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The merest germ of an idea
Invades the shadow of my fear,
Unbidden in my hidden zones:
The mind | want no one to know.

Well it doesn'’t really matter if | know that it's not real, |
‘Cause | cannot hope to think away the feelings that | feel,

As the vinegar and the baking soda mixed up in my brain
Bubble up, explode, and 1 just go away. e
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The tension coiled up in me b

Asserts itself disastrously,
Should I hang on? Well | don't know.
Then impotently letting go....

My mind’s in overdrive, and | can’t catch my breath.
I'm choking on my tongue: a little taste of Death.

1 thought up my last thought, the next one is elusive.
Am | alive or dead right now? Inconclusive.

When | come 1o, I'm soaking wet,
i

And my anxiety is spen

| wonder as | close the vault: o

Will 1 withstand the next assau
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You can’t reach me, but it's not your fault;
I was born with nothing for a heart.
Wire-monkey mother cuddled me,

Thus imparting no humanity.

Every thing | ever did was wrong.
Don’t know why | ever tried at all.

Love is water, rolling off my back.

I would drown before I'd take a sip.
If you want to save me, you can try.
This is no SOS, it's goodbye.

It's always something more, or something less
or something in between,

Something | am unprepared to be.

Alienated, ill-adapted, and sadly, ill-conceived,
It's for the best, if there is one less of me.

1

I'll assassinate your fondest dream,
Smother every idealistic scheme,
Going down, I'll take you if | can:
Empty heart, with no regard for Man.
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I'was a boy,

And it was time for takin’ chances,
It was time for growin’ up.

I got a girl,
And it was true love everlasting,
Up until she broke it off.

It would not have occurred to me
From hearing teenage history
That you could lose virginity
Again and again!

I got a job,

The deal was: work an honest day,
And in return, a living wage.

I was a fool.

| gotta bust my ass around the clock,
And still live like a slave.

I thought by now | would finally understand it,
Or at the least, that | would no longer care.

I can’t believe | can still feel this frustration.

I can't believe | could so completely fail.

And what's ahead of me:
A life exactly like this,

Up until the day | close my eyes,
As Death deflowers me,

Can | at least console myself
That it's the final time?

Or will it not occur to me
From seeing my own history
That I have lost virginity
Again and again?
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If you--had to live inside a box,

And you--couldn’t go outside to play,
And life--revealed itself as suffering,
You wouldn't know another way.

If you--could meditate inside a box,
And come--to terms with existential woes,

You'd see--the pointlessness of craving freedom,

And then ascend to the next Bardo.

You believe that it's wrong, that freedom is
Diminished when immured,

As if to say that we don’t share that fate.
Could it be a kind of liberty

To have one purpose in life,

Even as a morsel on a plate?

We're just--living in a bigger box,

Do we--have any right to claim we're free?
Qur souls--are captives in this worldly prison:
We live and die, so the worms can feed.

You helieve that it's wrong, that freedom is
Diminished when immured,

And that might be true, in the here-and-now.
When you've seen it philosophically,

When your spirit has matured,

You'll lose your faith in the myth of sacred cows.
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I know I'm unattractive,

| guess it's sad but true.

I thought it wouldn't matter.
Okay, I'm stupid, too,

For thinking you could love me
For the person on the inside.

Girl, you are so attractive.
How can you be so mean?
You're such a little actress:
You love just to deceive.
But this | couldn’t see,

Till | saw the person inside.

Was | bad to you?
Why you bad to me?

if lies were beauty you would be Venus de Milo.
They say that looks don't count for much.
(That's what they say.)

And | believed it so it shows how little | know.
Mow | can't believe I'd walk away

From Venus de Milo.

Okay, I'm unattractive.

But, well, then so are you.

And we both have our good points,

But taken through and through,

I think I'd just as soon avoid the ugly person
Inside of you.
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You always laugh at me behind my back.
There's a piece of soul you seem to lack.
it's obvious to me,

That where you want to be,
Is being begged by me io take me back.

Your power trip must thrill you like a drug,

‘Cause you're all charged up when you pull the plug.
| guess | expected more,

‘Cause when you slammed the door,

You barely even made me want to shrug.

| much more than others always thought you had the right,
To reinvent yourself and then get on with your new life.
This is not assertiveness, it's cowardice’s height.

