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A Letter by the Editor: 

 Pretty Vacant zine began in 2005 as a grass-

roots experimental effort inspired by many 

different entities. From the disparagement in 

the closing of C.B.G.B.’s, the dare presented 

from and directed to youth culture in the docu-

mentary ―1991: The Year Punk Broke‖, the 

story of running away to the beat of a drum 

and  naïve early experiences from Cameron 

Crowe as presented in his film ―Almost Fa-

mous‖ to the fanzines of Punk Magazine and 

Sniffin’ Glue. The concept that one could in-

dependently release to the community and the 

world a tribute to rock n roll, to bring people 

to together, with the freedom to choose what 

goes into it and what stays out – to drain all of 

the ―filler‖ and leave something that inspires 

readers to think outside a set of rules or ideas 

or certain genres of rock n roll – that’s what 

Pretty Vacant zine was found upon.  

 Thanks to the social media advances in 

MySpace, this was all possible. In MySpace’s 

early years, it was a wonderful platform for 

bands around the world to be able to get their 

names, information and even their music onto 

the internet for public access. Artists could 

post sample clips and encourage fans to buy 

their album or choose to post full tracks for 

free. As a journalist/editor for the zine, I could 

message bands, both independent and major 

label – as well as independent record labels 

representatives – and they would respond, 

with sincere appreciation and interest to be a 

part of an interview for our issues. It was a 

great business model in the beginning.  

Unfortunately, like any good business model, it 

quickly became dominated by many corporate 

entities and interests, and the distance of ac-

cessibility between bands and fans consistent-

ly grew larger and much more complicated. 

After 2007, the ability to find bands and do 

custom searches began a steady decline into 

extinction. Today, if you log in to MySpace, 

unless you know the specific URL address of 

a band’s profile page, there isn’t an independ-

ent accessibility anymore. Most (certainly not 

all) independent band pages are vacant and left 

behind, like an empty house with boxes of 

treasured items.  

 In 2007 I enrolled into college as a journalism 

major. I chose this major with the intention of 

running my own magazine professionally as a 

career goal. I will admit I didn’t know a whole 

lot about what I was getting into, as far as the 

business end was concerned. I have always 

prided myself in not being a part of the whole 

global product-advertising monster. I have 

not, and never want to run a zine where I have 

to succumb to advertising businesses or prod-

ucts. If I was ―annoyed‖ with this ever-

growing in-your-face dominance of advertis-

ing in day to day life back then, I am fucking 

bent over sick from it today. 

Yes, this consumerism phenomenon has always 

been present in my lifetime – I turn 24 this 

year. Especially the fact that I grew up as part 

of the ―MTV generation‖ – I know I am a 

product of consumerism. Yes, I also accept the 

fact that I am advertising products and busi-

nesses, in a sense – the bands I promote, en-

couraging you to buy their products, their mu-

sic go to their concerts, or promoting the prod-

ucts of artists, writers, etc. However, I will 

always make damn sure to never ever publish 

anything that isn’t from an artist (of words, 

pictures, music, etc)’s direct input. You will 

not see any ads for any businesses or products 

in my zines. Elements like this, in my opinion, 

bring impurity to artistry.  

 

 

                            (continued on next page…) 



It starts as a virus, small and desolate, and 

grows like a cancer until it kills the artistic intention 

of a publishing. In these past five – going on six – 

years, I’ve learned a hell of a lot to appreciate work 

that is done for free, that takes time, and I have grown 

to learn that it is worth more than any check amount 

one could write for services. I believe whole-

heartedly in the necessity of non-profit work. I have 

extensive training in this field and it is one of the 

many paths I intend to follow in my professional ca-

reer. This zine has always been and will always be 

a non-profit. If anything ever came between the zine 

which would require it to work as a for-profit model, 

it will find another fucking way. But, I doubt that will 

happen.  

Simultaneously, these past few years I began 

to notice correlations between many different systems 

in America. I’m very aware these things were already 

occurring, but as I’ve grown older I’ve learned the 

importance in expanding my awareness of these 

trends.  

First, the relationship between the dependency 

of technology and the lack of organic expressionism 

or curiosity to expand knowledge in our culture; this 

sickens me profoundly. As technology has become 

more expansive, more readily available in western 

culture, there is a steady decline in the length of atten-

tion we spend on items – hell, even the average time 

you’ll spend reading this zine. The average American 

spends about two minutes or less looking at a maga-

zine. I don’t expect this zine to be a huge, gigantic 

smash hit for that very reason. On the New York 

Times website, most articles are one-page and then 

you hit a pay wall if you want to read the rest. No one 

wants to spend money or time to go through all the 

trouble to read something thought-provoking, even if 

it is wrapped in a small tiny package so neatly and 

long enough for a two-minute attention diet. There is 

a reason twitters are exactly 140 characters or less, 

why Facebook is all the rage with status messages 

short enough to read in ten seconds or less and why 

newspapers are dying out. It is all connected. For a 

capitalist system, it is easier to dominate as many cul-

tures as possible if the incentives to question the in-

tentions behind the dominance are masked, unavaila-

ble or untrue. Western media is currently a system 

that operates on fear and consumerism. If we fear 

everything, we will buy into everything to keep us 

away from what we fear. If a ―trusted news source‖ 

says it’s true, it’s simpler than researching the schol-

arly articles to question it. Well, we don’t have access 

to those as a general public anyway. They are exclu-

sively open to universities and scientific communities. 

We don’t want to become what media deems as ugly, 

so we buy the Proactiv and take the pills and get the 

botox to live up to this imaginary, implied standard of 

accepted beauty. If we fear spending too much on the 

food that’s good for us, we’ll go out for high-sodium 

Chinese or the fast food because, well, it’s cheaper 

and more readily available – and at least the vegeta-

bles in the dinner or the two or three pieces of lettuce 

and the tomato slice in the sandwich are good for us, 

right? And yet, we are all about it, because it’s a sys-

tem we’re lead to believe works – at least for the mo-

ment. Social media depends on everything that hap-

pens ―in the moment‖. The modeling industry has al-

ways operated on the same platform. Well, look at 

Gia Carangi, look at Amber Smith or Kate Moss – 

this is not a healthy, beneficial concept to promote. 

Glorifying artificial concepts and short-term ideas is a 

destructive activity in the long run and has no benefit 

for a population. Just as we know high sodium/

cholesterol fast food is bad for you; the addictive ad-

ditives in your snack foods will cause illness down 

the line. Nothing about this ―of the moment‖ culture 

is worth its salt. Pun intended. 
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At the same time, little things in the music in-

dustry began to consistently decline. Ticket prices, I 

noticed, began a surge that has never been seen before. 

In January 2007 or so I saw Taking Back Sunday in 

Birmingham at the BJCC Arena with three or four oth-

er bands when the individual ticket price was about 

$25.00 – maybe $30.00-ish WITH the Ticketmaster 

fees. I saw H.I.M. twice in Atlanta at the Tabernacle, 

once in May 2006 (my 17th birthday, some of the best 

memories of my life) and again in November 2007 at 

about $25.00 a ticket as well. Even then that was con-

sidered slightly pricey for my friends and I, especially 

factoring in travel expenses for a three to four hour 

trip. A year later those prices increased to $40.00+ 

dollar tickets, now I believe it’s around $75.00+ on 

average. Well, so much for a good rock show.  

All of a sudden ―pop-punk‖ became part of the 

media’s definition of ―punk‖. Bands like Paramore, 

Linkin Park, Theory of a Deadman, Staind, Muse, etc. 

were taking center stage with lyrics that had little to 

no benefit for humanity as a whole to move forward. 

Their lyrics didn’t have a whole lot of moral integrity 

to offer, and generally they were more willing to 

whine about the state of the present than provide a so-

lution or a motivation to move forward in this corrupt 

society, or even vent their frustration of it as a whole. 

What was promising and new in early 2007 with 

bands like Jesus H. Christ and the Four Hornsmen of 

the Apocalypse, Bastard Fairies, The Soviettes, Morn-

ingwood, She Wants Revenge, etc., who dared to go in 

new directions and stand out from the rest, they be-

came more underground and categorized in a ―niche‖ 

so that they became harder to find. Which, to stand 

apart from the mainstream and enjoy your community 

of fans and operate on word-of-mouth isn’t necessarily 

a bad thing at all, but similar to previous generations, 

the media diverted their attention to artists with mes-

sages who support this catalyst of this infected ―of the 

moment‖ culture, and failed to give worthy artists 

their dues.  

