gladiator” or the steel-guitar-scarred

“Zachariah” for the singer to self-
immolate all over. And yes, Liar does

get messy.

Mike Gitter

THE ROCKET

THE JESUS LIZARD
Liar (CD)
Touch and Go

EAD VOCALIST DAVID YOW HAS BEEN

known to slam heads with audience
members to the point of needing stitches,
contort his body on stage like a human rub-
bgr band, fondle his bare testicles with a
microphone, and strip nude for publicity
photos. The Jesus Lizard delights in primal
lunacy. Song titles like “The Art of Self-
Defense,” *“Slave Ship” and *Dancing
Naked Ladies,” suggest that their third full-
length recording will be no less unnerving
than the last two.

Three years after their formation, the
(;hjcagn outfit still manages to retain the
lingering, Texan swampiness that Yow and
bassist David Wm. Sims brought with them
after the disbanding of Scratch Acid. Like a
Gu_n Club or Birthday Party loyalist, gui-
tarist Duane Denison adds to it with the kind
of razor-sharp precision that makes a little
treble sound like ghost town alienation.
While the repeated twang of *“Whirl”* swings
like a pendulum, “‘Rope™ gallops with a
psychobilly feel, and slide guitar turns
“Zachariah™ into spaghetti western eeriness.

As Steve Albini returns to the mixing
board, Liar offsets the slinky guitar with the
Lizard's trademark industrial, beat-heavy
rumble. Sims, with his monolithic bass, hugs
the tribal rhythms of drummer Mac McNeilly
(who rescued the band from a drum machine
a couple years ago) like he’s stalking from the
backwaters. And as for Yow, his psychotic
Nick Cave-ish grunts have become more
m}lﬁled on this recording, like he’s wrestling
with a pillow on his face, gasping for air,

— LISA D"ACQUISTO
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HERE COMES SICKNESS. .
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DEGENERATION TERRORISTS

Debawched, depraved and dangerous, THE JESUS LIZARD are the maest ferodous of current

American guitar bands. CATHI UNSWORTH swoons at their degenerocy and talks to them
about their new album, ‘Liar’, and their forthcoming single with Nirvana.

thair uncompromisi bedlliant foem
on the Adbni- “Head" in
1990,

Ohrsously, Chicogo - the home of
abishers, mundeners and Minisiry -
sty these chaps well
“Was v Digwied Sirwss v i this ploscs
it o
=
Durnm “There's o park across the
road where people hem up dead with
ther heads sown off. Like, here was
nglﬂmmucnmuhmhu

e

‘Mhhﬂglﬂlwmw'

nlrlﬂewhlhugu Mn;r::s witha
ul?u'rl‘uu Farniby wers murdered
url'm Butit's boo sasy b focus on the
F_r chng:unm‘id -choss ciky

s happen every

Pic: STEVE GULLICK

shil-shi |ngoihs$uuh:ﬁ.ﬁad:hp
axpouns as part
&ﬁehj&lmmﬁm ;
"lmuldg-:mh D'orrrm.-'
Agalionion anatysis ol that,” muses the

ingnr 'Eurflmd-{zrmrg
5

"We kvein this ploce
colled the Zone. It'sa Puerto
Rican gang neighbourhood.
These"s a pork ocross the rood
where people tumup deod
with their heads sawn off
= Duane Dennisan

IF the crerwed really sucks, 1l go
i tht sorts

v-'rﬂﬂmebﬂng lnh
ﬁa-iﬂ'mlgﬂpimd with o kot of

wdmt:taﬂ utm-de,

el o

anything.” g mnﬂ“u; ond
Hﬂp&mmﬂmmﬁam
jﬂd‘;nrburd:nwemdbeyudhuﬂl

“Sormetimes | jus feel the need o be
o, ” s caclls. “Bust | bl thiaa's
ool
THEBOY WITHTHE TROWEL IN HISASS
‘Mphrwlﬂw-mﬂnﬁmi
tohaar,” wmys Ducne. “Wa don't heor
mqrd'ur Mmmirhﬂll
crl‘lu:rl foce os weone, An

1-.5 M;wmm&hlﬁ
ol s ricarrse i
o ormaerised, Cur sy ol
harder ko get inio, if smore cfa
b‘h'ngu Guullrrlmc‘ul:lhh.“nﬁ:'
-] L] Tl b,
e ek e

e hyirag lowtert wehach
mmwm

v e ‘manic ond gheehud, it iohes
L]
CEW and e bhues inoo d f

The Lizord dhaim, however, that
Hhis i st entirehy bpicol of thear
“Mosh of pur o oo bove
songs,” sholes Moc
“Yach,” harthers fow, "butnot
racessarily the m.dl
vaarity, On alove
mlu?‘maud Fou Hud:l.lpt That's
it
Lm““m oy B ik
e
i dy gy
ﬂ T N
kerem sy b mrﬂ:?l-:

Ferly.
gibberish, but she whatl'm
e

TAKETHEMONEY AHD RUN

leuu reshill not cominced thae
KJ should immedictely imstigate
Lizords'