For someone always called a genius, you're just...not too
bright.

Now you're getting older and you're weak.
At the end of all your winning streaks.
And you’'ll never reach the height,

That once thrilled your acolytes,

And failure is the opus you'll achieve.

| much more than others always thought you had the right,
To reinvent yourself and then get on with your new life.
This is not assertiveness, it's cowardice, and what's more,
For someone always called a genius, you turned out to be..
£ such a bore.

Oh, yeah, listen to me snore.

You laughed at me...I'm laughing more!
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You'd never tell me; you'd rather kill me.
You want to take it to the grave.
The game we're playin’, oh, we keep delayin’,
Like we've got dignity to save.

It's not like you could ever ask me
To get out of here.

It's not like you could disappear,
‘Cause I'll always be part of you
Like you'll always be part of me.

We take our purpose from the things that hurt us,
And we're the same down to a fault.
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It's hard to tell, lt s hard to tell, as she holds me to her chest,
If love is something she can only get from someone else.

Looking out my window, happy couples all around.
Wonder why, | wonder why | have to do without.

Such a tired story, I've been living it too long.

Watching love evaporate, | wonder what went wrong.
Every word from her mouth tumbles out like a cliché.

First she rips my heart out, then she has the nerve to say...

She regrets

My romantic ohsolescence.
She says she

Knows that we

Will always be

The best of friends.

Such a tired story, she'll be living all her life.

Watching love evaporate, she'll lie awake at night.

Maybe she’ll look back on this as her tragic mistake. Then
she'll know the pain | know, when it's her own heart that
breaks.

She'll regret

Her romantic obsolescence,
She’ll wish she'd

Never wanted to be

Nothing more than friends.

Lessons learned in youth:

Some are lies and some are truth.

It's easy now to say I've figured it out,
But every now and then,

I do it all again.

| guess your conscience tells you that you want this,

And we continue with the waltz.

What started as philosophy

Is now a tragic joke.

We'd fix it but it isn't broke,
Because it gives us what we want,
But never gives us what we need.

| can see, looking in your eyes,
The feeling you're feeling.

But | can't make you recognize,
Instead, you conceal it.

We stay divided, we never fight it,
Between embracing and release.
Now we're bath wary, it's involuntary,
We won't surrender to make peace.

What's right or wrong

Is never long considered by our kind,
Defeat is something we don't mind,
As long as we deprive the other
Every single victory.

Can't you see, looking in my eyes,
I'm feeling your feeling?

And it's hard to tell, it's hard to tell,
As she holds me to her chest...
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| boil it down, make it 3|mple as | want to.

| stack the deck, and I'm holding all the aces.

Then you're all straw-men, and I've got you where |
want you:

Awaiting me to put you all in your places.

I never had much more than two minutes’
enlightenment,

I never had much more than that to say.

But if it's smooth and fast enough,

You'll just assume | know my stuff, and....

And not a word is coming off the top of my head.

| haven't got the wits with which to engage in battle.
They come to me when I'm laying down in my bed,
But | won't risk a drop of blood upon my saddle.

in a moment of crisis,

You're listening to me.

My rhetoric of devices crumbles
Under weight of your reality.

Don’t wanna be no one's object of correction.
I'll make mistakes, but nobody’s gonna see me.
| hone my words with the object of perfection,
And utter them with the passion of machinery.

1 will turn and smirk, and walk away
(Because | can)

‘Cause | never had much more than
Two minutes’ enlightenment.
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Tonight could be the night, one night it will be,

When all the seeds of my destruction bloom and kill me.

You think you're innocent? You're an accomplice.
You're just as much to blame as any other illness.

You know there's light?

| can't see it from here.
[Day comes from night.

Not after so many years.
You know you're right?

Well, it's not like “hooray!”
So say good night.

And now I'm going away.

Tonight will be the night....

G ik,

! cannot hear them Iaugh at me;

| never could before.

it never meant that much to me...to be...
An object of scorn.

And although. you might believe that I'm still nursing
every ache,

Well, | know you never get to give back all the shit you
take.

| cannot see them smirk at me;
| know they always did.