 Yes, the present state of mainstream 

rock is dull and desolate, and resembles the likes of 

the murder scene of Bonnie and Clyde more so than it 

does a Picasso (not that Picasso was perfect, far, far 

from it – but at least he was innovative). Yes, technol-

ogy has provided quite a few detrimental effects to 

rock n roll. When bands choose sound machines and 

drum recordings over the pure quality of a beating 

drum it is downright depressing. Sure, there is a lot to 

appreciate in music history, especially in the genre of 

rock n roll; but we mustn’t become too comfortable 

and lazy in our nostalgia. Art, like any energy, never 

dies – it just changes form. Artists of any medium de-

serve appreciation, if their heart is really in it. When I 

was whining in 2005 about shitty bands like Fall Out 

Boy (I would call it Fallout Brothers to friends of 

mine who were all about it) it was this refusal to ac-

cept that rock n roll was dead that lead me to discover 

for myself and for my readers that true artistry was 

still alive and well. Overwhelmed by technology, I 

returned to this realization, and like a waterfall ideas 

to reinvent the zine poured out my skull from my 

arms, fingers and to my lappy to make notes. 

 One particular consistency of the zine from 

back in the day that I could never interpret 

technologically was that I wanted to bands and 

fans together. At the time, what existed was 

MySpace, chat rooms (even they were dying 

out) and message boards. I had a friend of 

mine help me set one up, but it never took off. 

Today we have Facebook in place of 

MySpace, and blogs like WordPress which 

work even better or just as well. And why 

should I limit it to things I do? I know many 

people who make great, wonderful art in their 

own right, and we should all encourage each 

other to follow our creative impulses and stay 

attuned to them. Of course rock n roll is at the 

heart of this zine, but so is creative self-

expression. If you or someone you know wants 

to share it, send it in! PDFs are much easier to 

construct these days thanks to the advances in 

Microsoft Office, which I was able to receive 

as a Christmas present.  

(continued on the next page…) 



My laptop has just been fixed after being without it for over a year or so. I swore that if it would be possible 

for my laptop to be fixed, I would use it for the greater good and do the zine the way it was meant to be done. 

Highlighting bands around the world is part of what this zine was founded upon, and I wouldn’t have that 

any other way. Yes, getting in contact with bands to interview may have its obstacles today, I thought – but it 

is worth the risk, and so far so good. Yes, I want to help bands get their name out there, but if you don‘t 

kick ass and show me that you‘re doing something new, innovative or you don‘t have ―the virus‖ – it is 

not worth highlighting you, in my opinion. My readers deserve better than that, and I wouldn‘t dare 

insult their intelligence, much less my own. I don’t like to go to rock shows just to stand around like a 

dumb fucking tree and occasionally move my branches. If you’re a band worth your salt, your audiences 

should be compelled to move. Another thing: I don’t want to relive the glory of the 1990s. Yes, it was a mag-

ical time, but by recycling the ―grunge‖ sound are you telling the world you aren’t capable of evolving past 

yesteryear and starting a new path of sonic liberation? Part of our complacency problem in this culture is that 

we stopped allowing ourselves to be physically moved by the music around us. It is part of the most basic 

humanistic impulses to dance, to get off our butts and let the beats and rhythms flow through us and bounce 

off us. We are instruments too. It isn’t something to be ashamed of, and yet within the past six years it has 

almost completely died out -- at least here in America, that I can attest to. Well, I refuse to be a part of that 

complacency and I’ll be damned if I encourage it. Stand alone, stand apart – this in itself is the greatest free-

dom of art. 

Meggy-Kate Gutermuth 

Pretty Vacant zine Editor 



By  

cyndal marie 

 

Will any of us ever really choose the water over wine (or whiskey, or 

tequila, or a good ole cold brew)? 

I didn't think so. From the simple basics to fancy mixes we'll be here 

to quench you thirst and buzz your brain. 

Today I'll be serving you a few of my favorite poisons but first you 

should know a little bit about what’s in them! 

 

1. Jack Daniels Tennessee Whiskey 

This is one of the most common whiskey around — and for a good reason.  

It’s a classic!  

It’s been around since 1866 and is still going strong.  

Jack, like most whiskeys is 80 proof (40% alcohol). 

It’s the perfect whiskey for a shot, and of course you can’t have the 

perfect Jack and Coke without the Jack! 

 

2. Bourbon Whiskey 

This made from a grain mixture that is at least 51% 

corn and aged in charred-oak barrels. It is 80 proof, although some 

claim Jack Daniels to be a bourbon, it is not labeled as such 

Some Popular brands of bourbon include Jim Beam, Canadian Club, Wild 

Turkey, and Evan Williams, although the list goes on and on, there is a 

bourbon for everyone! 

 

3. Crown Royal 

A smooth Canadian whiskey (also a bourbon). Again, it 

is 80 proof and comes in a handy lil’ purple baggy! 

 

4. Sour Apple Pucker 

...is a schnapps. Schnapps are alcoholic beverages 

that are produced by mixing neutral grain spirits with fruit or other 

flavors. The mixture is then bottled with added sugar and sometimes 

glycerin, making a smooth syrup-like drink. Schnapps is classified as 

a liqueur because of its sugar content and generally has a lower 

alcohol content around 30-60 proof (15-30% alcohol). With Flavors 

ranging from coffee, root beer, menthol, to sour apple, banana, 

and grape, the possibilities are endless! 



Never Wrong Jack and Coke 

 

4oz Jack Daniels 

8oz Coca Cola ( Personally, I prefer Diet Coke) 

 

This is my favorite drink. I always know what’s in it and how its gonna 

taste. It’s simple, no-fuss ingredients are a classic, and you can 

always mix to your taste preference or alcohol tolerance! Also try 

adding flavors if you like—cherry, vanilla, or lime work well! 

 

================================== 

 

Perfect Mint Julep 

 

4 fresh mint sprigs 

2 1/2 oz bourbon whiskey 

1 tsp powdered sugar 

2 tsp water 

 

Muddle mint leaves, 

powdered sugar, and water in a Collins glass. Fill the glass with 

shaved or crushed ice and add bourbon. Top with more ice and garnish 

with a mint sprig. Serve with a straw. 

 

=============================== 

 

Poisoned Apple 

 

2 oz Crown Royal® Canadian whisky 

2 oz DeKuyper® Sour Apple Pucker schnapps 

2 oz cranberry juice 

 

This is a great shot or can be made as a larger drink. Mix equal parts 

crown, apple pucker, and cranberry juice, shake over ice and pour!  

The taste is innocent as a freshly picked apple but the poison has a 

deathly bite! 

 

 

Happy drinking all my lil boozers!  

Next time we will discus the 8th 

world wonder, that which is named, Tequila! 



Words of the Wise 

Poetry submissions from the many talents of the world! 

I Never Wanted to Say Goodbye 
by Katina Payne 

 
The words are all gone, 
Washed away 
On the clichéd 
River of tears, that I still 
Find myself hoping will make it across the ocean to 
you. 
I build a facade that looks like resolve 
To mask the cataclysm that is my heart. 
How can one person be left 
So full of pain, yet so bereft? 
The emptiness so all-consuming that 
It makes all else pale and fade... 
I gave you those words, those powerful words,  
And now you've taken them and run away. 

“A Personal Liberation” by Autumn Harvey 

  

Press the button to send 

If only I could press a button to mend 

Alone should be a sin 

To be an outsider looking in 

Into a world of perfection, of love of all colours 

All shapes, all sizes 

Freedom that may never be 

So there’s always disguises 

Freedom to be revealed as me 

  

But not just for me 

A freedom for all to see 

Why can’t any life be as easy as 1-2-3? 

Photo by: Heather Kentner 

Photo by: Mandi Joan Marcotte 



“Bending Light”  by 
Christin Elizabeth/Jesse Calhoun 
 
His beauty is something I cannot speak about 
It forms from a sky of red 
And erupts in an ocean that catches me when he 
speaks. 
 
He has seen me restrain lightening and fold it, 
Into a heart that burns echoes for the weak. 
And the light guiding me sheds its skin on my soul. 
The songs he sings yeah they make me whole 
 
For the shadow is moving across his hands 
And he sits waiting, for he‟s the king of his land 
Tapping his fingers on my brain 
Softly singing to me: 
“Love heals everything.” 
 
I did not ask the World for what I am,  
And I no longer question the questions 
 Of the things I can learn from the Heavens  
That makes me what has been planned.  
 
For the shadow is moving across his hands 
And he sits waiting, for he‟s the king of his land 
Tapping his fingers on my brain 
Softly singing to me: 
“Love heals everything.” 

Photo by: Mandi Joan Marcotte 

 
 

“The Girl With the Glass Eyes”  
By Christin Elizabeth  

 
She‟s so fragile in her head 

She speaks of her broken past,  
And hangs up her dreams 

Like all is dead. 
 

All the “I „m sorry‟s and I mean to‟s” 
Don‟t mean a thing, 

She tries to grow her soul, 
And tries to stretch her wings.  