B8 FIiFvOn, uﬁdibndiq.ln;nm
mhmmrhﬁm FERACTS

Yori

*anﬂrhﬂhﬁh“iﬂu




R EQU EST JESUS LIZARD

(Touch And Go)
HATE 15 a many-splendored thing for 2 ST 17!
the Jesus Lizard. This Chicago four- =JESUS LIZARD
some wrings more from that one emo- ‘
tion than most artists can muster with a
well-rounded emotional palette. Liar
{Touch & Go), the group’s third full- 0
length release, introduces some open
space into its once totally hermetic son-
ic attack, By prying apart the sound's
layers but leaving a knot of repetitive
rhythm at the core, the Jesus Lizard
imparts genuine threat into the explo-
sive “Whirl” and “The Art of Self-De-
fense.” The focal point is still vocalist

\:Eﬁz‘%u
ON THE COVER

NOVEMBER 1992

Essential new music as chosen by CMJ‘s editorial staff

JESUS LIZARD

Liar

(Touch And Go, P.O. Box 25520,
Chicago, IL 60625/312-463-8316)

Liar once agaoin captures the sloshy charisma

of vocalist David Yow, the pointed guitar rage

of Duane Denison, and the complete in-sync
brilliance of rhythm section David Sims (bass) and
Mac McNeilly (drums), but the new Jesus Lizard
LP adds a new dynamic on its tested formula. One
won't find the relaxed gluttony of Goat, nor the
drum machine calculation of Pure, but rather the
strained tension of the Lizard's famed, consistent
command performances. The fermented power
flows from the instruments effortlessly, raising the
mere men behind them to heart-stopping heights.

THE JESLUS [LIZARIDY:
HATE IS (0},

David Yow. Psychically scarred and in
desperate need of release, he's the per-
fect embodiment of societal dysfunc-

tion.

The Washington Post
Friday, August 21st

No Scaling Back

From Jesus Lizard

ITH A pedigree that includes

Scratch Acid, Cargo Cult and
the unfortunately named Rapeman,
the Jesus Lizard is clearly one of
the best-credentialed Rust-Belt-
brutalist bands around. The
Chicago-based quartet has not
coasted on that, though. From its
1989 debut EFP, “Pure,” to the
upcoming “Liar,” the Lizard has
masterfully streamlined and
intensified its attack. Though the
band's arrangements don't fit
together in conventional ways,
Duane Denison's art-punk guitar
and the rhythm section of bassist

David Wm. Sims and drummer Mac
McNeilly create a savage synergy
with the charismatically off-kilter
singing of David Yow (his real
name, reportedly).

Yow's skittering vocals can recall
Pere Ubu's David Thomas, and
other undigested elements are

occasionally audible: The most
unlikely one is the hook to “Slave
Ship,” which derives from the
Who's “Boris the Spider.” The
Lizard doesn’t just appropriate such
mgredients through sheer force,
although it has plenty of that: the
album’s wall-of-noise has been
constructed with considerable skill,
— Mark Jenkins

THE JESUS LIZARD — “Liar™ (Touch & Ga),
Appea:‘mg Saturday with Tar at the 9:30

club and Sunday with Tar and Liguor Bike at
Max’'s in Baltimore. B To hear o Sound Bite
mﬁu albutm, eall 202 324-9000 and press

The legend of Yow's hyperactive, naked and
naughty antics have continued since his tromp on
humanity with Sims in Scratch Acid; here he blurts
out his rage, letting the sounds spill out of his
mouth without paying attention to whether his
caustic lyrics are understood. The contradictory
guitar work of Denison creates fury by alternately
pricking and stabbing, ably conveying simple yet
imaginative ideas. His guitar hails glass shards
into a bed of heavy, intense bass; where Dension
is sharp, Sims is rich, each counteracting the other
to strike a perfect balance. Drummer McNeilly's -
sophisticated style is not lost in the speeding tempo,
forcefully smattering each metered time. Proof
that at least some bands never put out a bad record:
"“Barenaked Ladys,” “‘Boiler Maker,”” “'Puss,”

*Zacharich”” and “‘The Art Of Self-Defense.”
—Christina Zafiris
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JESUS UZARD

Liar

(Touch And Go, P.O. Box 25520, Chicago,
IL 60625/312-443-8314) Since its
inception in 1987, Jesus Lizard has been
one of the most exciting live octs around,
thanks |urga|y to Duvilj]\’aﬂ's drunken, self-
abusive onstage revelry. But the band's
records never quite lived up to the infensity
of ifs stoge performances. No such problem
on the wonderfully warped Liar, which
di-:.play: the Lizard men as the scntdogim|
brutalists they truly are. From the opening
bark of the frenzied “Boilermaker” 1o the
weird, crunchy riff of the clesing “Dancing
Maked Ladies,” Liar provides a hedonistic
road tri i'traugfﬂ the multitextured ks
and valleys of Yow's perverse minmiﬂ'l
every jagged note, the band descends
deeper inlo a state of self-deprecating punk
rock decadence. Duane Dennison's quirky
guitar playing is uttery unique, and Yow's
primal howl remains unparalleled. The hyrics
on the album may be largely unintelligible,
aside from the opening cry of “I'll calm
down when |'m drinking” [“Boilermaker”),
but the music speaks on its own. While the

band's dalwary is less Huas}r and more
conventionally aggressive than on past
relecses, il's Ill:“ added roge that makes the
tunes impact with such force. Enter the
Lizard's lair with the above, plus “Gladiator,”
“Puss” and *“Whid.” (Jw)