It never meant a thing to me:

| never gave a shit.

One million miles and many years away,

| stand here,

Still, I'm immune to anything you say

And every day since then | lived the life | always
wanted to.

And | never for one minute wished | could be more
like you....

They never saw me smirk at them,
Mo matter how they stared.
And even if they heard me laugh,

Your open hand doesn’'t make the situation better; 1 know they wouldn't care.

Was once a fist, and I'm not a very good forgetter.

I stand inside a pit, only one way out.

For now I'll persevere to see how all this plays out.
Alone inside my mind, and on the outside.

Born into all of this with no hope to find out why.

You always thought you were so tough,

You're not, you don't have what it takes.

You'll never have the guts to hate like the way |
hate myself.

Your bleeding heart doesn’t offer any reassurance;
Your fake concern is a not infrequent reoccurrence.
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I stare into the dark, the crimson numbers,
Advance relentlessly, indifferent as | slumber.
The race is winding down, | see the finish.
Each day | feel the will to persevere diminish.

| feel my mind in the grip of existential torture.
The open grave is the only thing I've ever worked for. ¥



#4. This may be an amateur point of view, but let me just put it out there
and you guys can respond: The basic laws of Physics are well understood
and not many people are trying to improve on them.

Steve: Improve on them?! You'd have to raise the speed limit on light!

But Quantum Physics, on the other hand, takes things to a slightly
different realm. It sort of expands physics to the realm of the
metaphysical. Am I right? It engages a level of mystery in the laws of
Physics.

Steve: That’s true, but do you know why? We're not ready to understand it. Human
beings have not evolved to the point where the apparent paradoxes of Physics are
palatable and easily grasped. Maybe in a hundred years.

So Quantum Physies is only a glimpse into some future understanding?
It’s a sort of unformed acceptance that there is a realm that we don’t
understand?

Steve: I think maybe some people do, or at least they know what the rules are, and
they re not baffled when these weird things happen on the subatomic level. But human
beings just aren’t ready. It’s only been a hundred years, you know? | bet the first guy
who figured out how to make fire scared the shit out of everyone around him. | have a
degree in Physics and I thought when I went to school that | was going to learn how
everything in the universe worked.

#1. Hey OFR! How long will it be before artificial intelligence surpasses
human intelligence?

Erick: Look. Steve’s tired of the science questions. Give the guy a break. He can’t help
every punk kid in America with their homework.

Sure, of course.
Steve: | thought that | wouldn’t have to rely on religion, or whatever other things
people have to tell themselves to try to understand the world. What 1 discovered was
#2. What’s the deal with the song title inconsistencies? that, metaphorically. vou’re at the center of something when you're born, and you have
# b b - - .. . . 5 - » "
Paul: Erick has no respect for Steve’s song titles this journey toward the horizon where you're going to understand everything and the
o« . el - ST t=] 3 il - & % N O e 3 % o
Steve: He just freely retitles songs. Often connoting contrary meanings. E; horizon is the same for everyone. It’s like this circle an infinite distance away, and if
0
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Erick: You've been in a band before, right? At practice, you don’t always go. “Let’s yougetio it or not- ~whether you t.)e.liev.e in I‘S}-'clwolf?i—?s_\«' or English Literature or
play ‘The Song Title.”” You might say, “Let’s play ‘Ole Nah Neeh Nah.” Every Los Physics or Chemistry, whatever—it’s still the same circle.
Canadians song title was just, like, the song’s notes.
Steve: EGAC, for instance. e
Is that “I’m Such an Idiot?” 3 it . e
E,I'EC-I\'IZ Yeah. It has a hidden liberation message, because it’s “CAGE” in reverse. It is 2 B s R B e
opening the cage. Sm 3

-

)

Erick: Wait...are you talking about an actual race to the circle or are you talking about
? Achilles and The Tortoise again?
3 Paul: Don’t get me started on Achilles!
3
b

y  to try to understand the world.
‘ Steve: That’s not true, though. The difficulty is that it is ambiguous. [ just found that

#3. Is it true, Steve, that you write all of OFR’s songs? there ended up being a limit to where your understanding was, and beyond that, you

Steve: Is that true? just had to sort of believe that everything was going to keep working. And [ didn’t see

n Joviny U FEL P ik . Ry 2 : 5
Paul: It's true; I have seen them written. how that was different than believing in Jesus.