 
But how can she live 

Just knowing of the hurt and pain, 
Tangled Fears and unspoken love, 

That seems to come back, again.  
 

Oh the girl with the glass eyes, 
She sits on my bed, 

And talks of addiction 
And the demons in her head. 

 
“My Heaven, could be your Hell, 

And if you‟re lucky,  
All the stories, 

 I may live to tell.” 
“Where are you going?” 
“Where have you been?”  

The Girl with the glass eyes 
Asks me again and again.  

 

 

Photo by: Stephanie Conner Williams 



Only a sample of the many bands you will see featured in this zine in future issues! 

Here they are for your exploring pleasure! You know how they say a good band is hard to find? 

Not anymore! Check em out and support your local bands! 

King Lizard 

London, England 

http://www.kinglizard.co.uk 

Brown Kid 

Auburn, Alabama, USA 

http://www.reverbnation.com/brownkid0 
The Weekenders 

London, England 

http://www.facebook.com/

TheWeekendersOfficial 

Green River Ordinance 

Fort Worth, Texas, USA 

 Www.greenriverordinance.com 

Joy Valencia 

Los Angeles, California, USA 

http://joyvalenciamusic.com 

The Paper Lights 

Atlanta, Georgia, USA 

http://www.paperlightsmusic.com 

 

http://www.kinglizard.co.uk
http://www.reverbnation.com/brownkid0
http://www.facebook.com/TheWeekendersOfficial
http://www.facebook.com/TheWeekendersOfficial
http://www.greenriverordinance.com
http://joyvalenciamusic.com
http://www.paperlightsmusic.com


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
NONFiCTION CONViCTIONS 

REAL stories by REAL people— you!!! This ain’t no tabloid folly!  

 
 
 
 
Okay, I have a disease that affects nearly 26 million Americans, and I have the absolute gall to say, “SO WHAT!?”  
Actually, yes, I do.  From the title of this article, the reader wouldn’t think for a minute I’m taking this seriously, which 
is as far from the truth as it could possibly be.  I’ve been very serious about it since the day I was diagnosed, which 
was January 26, 2012...my brother’s birthday!  Oh, man, why did I see the chocolate cake after I got home from the doc-
tor’s office!? 
 What led to the diagnosis started a month earlier in December 2011.  I was starting to feel unusually sick, 
sometimes with little to no appetite, feeling nauseous on other days, and even feel like something was secreting in my 
brain (boy, does that sound disgusting or what?).  When 2012 started, I decided it was time to get a regular doctor.  
Within about three weeks, he gave me the diagnosis of Type 2 Diabetes.  The usual reaction would be anger and think-
ing it’s the end of the world.  Instead, I actually felt relief.  At least I knew what was causing all my weird symptoms in 
the first place. 
 I had full understanding about diabetes running in both sides of my family, so I figured it just caught up with 
me.  Getting angry would’ve done nothing, crying about it wouldn’t have helped, and eating more...let’s just say that 
would’ve made things much worse.  I just looked at my doctor and said, “Doc, tell me what I need to do.”  He basical-
ly said I needed to change my eating habits and exercise more. 
 For about the first two weeks, I basically didn’t eat any candy, cake, or other sweets because I was living with 
the idea diabetics could not in any way eat sweets.  When I attended the dietitian’s class, though, I discovered that was a 
myth.  It turns out as long as I’m watching how much I’m eating, I can still have the sweet tooth without feeling guilty.  
I can have as much as 155 grams of carbohydrates (or carbs for short) per day.  Carbohydrates are actually still im-
portant for that much-needed energy.  However, it’s amazing how some foods can have more carbs than expected.  I 
can eat a bowl of cereal and one cup of skim milk for breakfast.  For instance, I’ll eat one cup of Special K Chocolatey 
Delight cereal and the cup of skim milk, which has a total of 44 carbs.  The shocker for me was discovering one cup of 
white rice had 45 carbs, and I knew for a fact I ate at least two cups each for lunch and dinner daily!  I had to get used to 
cutting way back on that staple. 
 One of the most important things I learned was what’s called the A1c.  Basically, the A1c is a percentage of the 

glucose which sticks to the hemoglobin in the blood—er, how much sugar’s in your blood in English.  The normal av-

erage A1c should be between 5.0% and 7.0%.  The day of my diagnosis, my A1c level was at 8.8%.  That may not seem 

like much, but it’s actually not good.  I knew I had to make changes from that moment, and I didn’t waste any time 

doing it. 

I Have Type 2 Diabetes... SO WHAT!? 

by: Shirley A. Burton 



Another important step I took was an increase in exercise.  I started off slowly, but I was soon able to walk around the 

block and eventually the entire neighborhood.  That and drinking a lot more water have made a huge difference in my 

life.  In fact, the culmination of the hard work came on October 13, 2012.  I decided to walk in a 3.1 mile walk for the 

American Cancer Society’s Making Strides Against Breast Cancer campaign.  All decked out in pink, I easily finished 

the walk in exactly one hour without being out of breath!  That was a major accomplishment for me. 

 Even bigger was on Halloween.  I ordered a costume a month earlier...one of Catwoman from The Dark 

Knight Rises.  I tried on the medium-sized costume, and it fit me perfectly!  A year earlier I would’ve been wearing 

either extra large or 2x.  My co-workers at my job noticed, with one of them saying, “My, she is slimming down.”  

That meant a lot to me, knowing I had done so well on this journey. 

Now it’s 2013, and my journey still continues.  In 2010, I was at my heaviest at 192 pounds.  Writing this, I’m down to 

132 pounds!  I have no intention of going back.  For most, getting that diabetes diagnosis is a curse.  On the other 

hand, I find this as a blessing.  It gave me that proverbial kick in the butt I needed to start taking care of myself better.  

The most important thing for me is this:  I will never call it a “diet.”  I call what I’ve been doing as a lifestyle plan, one 

I will stick with for the rest of my life. 

 If someone does ask me if I have Type 2 Diabetes, I can simply answer, “Yeah, so what?” 

Photos by: Shirley A. Burton 



 

 

“Times Square” (1980) 

Written by: Jacob Brackman, Alan Moyle & Leanne Unger 

Directed by: Alan Moyle 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iZqMGpGOJt4 

Review by: Meggy-Kate Gutermuth 

What better film is there to kick off our first movie review section? There 

isn’t, so quit lookin’! The first film I’m highlighting is “Times Square”, a 

remarkable tale of two rejected runaway teenage girls, known by their fans 

as the “Sleaze Sisters”. The film begins on a night in the life of Nicky Mor-

rata (Robin Johnson). She has the guts and passion of a warrior with the 

unstoppable ego bigger than any rock star and the know-how from living 

on the streets. After she is arrested for causing a riot – what she does best 

- and thrown in a hospital for psychiatric testing as a ward of the state, she 

meets her partner in crime – on surface, her total opposite, Pamela Pearl 

(Trini Alvarado). Pamela comes from the home of one of the most power 

hungry politicians of New York City. She is the perfect ying to Nicky’s 

yang. Shy, quiet, introverted – she wants to speak but doesn’t have the 

courage. Not until ying meets yang, and from there they change their lives. 

Like any good performance artists worthy of their salt, they use the most 

obscure and unpredictable outlet to interest the public of their adventures. 

A nightly radio show host, smooth talking enthusiastic personality, Johnny 

LaGuardia (Tim Curry) becomes consumed in their stories, and the more 

dedicated he becomes to their journey – which he sees as a movement – 

the more access the girls give him. This film is a tribute to every runaway, 

every punk rock girl (and you don’t even have to like punk rock), everyone 

who has that spark inside them that they are afraid to follow. If this film 

does not change your life the first time you see it, you may find out you’re 

not living your life at all. This film is available at the link above to watch for 

free via YouTube. Enjoy!!! 

 

 

 

“The Breakfast Club” (1985) 

Written/Directed by: John Hughes 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dkX8J-FKndE 

Review by: Scott Thomas 

God, what hasn’t been said about this movie? It became the blueprint for 
every teen movie made after its release, because it managed to compose 
a story from characters so diverse, no wonder they didn’t know each oth-
er. If this movie isn’t a part of your life yet, consider yourself now enlight-

ened. Check out the rest of the John Hughes film collection. He had a 
tremendous genius for telling the stories of youth. He was able to relate to 

them in a way no other Hollywood storyteller ever could, or wanted to. 
Most human beings grow up and let go of the baggage from their early 
years. Hughes chose to use it to make art. I don’t give too much away if 

you haven’t seen it, and if you have you know the appreciation it is owed. 