THE HARD REPORT

”

L One of the
most bizarre and crazed bands to have ever erupled out of Texan
soil (later transplanted to Chicago), The
Jesus Lizard was initially the wreckage
that resulted from the teaming of ex-
Scratch Acid members David Yow (tor-
mented vocals) and bassist David Sims,
with guitarist Duane Denison (who
played with Sims in Rapeman. following
Acid's demise). What occurred follow-
ing this sonic collaboration is a sound that
y - is devastatingly abrasive, thick and dy-
namic, and their first release an EP called “Pure” (recorded with
a drum machine). Following the band’s recruitment of Mac
MeNeilly on drums, their first full length album cranked into
reality (“Head” followed by 1991's “Goat”). And now all you
lucky E:jople t to experience the bludgeoning textures of The
Jesus Lizard [or yourself, The band’s latest CD, “Liar” should
be assailing your lives right about now, and without a doubt it

clivers an auditory explosion you won’t soon forget. Dissonant,
chaotic, and strung throughout with raw, open emotional

wounds, “Liar” pillages neat little structures and pries them
open with unconventional noiseworks, churning vocals that
make L.5.D.'s Stanley sound remarkably tame, and scratchy,
ﬁ“ﬂpwﬁﬁulam, You might also want to note that the song
Puss appear on a split single with Nirvana sometime in
January (on Touch And Go). In &:e meantime if you think your
!"am can handle this kind of cercbral jackhammering... go for
!_L Tl}' “Whirl", “Puss", “Dancing Naked Ladies”, “Puss” or
Gladiator”, QOuch,

i

EIESUS LIZARD

DECEMBER 1992

THE JESUS LIZARD: Liar
(Touch and Go) T+t

Relish the idea of your balls in a vise? Chicago’s ar-
liculate brutes of pathological noisemongery, the Jesus
Lizard, are pretty hep on the idea themselves. Liar is the
sound of that vise closing tight—forever. David Yow is
the shrieking, growling. blue-flame-spitting vocalist
trying to wrench himself free of the workbench on which
his bandmates have built a steel trap of ungainly sonic
tension—the sound of a man suffering an ulcer of the
train, y'might say

Championed by pals like Nirvana and Kirk Hammett
and produced by the king of Big Blackness himsell,

Steve Albini, the Jesus Lizard's fourth release is more
worth your while than any of the posi-Nirvana/Jane's
Addiction/Chili Pepper chumps the A&R guys are firin’
up their BMWSs to go in search of. They're all hot and
bothered to sign the Jesus Lizard, too, but so far the
Lizard isn't buyin'. Arena rock this ain't. It's music from
some mental basement. Just listen as the opening track,
“Boilermaker,” sets the whole thing in motion—a freight
train fueled on double portions of fear and loathing.
Hulking, Seattle-style grunge this ain't, either. Oh, it's
plenty abrasive at points—something like the Birthday
Party jamming with Motorhead—and, sure, Yow's old-
man-of-the-woods yowl broods while David Wm. Sims’
bass hangs in the air like mustard gas on the hallucino-
genic, steel-guitar propelled "Zachariah™; but, y'see,
these perverts of sound aren't into clobbering you over
the head (which they do just fine) as much as they want
to crawl under your skin with ice picks and X-Acto
knives drawn. When they start stabbing wildly, as they
do on “Gladiator,” you can feel the knots twisting in your
stomach and that hole in your brain getling bigger.
Something like this could only happen in the Ameri-
can Midwest. Just imagine the sound of every whole-
some value turning in on itself and coming back to stalk
ils originators. Ladies and losers, meel the Jesus Lizard.
The sound of pure, driven dementia. —MG.
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LIVE REVIEW

The Jesus Lirard /Fudgetunnal
Camden Underworld

THE UNDERWORLD = SO
designed that entering it is like
going through the levels . of
some bizarre rioise initiation rite

what . could be crunching
gravel at the door bec imes by
turn of ite catacomb-lika twists
an inferno of such intense vol-
ume that, on finding the stage,
it's instant partial hearing shift
for a week. Fudgetunnel are
playing, the walls are indeed
vibirating, and there's a hellish,
polluted sound ringing in my

gars. This band know that rock is
notl a clean or pure music, but
filth-riciclen, unreasonably loud,
forbidden, breaking all  the
hwgiene rules of arl. Fudge-
tunnel probably, perhaps unwit-
tinggly, rip off all thair riffs from
abscure '70s hluesimetal bands,
but never befare were they
played with this palpable sense
of liberating nausea, where loss
of control is the only possible
response to such sound degra-
dation Churning hyp-
nomonotany itmay be, hut this
is noise revivalism like Loop
never  dreamed, a  lurching
jugyernaut that demands you

The Jesus Liharfl_
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groove or be steam-rolled over.,