Steve: I tell them what to play and then it’s finished!

Steve: Exactly. So I asked one of my professors, “Is Physics about what happens, or
about why things happen?” And he said, “Physics is about whai happens. If you want
why, go to church.”

Erick: And that’s how punk rock was born.

o
=z .
% To some degree, you resort to faith.

Paul: Yeah, he gives us candy bars and stuff. But it kirid of sucks when he drives us t
hd
around and we have to sell the records door to door. b
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#5. Is there a political element (that you are trying to spread)? o e
Erick: | thought about this situation today. I walked down to Mission Records and saw LA
sixty people, all under 18, that Ive never seen before. [ was thinking about it—that this g
is an entry level for ideas of community and political change. A lot ol people who
become activists came out of punk rock. You demonstrate to people how things work -
in the underground, and maybe it goes somewhere or maybe it doesn’t. Not everybody (\A:
sticks around. As a band, we don’t play bars or over-21 clubs and shitty shows like L
that. We try to keep everything really DIY, though the lyrics aren’t overtly political in +
nature or anything. And I feel that’s fine. I'd be upset to be held to some kind of lyrical <3
standard, when we practice things that way. Of those sixty kids, some of them will 2o ::'
on to fight for the cause at some later date. L’:J
Or at least go into Physics. &
Steve: Or leave it. N

#6. There is a sort of nihilistic streak that comes across in your songs.
Erick: That’s scientific.

Steve: It's doom, yeah.

Erick: I would say, before Steve answers, that for some reason politics came up in this
interview and I think there is a political versus scientific schism in the band—or in the
world.
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Steve: I like to address the futility of both science and politics.

That idea of science intersecting with politics—or punk-—is one of the
more unusual things about OFR.

Erick: Ok, but remember a time when punk was nihilistic?

That’s not the contradiction for me. The contradiction lies in the Physics.
Steve: It’s probably Physics that convinced me we were doomed.
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Hey, | just got the "Cnion Flavored Rings" CD and listened to it several times today. But OK, to cut ez | ,w_ 11
to the chase, and REALLY answer the question "how DID we crawl out of chaos?", here's my take e i J
on it... l; [ J ‘
i 1% s

About 10 years ago, | did a 3 day tap water fast. That's subsisting on nothing but tap water for 3 [ 7
days (while living in the Tenderloin in San Fran). Sounds like a recipe for a strange trip, and indeed FF [ GEE m ; 19 i
it was. | was actually trying to be frugal, ‘cause at the time | was kinda broke, but never mind that. 0 ] 51
Cne of the guestions | was trying to answer for myself was “just how many souls (sentient beings) {
are there in the universe? Is there a finite number? or is it infinite? And if 50, just how does that o r J ! e li_
work? And while | was on the subject, remember that one they asked in high school, "do dogs and 5 T
cals have souls?* Well all kidding aside, here's what | came up with. .. H = [ 5 ] Foiest (et " -
In the begining there was absolutely nothing. Yes. But in order for nothing to define itself {axist) o T T D
there had to be something that is everthing else but nothing, and Viola! here we {it) all are. o] —‘ U