 —

Yours, mine and ours, only the best influences for our readers!  Vintage and recent premieres.  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iZqMGpGOJt4
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iZqMGpGOJt4


Sleepytime Playlist 

By Meggy-Kate Gutermuth 

 

Radio Dept – Pulling Our Weight 

Cardigans – Erase/Rewind 

Joy Division – Love Will Tear Us Apart 

Electric Guest – Troubleman 

t.A.T.u. – 30 Minutes & 30 Minut (Russian) 

The Radio Dept. – I Don’t Like It Like This 

The Cure – Like Cockatoos 

The Cure – Fascination Street 

The Doors – The Crystal Ship 

Jesus & Mary Chain – Just Like Honey 

KT Tunstall – Under The Weather 

Concrete Blonde— Lullabye 

Lacuna Coil – Stars (cover) 

Placebo – Space Monkey 

Placebo – Follow The Cops Back Home 

Gary Jules – Mad World (cover) 

King Crimson – In The Wake Of Poseidon 

How To Dress Well – Escape Before the Rain 

Deftones – Minerva 

Velvet Underground & Nico – Sunday Morning 

Love – The Red Telephone 

Mellow Coffeehouse Playlist: 

By Santiago 

 

Erin McCarley – Blue Suitcase 

Lily Allen – The Fear 

Pixies – Where Is My Mind? 

Airborne Toxic Event – Sometime Around Midnight 

Black Keys – Little Black Submarines 

A Silent Film – Danny, Dakota and the Wishing Well 

Electric Guest – American Daydream 

Fiest – La Meme Histoire/We’re All in the Dance 

Emiliana Torrini – To Be Free 

The Islands – Creeper 

Gin Blossoms – Til I Hear It From You 

Jack White – Love Interruption 

Jackie Greene – I Don’t Live in A Dream 

Kaiser Chiefs – Ruby 

Matt Duke – Sex and Reruns 

Gomez – How We Operate 

Meiko – Under My Bed 

Santigold – Disparate Youth 

Stone Temple Pilots – Plush (acoustic) 

The Decemberists – Down By The Water 

Tori Amos – A Sorta Fairytale 

Wild Nothing – Shadow 

XTC – Dear God 

Fiona Apple – Every Single Night 

Billy Corgan – Walking Shade 

The Pixies – Velouria  

Diane Birch - Fools 

James Morrison— Nothing Ever Hurt Like You 

 

Photo by: Dasa Cameron 

Photo by: Traniesa “L.A.D.Y.” Caldwell 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
PVzine: For those of us on the American continent, who are XAD? What is your mission – the method to your madness?  
 
Ted: Our Band Description sums that up pretty well: “XAD is a mentally disturbed community of attention whores, musi-
cians and creative forces. While on stage becoming one single unit in a delightful Explosion of Indie Rock, EMO style with a 
hint of joy.” Our main mission is to have loads of fun doing what we like! 
 
PVzine: Have you ever played in America? If so, what was your experience? And if not, where would you like to perform 
most of all? 
 
Ted: Funny enough, a lot of XAD's supporters and listeners are living in America and which are some of the most active and 
lovely supporters. Also, our songs have been played mainly in US Indie Radio stations during the end of 2012 so we have a lot 
of support. However, XAD has never played in the US, if we do we would love to do a College tour with Vicky Lovecat, na-
tionwide of course. Dream gigs would be like to play a nice Rock Bar in California such as Bar Sinister or The Roxy :) 
We might get there sooner or later...our booking company Amnezia Bookings is great and helps us get great live shows. So 
we hope to keep getting more. We also chase any show we can get and afford in today's money-empty rock business.  
 
PVzine: What comes first, the lyrics or the composition?  
 
Ted: The songs are usually outlined on an Acoustic guitar and a Bass plugged into a tiny amp in our living room by me and 
Marco our bassist. The final lyrics come really late after at least full band practices. Most likely we are finalizing lyrics for a 
song the day before we have to play it live, then our singer sticks with whatever crazy idea he had. However, choruses are 
most likely already in place earlier. It is a bit of trick or maybe confusing for the common musician but we know what we 
are doing, we think. We are just a trio live so we focus on being tight and having the music perfect so there is room for im-
provisation. Vocals and Lyrics come last, however they are important to us in the end.  
 
PVzine: If you could change or improve anything about rock n roll, what would it be?  
 
Ted: More people going to live shows, any live shows involving hard working indie and commercial artists! There needs to 
be a revolution like the one in Seattle early 90's where we get most of our inspiration from. About changing the actual con-
cept Rock n' Roll we think we are all powerless and must hail the dark lord or something similar. We are also not sure we 
answered this question correctly but hope the answers reflects what you had in mind? 
 
PVzine: I know your band is still relatively young – besides the EP, Mary Turns to Gold, have you recorded an album yet? 
 
Ted: No, we are now planning a Hybrid Album with Vicky Lovecat and hope that to be our first full album, which “SLUT” is 
the first song we released from that album. We have not yet decided dates, labels, distribution chain etc. But we will as soon 
as January hits the fan.  
 
PVzine: What’s in store for XAD in 2013?  
 
Ted: We have a few more singles recorded and produced by Vicky Lovecat Bassist, Kimmo from this summer; we might re-
lease them as we go along and book live shows. We are now looking at our live schedule and most important working on our 
album with Vicky Lovecat. We are already also getting more air time in radio and media exposure so we will keep doing in-
terviews as well as communicate directly with our fans via Social media and at Face to face events. We hope to book another 
tour, international, with Vicky Lovecat but all that is future speak and now we are just starting to plan it all.  
 
PVzine: Thanks so much for being a part of our zine! Anything you would like to add? 
 
Ted: Thank you and we would like to thank all our supporters for some great shows and our lovely manager Vicky Noir who 
did an amazing job for us during 2012. Then we promise much more XAD fun in 2013! We are gonna Rock til we DROP!!! 
 

Interview with 

Ted Eggar of XAD 

Haarlam, Amsterdam 
http://www.reverbnation.com/xad#! 

http://www.facebook.com/XADOFFICIAL
http://www.reverbnation.com/xad#!


PVzine: Each of you bring many different textures and elements to the table. What do each of you love most about being a 

part of this band? 

 

Kimmo: For me it's probably the flexibility that comes with the band. Vicky Lovecat started out as Jasmine’s solo singer/

songwriter project, so we're (at least for the moment) able to perform the songs in really diverse gig settings. From an acous-

tic singer/songwriter type of gigs to a full rock band gigs. Also, as the bands is still fairly new, we (at least I don't) really have 

any expectations how we should sound, and that leaves us free to try out anything we want.  

Tuomo is fairly new to the band, he joined in October or was it September 2012 , so we are still kind of waiting what he can 

and will bring to the table. For now, we have just jammed on the old material to get him ready for gigs. Hah, but we've com-

pared musical tastes and he seems super in that category.  

 

PVzine: [On your MySpace page] your sound is described as “Jeff Buckley bring raped by Courtney Love”. How do you feel 

these two influential figures manifested in your band? Is it through your composition, your lyrics, your performance style, or 

something else entirely? 

 

Kimmo: For me it's more or less all in Jasmines quite unique and beautiful voice on the Jeff Buckley part. We were actually 

just goofing around with Jasmine thinking of people who inspired us to start playing music and what we though Vicky 

Lovecat might sound like and to which direction we should go with songs. While we were at it Jasmine typed that out as our 

Bio. We both felt it was a bit strange, but funny and would definitely stick to peoples head.  

Also, we weren't actually raised by Robert Smith by the way..  

 

PVzine: Vicky, you’ve led a very colorful life. Your biography (on your MySpace website at us.myspace.com/

jasminethelovecat ) says you’ve grown up in places ranging from the Netherlands to Singapore. You live in Amsterdam now, 

is that right? Or Finland? And you’ve travelled on many musical endeavors. In what ways have the different (or similar) 

forms of creative expression had an impact on yourself, your lyrics, and/or the band in general? 

 

Kimmo: She lives in Finland at the moment. We were finally able to relocate the band here when I moved back to Finland 

last August. On the other questions I can't really answer for her. Or I could, but would those answers be truthful?  

 

PVzine: I come from one of the most conservative, sterile regions of the United States, known as Alabama. Yes, our country 

has seen some real moments of brilliance and triumph artistically, but right now it is as if we are stuck in a dark ages period 

with no hope for sun. Culturally, we epitomize the idea of being as lazy as humanly possible and hold it to a high art. In pre-

vious generations of music the biggest shameful secret was having a ghost drummer on a record. Nowadays, we have re-

placed human beings with artificial instruments. Drum machines for instance – man made, pre-set, soulless operators. And 

before I ask, I would like to preface that I would love a response from each member of the band, if each of you would like to 

comment. Do you find in countries like Amsterdam, Finland, etc., there is a cultural atmosphere of freedom to express your-

selves as artists? Is the reason so many great bands, yours included of course, hail from these countries because there is more 

of an encouragement or competition to learn all you can and grow as human beings? Or, am I wrong? Is it more of a “24-

Hour Party People” culture? Is it something else entirely?  