Ihe Jesus Lizard are rmore
precise, preferring a bass sound
that doesn’t just pummel, but
actually loosens teeth inside
your head, Opening with "Then
Comes Dudley’ is one scarey
statement of intent, singer David
Yow immediately establishing
humself as the focus of the show,

a rodent-like figure writhing .
arcund the stage in his own.

theatre of the abhsurd, Because
this band are dramatic, no doubit
about i, Kerb drill riffs that trade
with perculiarly tasteful guitar
runs, hardcore thrash turned
cuddenly into  blasted torch

song. And it's this awareness of
the subtler dynamics of anger
and power that makes the Jesiis
Lizard  special, momenms  of
sheer brooding claustrophalyia
that sharpen the edge of sueh
crowd  pleasers  as "Monkey
Trick” and "Mouth Breather’,

Yow, caught between these
visions of mania and despera-
tion, almost becomes a tragic
hero — stripped to the waist, he
throws himsell into the crowd,
but the crowd just throw him
back. Now that's pathos. A con-
sunumale experience,

JOE BANKS




The Jesus Lizard
Goat
Touch & Go

ROCKPOOL

Anybody expecting “just” another sac (sic) full of aural shrapnel to issue
forth from this collective’s brawny loins oughta be set straight just a few
sec’s into track one. “Here Comes Dudley” inverts the Lizard’s usual
modus operandi; instead of everyone clawing up to the front of the mix,
there’s more than a little furtive lurking in the shadows going on. Aftera

while, the thick, strapp

ing, Bad Company riffs are deaved by David

Yow’s distorted mumble, which sounds for my money like Charles
Whitman if he'd taken over a cheaply-miked radio station instead of an
observation tower. Just as lethal is “Monkey Trick”, wherein the spacious,
foreboding echo conjures up memories of Mutiny-era Birthday Party. ‘S
funny how the less-graphic approach heightens the tension of the truly
horrific stuff churned up here. Of course, if a razor-blade gargle is your
game, Yowl] gladly engage you on “Seasick” and “South Mouth”, a pair

of more typical Lizardskins. The Dramamine-de

pendent might find Goat

too rough a beast to saddle up, but the rest of y’all should have a ball.

(P.O. Box 25520, Chicago, IL 60625)

ALTERNATIVE PRESS

THE JESUS LIZARD
GOAT

Bands like the Jesus Lizard are a major
reason my ears are mers blown-out
shells of their former selves. GOAT pro-
vides nine more ways for me (and you)
to slowly go deaf. As you might sxpect
a group with former members of
Scratch Acid and Rapeman, the Jesus
Lizard grind out tive, meighbar-
scree. [t's the swampland freakout that
veteran indie scenesters have comas 1o
expect from the Touch and Go roster.
COAT will boot your posterior sevan
shades of purple. courtesy of the slash.
ing, broksn-backed grooves, Birthday
Partyesque guitar miassma, and David
Yow's voics, a hysterical conglomera-
tion of phlegm and vomit This guy's
like an extra from One Flew Over the
Cuckoo's Nest.
That said, only two songs here really

stick in my overcrowded head “Then’

Comes Dudley” cozes menacingly out of
the tarpit like a sabertooth tiger in a
lousy mood: it has one of the most ma-
levolent bass rumbles this side of the

sphere, is the sonic
air raids over Baghdad (a reprehensible
comparison, admittedly, but an accurate
one). Any compilation tape of 1991's
most powerful songs should include
“Nub.” The rest of the album throbs
with the kind of violent, hellish noise-
rock that makes America the great na-
tion it sometimes is. (Touch and Ga)

—Dave Segal

Davld Sprague

M=ELODY-MAKZ=R

THE JESUS LIZARD

GOAT

[Touch and Go)

IT seems to me like hardcore is rapid
opproaching some sortof impaosse, rﬁe
problem being that the genre that once
prided itself on extremity has now realised
thatthere are no longer ory more extremes.
iHhe fikes of Rollins and Fugazi have taken
the read “out there’ about as far sutas it con
ge, the Butthales stll reign supreme far wilkul
weirdness and, still, no-ene ean match
Husker Du's ingspired gift for melody, then
where tonow? Thatis, | suspect, the question
that has been haunting The Jesus Lizard.
“Head”, their last(a n?ex cellent) album,
was something of a friumph, fusing the mos
I***ed up mentality imaginable with the
kinel af killer riff ossoult that many current
rock cots dream about

Tl cre once again in search of pastures
new. In taking on board new inHEznc\es.
they've come up with & record that, while not
being original, certainly effers o new fwist,
“Goat” is hordeore’s "Physical Grakit*)

The tracks centre crounjhuge, staggering,
bare-erunching riffs | ‘Mouth Breather
Nk, phw!}ﬂ?ﬂrmun ENOMMOUS
amauntio limmy Page, Vocally, David
Yaw's lyrical concerns are ogain unclear
duetahis [deli berately) mu H?ed delivery, but
I'd guess they re preity unsavoury. The gu
iz genuinely disturbed, seemingly basing his
enlire persona en the crazy asthmatic creep
from “Experiment In Terrar® Scary, 1 can tell

L=t

Cuis like "Mankey Track” reveal an
appechng subtery, while “Rodea In Julier”
[Christ!) is olmost Mashville metal

#s hardeore’s options diminish further,
Jesus Lizard ore ogoin finding new anes.