EE] i T
MNow this is really high level but, there really 1S NOTHING, and all this something that we see and "‘ 1 ’ 5 ‘D
are, is really made out of a lot of nothing-ness. For exampla: if you look at a molecule, you'll see a Ii A L Al i
bunch of somethings surrounded by nothing.  then if you look at one of those somethings, it to, is e a1 [J i HE [53
made of somethings surrounded by nothing, and if you look at one of THOSE somethings, IT TO is = ey — l— il
made up of somethings surrounded by nothing, ect, ect... Now, if we had the hardware that was
sophisticated enough, you could just keep going down & down, until you see nothing, and Vaoila! i e SN ar ]—_‘ o]
There you have it, | rest my case. Oh, and in a somewhat unrelated point, this is what prompts me ] e
lo believe, at some level inside the micro universe is where the edge of the macro universe is. T L g e - i
OK, now heres where it's gets good. About this "whal is God* business, and “how many souls are L__
there” thing. * ’ 4
Well, whether you're a Pagan (like | am), & see God as Nature, or you see IT as a sentient being, it Down L
really makes no difference. Here's why... ..and before | go any further, | want you to know | put no 2. Book OFR read on fast tour: “You Can't
boundaries between sprituality and science.  What God is, is a zero demensional creature; 1T has tfram s . Again
no length, no width, no depth, and doesn't even exist in a chronilogical time like we Earthlings do. 5 goodbye! : .F{;t[-_ure L
IT, is this great nothing, that | referred to earlier. WE are it's reflection. |IT needs us o exists, just AKX UM i (J W‘{_‘:\E‘ only I\_'{i‘.n human farm
as much as WE need IT, to exist. So much for God. : tell /. Bar OFR played at in Eure v The

13 on first O 3. Stave's singing is around 30% purs _
14, Maximumrocks (rhyrmnes with “shit™)

Mow about the "how many souls are there" thing... The answer to this riddle is, there is really only : Wi
s A £ . o at your op ¥ o once was 5 imes s sidewalk shows or
ONE soul. ..and here's how that works... God {or the Greal Zero Dimensional Creature, if you wish) iJ. f)%"lf?"s,r?:mu wen Lol 10. OFR SDmEtéi?:Btp:-;a)q;&g fewalk shows on

is like a multi track recording artist... ...each creature that's finds it's way into this universe, 7. ihis OFR member's parents have neither seen 15, tured with Erick on OFR/Bitchin split 7
{whethar it's you, me, Martha Stewarl, or the bacteria on the door knob) is a version of God, or a .1;«': tm;m. 17. ar Player
i L - ) T e ) B i - oand Steve met in cky: 19. This OFR member's family attends most Bay
track on the big mixing console of the universe (je: each.creature represents a recorded Track) 20, Sexy, do ya hear 2 i e
Only, instead of each Track (crealure) being a static entity that always stays the same once you _ 21. The oniy good milkman 21, Let it drag you...
lay it down, the track takes on a life of it's own and plays off of the olher tracks as it goes along in | 22. OFR Saetlistologist 23. What Paliyannas try to give you
i i is. i i 241 ar JER members with mohawks 36 OHicial OF :

time. | sincerely believe the purpose of this, is so that the God creature can experience svery nook 4 i ";'j'l”;:‘ of OFR members with mohawk 25, n.u{aijolrgﬁmdm

& s o " o N . . =05 & - y L u AN
and cranny of itself, as an individual as well as another individual observing AND affecting itself. | 28. One . 28. One of many makers of generic onion flavorsd
believe it does this becuase it REALLY wants to get to know itself. Who it really is, under any and 30. The n rest germ of an... ri
all circumstances. And why not? There's nothing else to do. 3. MAR's jatervimw of OFR was wri 29. Onian Flavored Rings (abbrey)

& Curry Treat Sirest is aciually Treat

ity e e E 4 : e 35. square or cube
Well, perhaps it's this pesky insatiable curiosity that drives the enitre universe (and all the other 36, Word pranounced differently by OFR and
universes that we can't see). i Televisian

37. Band OFR toured with last time around

40, Sab s 'Naut 9, Paul's Hamea
41. Bass Piayer
43, Wheat-germ.eating Ramone

44, This record’s engineer

46. Number of OFR membars who drive

With that said, | truely belive that humor is the foundation for the universe, because al it's core,
humer is "lrany*. And, if my theories are even in the ball park of being correct, isn't lrony a
metaphor for what this whole thing we are, and live in, is?

S0 perhaps Bozo the clown was on to something when he said "just keep laughin® (1" ;) 49, A Joe who wrote {0 us about chaos
Flease feel free 1o pass this along to the other band members, and whomever else you think might D‘ o, l
be interested in my thoughts. 50. Record Latel for Spiit 7 (two words) 5 H . l
[ Hew Ard we cram
” Stuck? See hIrp:.ffunitmﬂ;wnn:d:'Engx_comfpuzzla ot of —— g -

-- Joe Pie
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