 

Kimmo: I really don't know if anything’s that different here. I've always felt quite free artistically in Finland and in the 

Netherlands. I didn't really feel that much of change in the atmosphere when I moved but I guess that kind of things are 

mostly in your head. Of course it helps if you have channels to express your art and bring it to the public, but for me my 

freedom in this hasn't been compromised.  

From the Bands to the Fans 

Interviews with the sexy rock n rollers we love and adore! 

Interview with Kimmo Lindholm  of  Vicky Lovecat 

Helsinki, Finland 

http://vickylovecat.wix.com/home 

(continued on next page…) 

us.myspace.com/jasminethelovecat
us.myspace.com/jasminethelovecat
http://vickylovecat.wix.com/home


PVzine: I hear it’s very cold, depressing weather climate in Finland and Amsterdam. I can see thriving in depressive weather, 

but Finland is in proximity to the North Pole. How do you stand it? I imagine lots and lots of drinking is involved. 

 

Kimmo: At the moment it's -7 celsius, but it feels like -16, in Helsinki where we are located. We've got snow so that helps a lot 

as we only get about a 6hours of daylight today. I checked this in today’s paper as I'm inside drinking Tea..  

The darkness does eat you up and it's depressing, but then again it's a really good time to sit down and play guitar and com-

pose a few melancholy songs. And for the cold, you just need more clothes on you.  Hah, and the Finnish culture, on the other 

hand, includes lots drinking no matter if it's dark or sunny.  

 

PVzine: One of your most popular tracks is “Song to Ville Valo”, a poetic lovesong dedicated to the most popular Finnish ex-

port, Ville Valo from the band H.I.M. Having seen Ville and his band in all of their magic and glory twice five and six years 

ago, I can relate to the longing for that beautiful man and his baritone flirtations. Do you know if he has heard this song? 

Have you met him? 

 

Kimmo: I guess Jassi should answer this one, but I can't reach her.  

There was actually a long, long story that Jasmine wrote about the events when she first saw HIM live and wrote the song. 

Long story short. She was out with her friend, heading for a jam session in a local Amsterdam bar when the rode their bikes 

past Paradiso and noticed that HIM was playing. As her friend speaks a bit of Finnish they decided to pose as Finnish girls 

who are on the guest list and that actually worked out and they got in. Apparently HIM was really good.  

A few years ago the producer T.T. Oksala died. He used to produce and record HIM and my previous band. So I got an invita-

tion to his memorial party in a Helsinki bar held by the music people. I saw that Ville was one of the hosts behind the idea and 

jokingly showed the email to Jassi laughing that he's gonna be there, I'm invited with no avec, but I'm here. We were both 

living in Amsterdam at the time. She got really excited and got us plane tickets to Helsinki with what I think was her rent 

money. She did meet him and had a little talk with him and he got our CD, so I think he might have heard the song.  

 

PVzine: A feminist charge on your album that is unapologetically empowering is “Pimp”. As Tori Amos would say, it “steals 

fire from the men.” The age-old ideal of a male dominance is yesteryear’s news. Good riddance to bad rubbish. He can have his 

backseat. A lady has taken the wheel now, and not a moment too soon. Are there more female fronted bands where you hail 

from these days? Or do we still need to coax them out? I’m all for heading up a guitar donation fund for women, if the need is 

there. 

 

Kimmo: I think there's more and more women included in the music business nowadays. Of course if you want louder or angri-

er music by women you still need to coax them out. But there's definitely room for more women, especially on the rock side of 

music. We've got some here but they are singing in Finnish. In Finland: Haloo Helsinki, and Barb-Q-barbies at least. Aero is 

female fronted.. I used to play in a band called Bitch Alert and we used to tour with a lot of female fronted bands, unfortu-

nately most of those are not around anymore. I'm in for the guitar fund too! But check out a Swedish band called The Volado-

ras, Norwegian band called The Bronco Busters. At least those two are still playing I think. Oh, and The Sounds are quite big. 

Hah, and we've got Nightwish.  

 

PVzine: Thank you so much for being a part of the zine! Anything you’d like to add? 

 

Kimmo: Thank you! Peace, love and tobacco!  

And always bring a towel! 



Interview with Iosu  

of  Ghost Town 

Bournemouth, UK 

 

 

 

PVzine: Introduce yourselves! Who are the members of Ghost Town? Or, must we travel through the murk 

and the fog to discover your identities? Where do you hail from? How would each of you describe your 

roles in the band? 

 

Iosu: Ghost Town is Iosu Vakerizzo’s “pop” project. The band has been active since 2011 with a constantly 

rotating cast of musicians. The original line up as a band had Joe Anderson (of Death By Raygun fame) on 
lead guitar and Tom Peace on drums. A lot of the early Ghost Town recordings were done by Basque sepa-

ratist Iosu Vakerizzo alone when he fell down a well with a drum machine, a guitar and several tracks of 

cave-enhanced reverberated vocals. Once he managed to escape the well the band version of Ghost Town 

was formed. A lot of their album Killer Waves And X-Ray Eyes (Party’s Over Records 2012) was recorded 

with Joe and Tom. Soon after that Joe left for Japan where he would make some incredible evil surf music 
during tsunami season under the name Death By Raygun. The radiation poising made him grow an extra 

arm with which he plays some fine-ass bongos. 

 

The current stage line up is comprised of Tom Moon on lead guitar, Hugh Thomas on drums and Iosu 

Vakerizzo on rhythm guitar and vocals. Hugh grew up among a tribe of head-hunters in a small island in 

the South Seas where he learned the murderous rhythms played during human sacrifices. Tom Moon is a 
sleeper agent for the USSR, he was activated once, but he soon dozed off and never woke up again. He now 

plays in Ghost Town during his somnambulism episodes. 

 

Together they form one of the finest bank robber team ever seen. After “expropriating” some 25 or 30 

banks they now plan on stealing the crown’s jewels which they will then exchange for a million copies of 
their own album at Party’s Over Records. 

 

PVzine: To define Ghost Town would be to ignore the challenging art that you create with every layer of 

your band. What fuels the band’s creative impulses? 

 

Iosu: Everything we like and a lot of what we hate. Thematically a lot of the songs are about girls I’ve loved 
at one point or another and the rest are about things that piss me off. I had laser eye surgery a few 

months ago and the doctor turned out to be a cunt who swindled me. It’s a long story so I won’t go into it, 

but there is already a song called Dr Cocksucker for our next album. Also my phone got stolen during a Ty 

Segall gig recently, I think there’s going to be a song about it too, not sure yet. 

Musically anything I like can find its way into Ghost Town, from Thee Oh Sees to Lee Hazelwood or early 
France Gall. I expect every album to sound different from the last but still within the same world. Our 

newest songs sound a bit like soundtracks. There is an evil western, a couple of horror films and even a 

creepy batman. I would like whatever we do after that to move into a Julie London/Lee Hazelwood/Scott 

Walker territory, but still with tons of reverb and probably sounding a lot more menacing. 

 

PVzine: For the new fans who may be intrigued by the haunting fidelity, the visual elements in your live 
shows, the disturbingly challenging imagery in your videos, those that love and appreciate what you 

do….but may not be able to understand a word of your lyrics, for these fans I must ask in all sincerity…

will you ever have a lyrics page? 

(continued, next page) 
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Iosu: I’ve thought about it recently and I will probably include that in the download. I will probably not 

make the words to all the songs available as some of them seem too private and I’m more comfortable with 

the words being lost in the reverb. But if you listen carefully enough you can probably work out most of 
them anyway. 

 

PVzine: A question for each of you: What album(s) changed your life and made you dedicate yourselves to 

being in a band?  

  

Iosu:  Iosu -- The Velvet Underground, OCS “Songs about death and dieing”, early France Gall, Sonic 
Youth, Charlie Parker, The Gris Gris, Outrageous Cherry “Out There In The Dark”, Deerhoof “Reveille” and 

“Apple O”, Can, Stockhausen, The Black Lips, Francoise Hardy, Olivier Messiaen… every band mentioned 

so far in this interview and a thousand more. 

 

Tom – Sissy spacek “Gore jet”, Woods “Songs of shame”, Outkast “The love below”, Food for animals “Belly”, 
Meth Teeth “everything went wrong”,  

 

Hugh – Hugh is not here right now, he is at home wearing a smoking jacket and counting his millions of 

dollars and trying to figure out how to remove the hobo smell from them. But I know he likes Boredoms a 

lot. He also loves Muhammed Safri's harpsichord covers of Limp Bizkit. 