Admirable
DAVE SIMPSON

MELODY MAKER, Fobruary 91991

YOUR FLESH

JESUS LIZARD Goat LP
Like their reptilian namesake, this lot scampers
across the waves rather than moving with the
flow or resisting Its gravitational pull. Jesus Lizard
continue to break new ground as
purveyors of Innovative [llth,
expounding further than ever before
on a well-scratched surface of minimal
tension and harmolodic rhythm, The
fourth vinyl outing from this band of
wayward Texans reveals an upbeat
edginess merely hinted at previously.
Guitarist Dudne Denison moves away
from the patented cyclical acid-blues
rilfing which earmarked the group's
earlier recordings, opting Instéad for a
threadbare tenslon of split-harmonics
and a heavily distorted barrage of
augmented funk—albelt Southern fried.
David Sims' bass stalks these tunes like
a serial killer bent on leaving a trall;
always remaining one step out of reach
while maintaining a tight grip on your
spleen. Relative newcomer Mac
McNeilly expands on the established
primal thud theory, chopping up
natural rhythm like a combine and
gracelully letting beats fly like a fleet of
Ninja stars. Yocal mercenary David
Yow, who could have been named lor
his tireless lamyx suffrage, remains In
a class of his own invention, spitting
out tales of woe and deviancy like so much of last
night's phlegm. In case you're still clueless, Goar
is an aural panorama of delight and disgust,
pulled taut one moment by a sinewy thread of
riveting terror and suspense, shattered Into an
ear-splitting cadence from hell the next,
suddenly and without warning. The |esus Lizard
have come a long way to establish their
credentlals as twelve-tone vislonarles and
perhaps an unlikely Touch & Go supergroup as
well, managing to outpace their reputation where
lesser groups would be content to simply fall
back on their laurels. [Touch and Gol /. free
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THE JESUS LILZARD

HEAD

Touch & Go

THE Jesus Lizard are a new band [one EP lote last year) formed by

David Yow and David Sims, formery of the I'I'I%I'Iff Scrotch Acid (tha

latier Rapeman, also), and Mac McMeilly and Duane Denisen

!;r.'-Cnrgn Cult). "Head", their first album, will already ba familiar o
nears of the show as the record that has had the gury

“swooning with joy” on recent 5. IFs not to see why.

“Head" is fob. Again, like their “Chrome” EF, produced by
(surpriiiisal] Albini, it is an offen disturbing, nightmarish, but never less
than enthrolling, journey h the minds of the {***ed-up of
Chicage's bottered, bleak, industrial underbelly, The sound is row yet
textured, ot times barren and ot fimes explosive. At the heort of it lies o
warped worldview that conjures up visions of sodium-lit inner city
strmats sirawn with bumning petrol and barricades, flanked by disused
waorehouses full of junides, outeasts and bad diseass. *“One Evening”
sees Yow's megophoned, blurred vocals set against o fierce rhythm
and o MASS enison guitar riff, the specires of AIDS and junk
dancing amid the cacepheony, °5.0.B." sees Yow almost choking his
way through a song that deals in death, the imagery shockingly vivid,
“IfYou Hod Lips” strays close to repulsion, the fyrics [“When you
smile/1 can smell your b can soe the shit on your teeth™)
redeemed by excellent, melodically tense guitars.

*Pastoral”is grimly beautiful, the Keith Levena [circa “Poptones”)
axe-work shrouding another desolate, immaral vocal. They're
painfing a horrific picture — partly ('m sure| for twisted pleasure, and
perhaps partty lo provoks, although ofter a while the confinually
shocking content becomes meaningless.

Musically, though, this is pratty stunning shuff, o gnarled and thrilling

cCMJ

ACKPOT !

JESUS LIZARD Heod (Touch And
Go, P.O. Box 25520, Chicage, IL
&06&25)—This is the ferst LP fram this in-
Famouly bpwd [Dovid Yow, specifically),
catechysmically punk rock [Fve, vndeniably),
imprassively pedigreed bond, They stay
beet-red from stort o finish, exhauwiting
warious forms of mutan! aggression cons
vayable through o three-piecs slactric Ene-
up, in o siylae commonly asociated with
Chicago, though particulars hare helped
write 1he texibook in Auslin {Seraleh Acid),
Diovid Yow's task, fo 0 more vounied ox-
tent hare than the previews EF, involves
screaming garbled apithats with admirable
slaming and providing o conbinuaus flow of
unconrolloble id 1o contrast the mare re-
fined, sculplured rage of guitar [Duane
Denison) and the tension-snopping drums
of ex-B6"ar Mac McMailly. This venting of
the splaan is shared by fuel burnars like
Tar, Arsenal and 56nt on tha shower seg-
menls, byt the Lizard doesn't fellow o
subganra—remamber theis wera some of
the prime invanters. On this LP, and 10 &
beooder and fullar axtent live, they define
and cemant how for an sxercise in hout,
trably renditions of repressed anger will
sirpin withow! splattening. Vein-poppers

ossoult on the consciousness, Sick genius af work,

DAVE SIMPSON

METAL HAMMER

JESUS LIZARD - HEAD
Touch And Go'.
{EFA)