 

PVzine: What is the musical process like for a band that incorporates so many different layers into their 

sonic art? 

 

Iosu: I guess it involves taking our time programming our effects pedals and being  

picky about sound and the way stuff is recorded or played live. It doesn’t feel like there are those many lay-
ers to us, its usually just two guitars, drums and vocals. Just a lot of effects on top. 

 

PVzine: How do you hope to evolve as a band?  

 

Iosu: I’ve kind of already answer this on a previous questions. I expect everything to be in the same world 

as what you’ve heard so far but I’d also like the music to go to new territories, and I’d probably also like it 
to come back. 

 

PVzine: Anything you would like to add? 

 

Iosu: Hmmm… check out this kickass video? 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tU9EHYGCXXA


 From the Fans to the Bands! 

A monthly centerfold spotlight on the rollers of rock!  

this month’s spotlight fan: heather K.!  

 

PVzine: What albums helped you find your identity – find your way in life? 

 

H: I don‘t know if I would label any one particular album with that question. More or less, music helped me through high 

school. Probably about the time I was discovering KORN and I definitely have to mention Coheed and Cambria, because 

they‘re my favorite band – ever. But, what was so great, what was so helpful about having that music to come home to – 

because we weren‘t supposed to have that music at school – y‘know, your own little place you can go off to and listen to 

something that you could feel and you can relate to and that, specifically for me…I always felt like people really didn‘t 

understand what they were saying when they would sing along with stuff – and I can‘t say that about everyone – I‘m less 

vain than I used to be, I guess, but I always felt that connection that specifically is what helped me. Not any one band, but 

having those songs, those feelings and places I could go to be understood by somebody. 

 

PVzine: What albums helped you the most through those trepidatious teenage years?  

 

H: I would say anything by KORN. I‘m kind of a dork. I‘ve got a wide variety of stuff that I listen to – The Used…My 

Chemical Romance – I would probably say “The Black Parade” – 

 

PVzine: …was definitive for you?  

Interview with Heather K. 

(continued on next page…) 



 

H: That one – yes. Because at the time I was, y‘know ―emo‖ or 

―goth‖ or whatever the kids wanted to call me – you have the first 

two albums “I Brought you my Bullets, You Brought me your Love” 

and “Three Cheers For Sweet Revenge”  -- they came from what I 

believe to be a much darker place for them. While it was still a 

dark place, hence “The „Black‟ Parade” – it was more about mov-

ing on and being okay versus ‗it‘s not a fashion statement – it‘s a 

death wish‘. (Laughs) You had [the verse in “Welcome to the Black 

Parade”] ―We‘ll carry on‖ – that part of the song. I liked it. I 

thought it was a very positive message.  

 

PVzine: So what opportunities opened up for you because of rock 

and these albums? 

 

H: My personal flaw is being too scared to try new things, which 

may not seem like the beginning to the answer to that question…

but I don‘t know specifically how to go about the things that I 

want. I would have loved to be part of a band. Unfortunately, I 

never really knew how to get people to come together. I mean, I 

would invite people over, but inviting people over and playing mu-

sic together are two different things. So far, the closest thing I‘ve 

come to playing music with someone was my friend Traywick – he 

would come over with his bass and we would learn songs together, 

me on guitar, Traywick on his bass, which never really went any-

where. It was just some fun we were having. So, I guess opportuni-

ties, I guess in the literal sense of the question, is not necessarily for 

my own career choice opportunities (Laughs) but maybe opportu-

nities to hang out with some cool people and see some pretty neat 

stuff. Oh! When I went to a My Chemical Romance concert when I 

was 15 – my first concert ever, okay? Somebody else‘s mom was 

supposed to drive us there but ultimately decided not to go. So, my 

mom decided she would take us. We all got our tickets and we left, 

me and my friend‘s Amanda, Christina and Shelley. And it was 

Alkaline Trio & My Chemical Romance. After the concert was 

over and we were leaving, my friend Amanda was over getting 

merchandise and this lady walked up to meand my friend‘s Aman-

da, Christina and Shelley. And it was Alkaline Trio & My Chemi-

cal Romance. After the concert was over and we were leaving, my 

friend Amanda was over getting merchandise and 

this lady walked up to me and my other friends and 

said ―Hey, does anyone want a meet and greet pass?‖ 

And my friends look at each other, they look at me, 

and they kind of – yknow, in their heads make this 

connection – they look at me and they say ―Kentner, 

you need to go before we start fighting. Just go!‖ 

And I freaked OUT like a little fangirl! (Laughs) I 

had the opportunity, I got to meet Gerard Way, and 

Frank, and Mikey Way. After, I squealed like a little 

fangirl. They were probably glad I left, but I got to 

meet them! 

 

PVzine: Like kismet!  

 

H: And you know they didn‘t allow camera phones, 

although I didn‘t have one. I was 15, I had this little 

Nokia phone, it was a really good phone – it had a 

good antenna, good reception. So I‘m sitting in there, 

on the phone with my friend – and I don‘t know if 

she had me on speakerphone or if she was just talk-

ing to me, but I got Gerard to say ―Hey‖ – and the 

phone never left my hand. He GRABBED my hand, 

says ―Heeeeey!‖ I‘m like ―OH MY GOD I‘M NEV-

ER WASHING THIS HAND AGAIN!‖ (Laughs) 

‗cause you know, I was 15, and I was a fangirl. I still 

get that way sometimes, especially when I go see Co-

heed and Cambria, who I‘ve seen twice now. I didn‘t 

get to meet Coheed and Cambria, and that was, what 

I think was so disappointing about that concert. It 

was Coheed and Cambria with Avenged Sevenfold 

and…I was expecting something to happen after the 

concert, yknow? Something magical, and you can‘t 

really expect that every time! It was a very rare first 

happenstance. Then, the second time we went to see 

Coheed, I was with another friend, my friend Mi-

chael who absolutely adores them as much as I do –

he‘s a fangirl. (Laughs) He got to meet them, because 

he got there a lot earlier than I did. I drove to Bir-

mingham with my friend Daniel, and he had to keep 

me calm because I was freaking out again – and I‘m 

like, what – 22 at this point? Daniel said to me 

―Heather, you‘re not logic‘ing very well.‖ I was try-

ing to figure out where to park the car, not pro-

cessing anything other than ―I‘m gonna get to see 

Claudio Sanchez in concert!‖ 

  

PVzine: He should not have let you drive in that con-

dition! 

 

H: I‘m sure he was wondering about me. We got 

there and they already had this story about ―Coheed 

came out and they signed all of our comic books!‖ – 

that‘s the premise behind that particular band, is 

Claudio writes the comic books, and their CDs them-

selves are concept albums, they follow the storyline. 

(continued on next page…) 



PVzine: What is it about Coheed & Cambria that has 

been so enlightening in your life? 

  

H: I enjoy the fact that they write concept albums. I know 

it‘s not for everyone. I also enjoy specifically the unique-

ness of his [Claudio‘s] voice. He does amazing guitar—I 

mean, I know it‘s not just him. You‘ve got Travis and 

Josh and Zach…I think…I was never really big on re-

membering stuff, or the little details. Some people spout 

out all kinds of stuff and I‘m like ―I don‘t know….I know 

the albums! I know the lead singer‘s name because I think 

he‘s hot!‖ Yknow? That probably makes me a really bad 

fangirl but at the same time, I do enjoy the whole concept 

– every one of them coming together and the different 

instruments—the way they sound together—I know that 

isn‘t really the answer, but they specifically have been 

ever changing throughout their albums. The reason I en-

joy the concept albums so much is that it‘s nice to get lost 

in something that isn‘t real, that just seems better than 

reality. You still relate to the thoughts and feelings of the 

different characters, but at the same time you know that 

this is his [Claudio‘s] world. He‘s letting you into his 

world. It‘s absolutely amazing. It‘s one of those stories 

you read over and over again, and each time catch some-

thing different. You‘ve got the storyline – Coheed and 

Cambria are two of the main characters, and then you‘ve 

got Jesse, and they make up the Knowledge, the Beast and 

the Inferno --Claudio‘s got his own side project, ―The 

Prize Fighter Inferno‖ which is from Jesse‘s point of view. 

Same story, different point of view--  and basically they 

were made into these ‘creatures‘ these ‘monsters‘ the 

knowledge, the beast and the inferno. And you‘ve got 

Deftinwolf trying to convince Coheed and Cambria to kill 

their children, who are Matthew and Maria and Jose-

phine and Claudio (who is pretty much THE main char-

acter). He is what they call the crowing, the person who is 

supposed to save the others, which is why Deftinwolf is 

trying to convince his parents that their children need to 

die. Obviously there is much more to the storyline…  

 

PVzine: So, they keep their real names? 

 

H: No. Claudio is really the only person named from the 

band in that particular comic book. It is his world. You‘ve 

got Newo Ikkin and Ambellina. Newo is the girlfriend and 

Ambellina is his protector. Then, you‘ve got Chase, and 

some other people in there --I need to read it again. Like I 

said, it‘s one of those stories that every time you read it 

you see something new-- And then you have a distinction 

in the comics between Claudio the character, and Claudio 

the writer. Claudio the writer is at one point arguing with 

his fucking bicycle about whether to get rid of certain 

characters.  The bicycle, Ten Speed, tells him to get rid of 

Ambellina. He‘s like, ‗No—that‘s not happening. Why are 

you telling me what to do? You‘re a fucking bicycle. Get 

out of my face.‘ 

PVzine: Sort of arguing with that which could potentially take 

him into the future, down the road, perhaps? 

 

H: Yeah. Arguing with himself on how the story is supposed to 

end. It was something that was interesting. I‘ve probably got-

ten away from the topic of the conversation or the question, 

but it was something that I found interesting… 

 

PVzine: What can rock n roll do that other genres fail to do? 

 

H: I can feel it. For me, that is what I relate to the most. I was 

raised on stuff like Alice Copper and AC/DC, Ozzy Osbourne. 

It‘s just – with my lifestyle, with my background—I‘m not 

saying I had it hard at all. I mean, my life‘s been pretty much 

a piece of cake so far. I mean, we all have our issues, but rock 

has been the most helpful in knowing that – going back to 

what I said earlier – knowing that somebody out there knows 

how I am feeling right now. Other genres just don‘t really do 

that. I just don‘t really understand country music; ‗my wife 

left me and she took the dog‘ or the really patriotic songs. I‘m 

not saying I‘m not patriotic, I‘m just saying I don‘t relate to it 

as much – 

 

PVzine: It just doesn‘t cover topics that affect you in your dai-

ly life necessarily. 

 

H: I consider myself to be a very patriotic person. But the 

whole idea of having pride in my country…it‘s not that we 

haven‘t done stuff to be proud of, but I, myself can‘t say I‘ve 

ever had a hand in any of it, which is what makes you capable 

of being proud. I was born into this country. I love this coun-

try. I think we do some fucked up shit sometimes, but it‘s my 

country. I know we‘re getting off topic. (Laughs) --But specifi-

cally, why I don‘t particularly like– I mean I‘ll listen to coun-

try music, but it‘s not something that I can connect to. I‘ll lis-

ten to hip-hop as something that‘s nice to dance to, and I like 

dancing…when I‘m drunk…but, again, it‘s not something I 

connect to.  
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I‘ll listen to hip-hop as something that‘s nice to dance to, and I like 

dancing…when I‘m drunk…but, again, it‘s not something I con-

nect to. There‘s some other stuff I like…like some Nicki Minaj 

songs, like “Starship”, and I really like “Super Bass”, because its 

fun. I mean sometimes with stuff like that, with rap, you find stuff 

that‘s fun. And I like fun. I like to have fun, but when I want to get 

serious, when I want something that makes me feel like I‘m under-

stood somewhere, even if they don‘t know it, I have to go back to 

rock. There‘s just no other genre that can do that for me. 

 

PVzine: What would you like to see change or improve in rock? 

 

H: That‘s a tough one. I would like to see people stop doing dub-

step. I‘m sorry, I didn‘t catch on. I mean, I don‘t hate it… 

 

PVzine: Has dubstep affected rock, you think?  

 

H: Oh, yeah! I mean, the last KORN album was entirely dubstep. I 

mean, maybe not completely dubstep itself, but very influenced by 

dubstep. The last Used album, “Vulnerable” – that was influenced 

by dubstep. Hopefully I‘m not talking out of my ass right now, but 

that‘s what it sounds like to me anyway. So, you have different 

stuff that they are playing on the Gump [the most accessible mod-

ern rock station in our area], like the guy who ―feels like he is just 

too close to love you [referring to Alex Clare – Too Close To Love 

You]‖ – I don‘t particularly hate the dubstep part of that song…

but you know what? No, I‘m not gonna go there… 

 

PVzine: Go there! This is a free speech zine! 

 

H: I just…that song just does not make sense to me. I don‘t get it. I 

really just don‘t get it. It sounds like an excuse to me.  

 

PVzine: Doesn‘t that scare you that music that kind of crosses over 

into pop is what‘s playing on the ―rock‖ stations nowadays? 

 

H: What bothers me about stuff like that—maybe not that song in 

particular, but there have been…and I don‘t even know what the 

names of these songs are, but there have been songs that I just 

really believe don‘t belong on a rock station. I 

mean, when you have a really country sounding—

and I‘m just listening to this like “Really, am I lis-

tening to this right now? Am I on the right station? 

All of my stations are set to the Gump so it has to be 

the right station.” (Laughs) My friend, Psycho, tried 

to use my pre-sets to get away from the Gump one 

time because he just doesn‘t like my music at all. It 

isn‘t that he doesn‘t like rock, he just likes a partic-

ular brand of rock. He starts pushing the buttons 

and I just start laughing at him because they are all 

104.9. (Laughs) I don‘t listen to anything else unless 

somebody changes it – and they better not, because 

it‘s my stereo. Or, I‘ll listen to CDs, or I‘ll put my 

phone on because it has a music player on it—I fi-

nally caught up to the ―smart phone generation‖. 

(Laughs) And that is pretty cool, because now I‘ve 

got everything at my fingertips. I‘m never without 

music. 

 

PVzine: Do you see yourself pursuing a music ca-

reer in the future because of these influences?  

 

H: I would love to, but as I was talking about earli-

er, I‘m not sure I know how to go find opportuni-

ties. I‘m sure I could start asking.  

 

PVzine: You could put in a free musician‘s classi-

fieds ad in the zine!  

 

H: Ooh. Actually, I wanted—I‘m sure I never 

sounded serious enough, but I was serious about it 

when I asked him…My friend, Daniel, absolutely 

has one of the most beautiful singing voices I‘ve 

ever heard. I‘m sure I‘m biased, but I was hoping 

to put something together with him. I don‘t know if 

that will ever happen. He writes, I sing, he sings. I 

think we‘d sound really good together. 

 

PVzine: What kind of message would you like for 

your band? What would it be about? 

 

H: The little things that most people think about 

and I completely forget, or skip over. So while I 

haven‘t really come up with one now, that would 

probably be a really good place to start, and help 

me get in a more creative direction. As of right now 

I‘m a lot better at recreating than creating, and I 

don‘t want to be a cover band. I want to have my 

own stuff.  

 

PVzine: It‘s just overcoming that judgment.  



H: Yes. Needing to know what I‘m about. So while I connect 

to and feel most of the music I listen to, in my head I suppose 

it‘s already been said. Most people have said it for me. But I 

need to find my own voice, because they‘ve really only said it 

for themselves, technically. That‘s what they feel. I might 

know how I feel, I just don‘t know how to tell people. That 

would be a great start. 

 

PVzine: You‘ll do it! Thank you for being part of the zine!  

All photos in this centerfold section 

by Heather Kentner, including  

artwork 



Inspirations and Imaginations 

Essays on those that inspire us to be a bit more daring in our lives 

Andy Kaufman: A Life, A Legacy 

By Meggy-Kate Gutermuth  

Recently, I’ve recently become mesmerized by the legend that 

is Andy Kaufman. As someone who comes from a theatre back-

ground, consistently studying theatre and performance art for 

the past three years, I think his accomplishments equally as 

worthy of a theatre course all its own. With every twist and 

turn he took in the public eye, he had a purpose, a goal. There 

was always a method to his madness, even if it would take the 

rest of us, his audience, thirty or forty years to understand it. 

He never once feared failure or forgetting a line. He explored 

foreign territory with the ease most of us carry walking in a 

door. He adored the idea of being hated, and never feared the 

consequence or any plethora of things most actors tend us ac-

tors tend to get worked up over. Don’t know who or what the 

fuck I’m talking about? Get cozy with some milk and cookies. I’ll 

tell you. 

 Andy Kaufman was an all-American entertainer who 

rose to fame in the 1970s with a short but always magical ca-

reer up until his untimely death in 1984. He grew up in a 

wealthy Jewish family in Great Neck, New York, and the oldest 

of three children. Even at nine months old he can be seen on 

home movies making sounds and kicking his legs rhythmically. 