L LL]

Tracka: e Evadng, 5 DL, My Owe Hirins,
W s | inel Lips, Sevenn Va Elght, Mastnanl, Vs
s, Clgod Thing, light "o Shiny, Hilkar
Blclipain
Producer: Jesus Lizard, Stave Altisl
Coarntry: USA
Bludi: Chicage Racording Compay, Minsh
Mesars David Yows and tha gaszar [rn
Seralch Acid aren't known for Wheir
subllaty, and 5o hare is A noise alburn. Al
times repulsive 1o Hsten 1o - "My Own
Uring' and 'S.0,8.J" lor example. it 1s no
surprise b lind Steva Albini as engineer,
and if you're inlo his past work, then Ihis
mix of industrial terror, misogynous
chokes and I"*ked up lunky poundings
will bia right down your sick streat, ‘I You
Had Lips' and *Seven Vs Eight’ are (ha
high peints ol side ane, bul tha liip ollars
up the mind numbing 'Wax Eatar’, and
Ihe diverse musical facels of LU and
‘Good Thing® is ong of the rare occa-
sions where Ihe vocals are brought 1o
the lore, I1's an impressive build up of
tension, the closesl In rhzlhmic leal 10
lhe Pixies a la 'Gignlic’The LP
climaxes with ‘Killer McHann® with
vocals like an asthmatic parvert ranting
down the phone over vibrating concrale
guitar slabs, A sickening aural Assaull.
Wa love itl

Drunk 'N° Disorderly

RAW

The Jesus Lizard slither their way
through their second platter, *Head’
(T&GLP#54 * * x1%), aided by Steve

Albini at the production helm and coming

on with all the grace of a slaughterhouse
worker on a burger lunchbreak. Deadly!

"5.0.B.J.," "Pastaral,” “Cne Evening™

and "Tight N* Shiny,"

LONDON STUDENT

JESUS LIZARD "Head"' (T&G LI
The Jesus Lizard crawls, like Pynchon's
alligators, through the shit-encrusted
sewers of the American Dream. [t's a

dazed, more than half-crazed world of

pimps, pacdophiles and serial killers,
In the rooms and boarding houses re-
peated like cell-blocks behind the neon-
lit streets and boulevards, rape and
mutilation form the empirical basis for

.an cthic-of newrotic social fear. **One

Evening'* forms a temporal paradigm
which meets its grisly nemesis in "(None
Other Than) Kifler McHann™, Dis-
toried vocal anguish hails the black
nightmare of a spinning musical cami-
val, its twisted roots plunged deep in
the dark swamps of the blues. Thus far
has civilisation brought us. Qur moral
[abric in tatters, Jesus Lizard hold us,
the knife at our backs flashing wild in
the setting sun, on the brink of social
disintegration. But you may notrealise
until your face is in the guiter, your
blood's curdling far down in the drains
and Jesus Lizard psychosis is rampag-
ing through your head... (G.C.)

OPTION

N THE JESUS LIZARD: Head This quartel
(ex-Scratch Acid, Rapeman, Cargo Cult,
Phantom 309) has decided to divorce ilsell
from tha arl-noize scens once and for all. The
welcoma resull is 8 wedding with the blues,
Jasus Lizard is equally capable at cralting a
sensuous and malodic — almos! gospalish —
tune {"Pasioral") as well 85 a dislorted blast of
searing, private dick junkjazz (“If You Had
Lips"). There are moments of plaster shaking,
fuluristic metal; thera are splayed riwthms
framing space age guitar warps and primal
savage vocalizing; there ara complex ar-
rangements fraught with more dynamic
lension than an orchestral score. More
imporiantly, there is a cohesiveness lo the
whole shebang thal is never obscured by the
surface chaos. This is the mark of a band that
understands the simple beauty and inner
workings of a twelve-bar passage; once
internalized, the fragmentation and exlrapo-
lation bacomes easy, and the J.L would seem
{0 ba wisa far beyond its relative years,

ROCKPOOL

Joasus Lizard
Head
Touch & Go

NME

THE JESUS LIZARD

Head (Touch And Go LP/
Cassetta/CD)
CONSTRUCTED FROM the bare
bones of Rapeman, Scratch Acid
and Cargo Cult, engineered by
*skinny" Steva Albini, and sicker
than a dying dog, Jesus Lizard
ook very good on paper. In
practice, this industrial strangth
post-hardcore grunge LP is their
anly claim to nirvana so far. Al
the mistakes and miscalculations
of previous EPs have been
ruthlessly discarded for ong
complete mindf—,

David Yow, the singer and
Iyricist, is sickar than most. |
guess baing mild-mannered and
hanging out in Austin, Texas
conceals 8 depraved, corrupted
charactar. Tha man is a menace to
society; his obsessions with shit,
blood and voyeurism probably
show the makings of a first-class
psychopath. _

Thank God he sings in a rock
band {the thought of him doing
anything else is 0o grievous to
bearl. Of coursa, by singing, |
mean the sound of cats being
strangled, someona screaming
hoarsaly from inside a closel ete,

The actual musicis surprisingly
rhythmic, Not exactly dance
motions but high-powered sub-
R&B overkill with guitars like
crystal stalacites. Anyone who
thought tha four-piece standard
r'r'rlineup was creaking or dead
should learn from Jesus Lizard. |
don't know how they manageto
gat new sounds, new
combinations of notes out of
tried-and-tested riffs but let's not
analyse too much. Half the funis
in surrandering yoursalfto the
grooves—and they are ‘grooves’
—instead of sitting back thinking
hard.

On the minus side, there’s the
kind of casual sexism that have
made some of thair past projects
sound untasteful. Songs like by
Own Urine’ and the lines " Hey,
shitmouth, | love you™ won't
exactly endear them to the right-
thinking brigada.

I"d like to think it"s intentional,
and that they know better and are
being "ironic’ and "humorous’,
but this is dangerous territory.
There's even the chance that
they're slowly turning into the
rednecks and timewasters they
started off parodying. (7)

Deals Fadele

Bigger (they've kicked out their drum machine and replaced it with
former 86 drummer, Mac McNeilly) and considerably, {arguably)
batter than before, Jesus Lizard returns from vinyl hibemation with
their first full-dlength LP, Head Hs sound isn't that different than
that of their debut EP, Pure, it's just much more cohesive. More
like a band than a bunch of people who happen to be playing
together. Songs like "S.D.B.J.," "Killer McHann" and *7 Vs 8°
howl and dang, lurching and stumbling In a haze of sereechy
distortion, while "Pastoral” actually lopes along rather prattily, and
is likely 1o ba the only track on the record deemed tolerable by
your mare pop-orlented friends. As you might have predicted,
Steve Albini does his engineering/sort-of-producing thing hers,
like ha did last ime around, except now he's got even better
material 1o work with. If's a cliche — but don't miss this ona.
(PO Box 25520, Chicago, IL - 60625)

Kristin Camey
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The presence of David Yow is a demanding experience in sight and
sound. His savage bodily mechanisms and contortions have led to his
reputation as being somewhat unhinged, His twisted dissertations are

enuinely profound. Inany other instance, perhaps, a hopeless mental case.
%m Yow's business is the Jesus
Lizard, It comes with the job.

"I've read reviews where they call
me a wild megalomaniac crazy man”
Yow explains with a howl. "I think
that's pretty comical. My girlfriend
works here at Tauch and Go'and oc-
casionally she'll be talking to people
and they'Il find owt I'm her boyfriend. They're like, "My God, vou live with
him? lsn’t he a crazy asshole? ['m a really nice, sedate guy.”

The Jesus Lizard have crafted a sound powered by riveting cadence and
hypnotic thyvthms, a mixture of their own brand of snake charming and
tribal dance. Yow fronts the congregation less as a vocalist than a shaman,
shrieking and howling as if conjuring rain on torrid earth. Bassist David
Sims dredges the cracked soil with heavy claw-like apparatus in grotesque
patterns. Drummer Mac NcMeilly brings the storms down as Duane

The Jesus Lizard

"Dancing Naked Ladies”
Touch and Go

More than most bands in America, The Jesus
Lizard is an island. While others are obviously
connected to some movement or sound, these
guys wade through their own lagoon, creating
an intaglio that is engraved with a sense of
gushing release, not taking cues from anyone
except maybe in spirit, where [ would place
them closer to the late ‘70s, early ‘80s Australian
pound of The Birthday Party and Hunters and
Collectors  than to anything modern and
American. Forget that they do a Dicks song,
"Wheelchair Epidemic;” when The Jesus Lizard
play it, the song is transformed. Lizard howler
David Yow is a walking hunk of a mean mad
who mutates Dicks” {and now Sister Double
Happiness) singer Gary Floyd's operatic bellow
into a brand of rage that is his own. On
"Dancing MNaked Ladies” there is very little
apparent movement. The riffs repeat over and
over feeding on themselves until the ostensible
stagnation begins to boil with restlessness,
swirling within itself. Then the bubbles burst
and the listener is left with nothing else to do
except get up off the coach and start the whole
process over again. (P.O. Box 2552, Chicago,
IL a0625)

JESUS LIZARD

Denison delivers the guitar with erosive intonations

From the roots of Scratch Acid and Rapeman The Jesus Lizard sprung,
but in the beginning its climate was unpredictable. “After Scratch Acid
brtsktu%l didn’t want tobe ina band,” confesses Yow, 'l really enjoved the
touring but after it was over [ didn’t really feel the urge.

T was screwing around with Duane for a while, plaving bass with him.
Twasn't any good s0 we asked Dave Sims to do it We were still in Texas at
the time, and weren't having much fun, especially with the drum machine
Sowe blew that off. Daveand Ray from Seratch Acid said they were moving
up (to Chicago) to be in Rapeman. | had lived in Texas for 13 vears and was
tired of it, so ] went with them as Ray’s drum technician, When we got there
Albinisaid ‘no, wedon't want arcadie,” sol got a job in the kitchen instead,”

Lucky for him, Rapeman was a short lived operation, and before long he
found himself on the vocal path again. The oniginal EF, Paree, was a result
of the Jesus Lizard's earliest evolution, and wasn't taken too seriously by
Dravid Yow. "It was just sort of a project. [ did it more as a favor to David
and Duane because | wasn't too wild about the songs, and about my parts.”

[n time, Yow grew into the post-pop, post-punk, post-noise, post-music
of TIL, and the anger left over from his Scratch Add days re-emerged. Since
then two singles and two LP's, Head and Goar have moved the Chicago
foursome further from the gennes their previous bands once piloted, and
closer to uncharted waters. The four letter titles, by the way, are for
continuity, nothing more, and the words don’t mean a thing,

Lyrically, however, there is more to Yow's twisted incantations that ane
might decipher. “Sometimes [l think of & phrase | like, or something will
come to me, and I'll build on it. Sometimes they're based on personal
experiences. “Then Comes Dudley” is
about this job 1 used to have. The
people that ran this place were fucked-
up crazyv. The man that owned it
worked there with his wife and his
mistress lived there. His wife didn’t
even care that he was fucking this girl
all the time. "Tudley’ is sort of about
them, the idea of Dudley Do-Right
coming along and killing them.
Maonkey Trick’ is about the ‘knife
stick-up place.” [ got a knife pulled on
me once and Mac calls it the knife
stick-up place.”

“We've got a new song called
‘Rope.” Albini lent me a book called
Anto Erotic Fatalities, and there’s a
vare history in there of one guv that
nuig himself after covering himself
in mud and putting a trowel up his
ass. Thesang is pretty funny. The line
goes — and it thymes, which is kind
of corny — "he lay beneath the broken
bridge, face down in the grass/ no
mason nor brick laverhe/ but a
trowel was in his ass.™

A true poet. There's more... : ;

"The other day I had some pretty impulsive behavior. [ haven't done acid
in about six or seven years, and someone had given me some. The other
day 1 was looking for lvrical inspiration, so ] went out and got a six pack of
beer.... and I don't even smoke pot, but [ rolled a joint and took some acid
in hopes that T would come up with some Ivrical revelation. Instead [ just
watched some TV and took a shower. | wrote a couple of things down and
at the time [ thought they were really great. The next day I read them and
they really sucked.”

A split single with Mirvana (veah, you read it right} will precede T]L's
third album, Parn, which we will hear this fall. Relax, this is not a cashing
inof Nirvana's success, in fact the whole thing was planned when they were
still a SubPop band, According to Yow, the big business is none of their
business.

Tdon't trust those people. There have been some majors that have tried
to talk us into signing, | don’t think we have the potential or popularity to
sell enough records to make a major label happy. They're trving to convince
us that there's this window opening up for alternative music, 1 don’tbelieve
it. Because Nirvana suddenly became the Beatles everv label thinks their
alternative band is going to sell millions of records. We sell what 1 think s
a pretty good number of records. We couldn’t be happier where we are.”
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=Y all year and this is just as good - a W nr ( Bl coldblooded white blues, plays more by the rules - but there's nothing

stripped down pure might workoutthat |, here to suggest these Windy City shitstormers would make ideal dinner {"h
b q probably only Tar could come closeto. [ w party guests.
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es us ar Go) ‘Chrome’ [Touch And
i . () . Go)Once again stamped - | |
i V r ‘ X I think the Lizard ore a conglomerate of with the mitts of studio
% ; various hip Yank punk rock dudes. Find sorcerer Steve Albini, Jesus
'ra tezm et outfor yourself if you care. “Chrome” Lizard alse boast two former l
{J [ ( gets the standard E.T. recommendation members of Texas psychos
| - of the week for kicking-ass-ond-that's- Scratch Acid. What's even !
Q .1 all-you-need- lo- know, F*"ing alrightl mqlfeimpr:siiv? is It..hTr ]
‘m c : ; 0 b e ‘ ability to add a fresh slant to

& thehcun}rant US grunge h;]uom
with a frustratingly catc
Q \ ( l f: V ‘l, tribute to late '?gD: m:risey '
Ny * gods, Chrome, which verges
- \ on excellence though it
0 X l K (} descends on you like a swarm
; = of wasps.
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‘Chroma’

Tewch And 0o

Steamy, swealy, heavy-handed bul
almost melodic Metal. With @ wacka
yocalist who sounds like Ehis wilh a
burger in his mouth, The Jesus Lizard are
distusbingty lowd and intensa. Thair
guitarist sounds like he's takena
chainsaw to proceedings at ane point.
{hen he plays a low holding riff 10 keep
everyang worred. ‘Chrome’ is a bit like
putting your head in a tumble dryer.
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THE JESUS LIZARD: Chrome.

ouch And Go [Seven-inch anly)

&G 53). Blistering releass from a
Chicago band with Steve Albini in
the producer's chair. The A-side
combines a fearsome guitar riff
with submerged, yelping vocals
and generates plenty of eleciricity.

JESUS LIZARD - "Chrome/7 vs 8"

For whatever reason, and totally out of nowhere. The JESUS
LIZARD (ex-SCRATCH ACID, PHANTOM 309, etc.) declded to do
sortol a CHROME medley--and thank god they did! Cool, timely |dea.

The Nip is a cool orlﬁlnnl that has overall better production than the
12". Amazing band live as well, (ML)
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