He was entertaining himself already, as if he knew even then 

was he was destined for. As a child he was quiet and with-

drawn. Instead of playing with other children on the playground 

or after school, he would play by himself, performing for an 

imaginary camera he visualized in the wall of his room – he 

knew he was performing for someone, somewhere in the 

world. As he grew older he began working as an entertainer for 

children’s parties. Like many quiet geniuses, during his pubes-

cence his rebellion began to bloom. He indulged in the great 

beat writers of his day, began writing his own collection of po-

etry, short stories, even plays, exploring and ever challenging 

the boundaries of religion, authority, and ever defining his own 

parents. During his ‘60s teenage youth (and don’t we all wish 

our teenage years took place in the ‘60s? I know I do!) Andy 

immersed himself in a world of rebellion, drugs and drinking. 

He read and explored alternative lifestyles. He slept in the park 

to understand what it’s like, and to rebel against his father, who 

prided his riches. As a result, at the age of 19 he took inventory 

of himself and his self-destructive habits and had a serious 

epiphany. He “manned up”, became clean and began his jour-

ney to become a teacher in transcendental meditation. He al-

ways knew intuitively he was called to do something above and 

beyond, and he wanted to nurture and maintain his purity, so 

he dedicated his life to this. 

 For five months in Spain he immersed himself in spir-

itual cleansing which he continued as a serious daily discipline 

for the rest of his life. In 1969, he hitchhiked from his home of 

New York to Las Vegas, Nevada to see his idol, Elvis Presley in 

person. Andy spent most of his life perfecting impressions and 

creating characters, and Elvis was by far his favorite. Being an 

Elvis fan around New York City at the height of John Lennon and 

Beatles popularity was no easy task, and he took to heart every-

thing this idol had done to pave the way for entertainers.  

(continued on the next page…) 



(Years later, Elvis would mention he saw 

this strange kid he had met, Andy, imper-

sonating him (some say he caught Andy’s 

March ’77 Johnny Carson appearance) he 

was floored. Elvis would pronounce Andy 

as the most convincing impressionist of 

himself he’d ever known). While in Vegas, 

he is alleged to have met one of the 

worst entertainers of all time that fasci-

nated, disgusted and influenced his ca-

reer altogether; a man named Tony 

Clifton. Tony was everything Andy was 

not; loud, obnoxious, rude, selfish, sexist 

and self-absorbed. Andy welcomed a 

challenge and began to include Tony as 

one of his impressions in his comedy rou-

tines. 

 While performing at the only 

comedy venue in New York City at the 

time, the Improvisation Comedy Club, he 

met his future best friend and partner in 

crime, Bob Zmuda. As Bob has described 

it, Andy was in his “foreign-man” charac-

ter, which all of his peers assumed was 

his real personality--he was too shy and 

withdrawn even then to socialize. Bob 

tried to strike up conversation with the 

lone man, and Andy gently asked with all 

sincerity for Zmuda to help him load up 

his car with all of his performing equip-

ment. He did so, with an intrigued curiosi-

ty about the man. It wasn’t until the car 

was loaded up that Andy flipped him the 

switch. “Dank you veddy much. Sucker.”  

Zmuda laughed, and finally understood 

the method to the madness of this genius 

man. As their friendship grew, circum-

stances began to fall into place, and 

Andy’s career began to take off. His per-

formances grew from comedy clubs to 

“The Dean Martin Comedyworld”, and 

within a period of only a few years, he 

landed one of the most important gigs in 

his career as a guest star of the first epi-

sode of “Saturday Night Live” on NBC. It 

was the simplistic, childlike quality of this 

comedy performance, lovingly known 

today by fans as his “Mighty Mouse rou-

tine” that at once separated him from his 

artistic peers and drew out everyone 

from every corner into his world. Three 

minutes later, he left his audience 

scratching their heads, not knowing what 

they just saw, but they knew it was magi-

cal. This performance consisted simply of 

Andy standing silent and still, nervously 

twitching his hands at his sides as a  rec-

ord player to his right playing the “Mighty 

Mouse” (a children’s show that ran dur-

ing Andy’s own childhood to the 1950s 

through the 1980s) theme song. Still as a 

shy child he stands until the record bel-

lows out in great pride, “Here I Come To 

Save the Day” when he improvs this sin-

gle line like a superhero, and then goes 

back to his quiet, humble, awkward self. 

He sips water preparing for the line’s im-

minent return. “Here I come to save the 

day”, he lip-synchs again, and you know 

in that moment he has. His pride and his 

gratitude shines. He bows with a smile. 

Everyone now wants a piece of this sweet 

sugary goodness.  

 Shortly after this breakout per-

formance, everyone in the television in-

dustry knew his name and wanted a little 

piece of this childlike magic. He continues 

occasional appearances on “Saturday 

Night Live”, and begins to appear on hit 

shows like “The Monty Hall Variety 

Hour”, “Hollywood Squares” and the leg-

endary “The Tonight Show with Johnny 

Carson”. It was during this period he was 

offered a chance to star in a network tele-

vision series, what became known as the 

classic ABC sitcom, “Taxi”. Executives and 

writers with the show caught one of his 

performances and were so impressed 

with his perfect, fresh-out-the-box char-

acter of Foreign Man that they wanted to 

turn this loveable personality into a hard-

working, sweetheart car repairman 

known as Latka Gravis. They even wel-

comed Tony Clifton with open arms. The 

concept of his professional career being 

stuck to a sitcom sickened Andy to the 

core. And what’s more, Foreign Man, not 

Latka, belonged to him. But, in order to 

have his stardom, to bring his act to the 

mainstream spotlight, it would require an 

ironic compromise to sacrifice his most 

perfected character and career potential. 

Knowing this may be his best shot at be-

coming a star, he bit his tongue, rolled 

with the punches and did what he had to 

do – but the industry would have to com-

promise with what he wanted as well.  He 

would set limits on his participation on 

the show; he would not be a regular char-

acter like the rest of the cast. He would 

still require his pre-performance medita-

tion time, he wanted his own network 

comedy special, and he would need guar-

anteed guest-starring episodes for his 

friend (or enemy?) Tony Clifton. It is im-

perative to note almost no one knew 

Andy was Tony, or Tony was Andy. This is 

part of the genius of Andy Kaufman; he 

fooled not just his audiences, but the 

world. The network accepted, and “Taxi” 

was very well received, as was Andy- at 

least initially. Andy, however, resented 

every minute of it. He used his opportuni-

ty to guest star on “Taxi” as Tony Clifton 

in order to let out some aggression--even 

if that Tony wasn’t Andy in disguise. You 

see, Andy and Tony rarely ever appeared 

together. Tony resented Andy for riding 

on his coattails. The first and the only 

time Tony was set to appear on “Taxi”, 

where Tony would play (quite fittingly) 

the brother of the loudmouth character 

Louie De Palma. As many cast and crew 

members have conversed the story over 

the years, Tony came in with two women 

on his arms, rejecting the script for his 

own and provoked the cast with lewd and 

provoking behavior. He danced, sang, 

drank a bottle of Jack Daniels and cursed 

out all those who attempted to control 

him.  
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As “Taxi” continued, Andy took a job at a 

local deli to work as a busboy. He prided 

himself on staying humble and close to 

the average Joe or Jane, never allowing 

himself to get lost in the vanity that is 

Hollywood. Andy had a photographic 

memory and wasn’t dependent on re-

hearsals; he progressed in negotiations 

and only attended dress rehearsals and 

taped performances. He had always been 

a loner, so needless to say when the cast 

and crew would hold parties after every 

taping, he wasn’t a regular. He was in 

high demand and touring college campus-

es around the country. Everybody wanted 

him. He made appearances on “The Da-

ting Game”, “Dick Clark Live” and 

“H.B.O.’s 2nd Annual Young Comedians 

Show”. He was, at last, a star. He per-

formed two sold-out performances at 

Carnegie Hall. All of his dreams were 

coming true. It was hard work, but a very 

good time to be Andy Kaufman.  

His two Carnegie Hall performances 

made history. He did things no one dared 

to dream. He encompassed that which 

made him loveable Andy—Elvis imper-

sonations, Tony Clifton, wrestling ga-

lore—but the ante was up, and he and his 

team—manager George Shapiro and 

writing partner Bob Zmuda put all the 

chips on the table. It may have cost 

$20,000 to finance this two day feat, but 

not a dime was wasted. He had the Mor-

mon Tabernacle Choir sing, the Radio City 

Rockettes dance, and a visit from Santa 

Claus. He shocked his 2,800 audience 

members by inviting an elderly Holly-

wood star of an early Western film to be 

a part of his show. He took control of his 

orchestra and pushed them to play faster 

and faster. He was excited. He encour-

aged the elderly lady to dance faster and 

faster. She did. She had a heart attack, 

and fell on the floor. For several long 

minutes the audience gasped in horror, 

sat in bitter sickness, prayed, cried, and 

watched with abhorrent fascination at 

this train wreck. A doctor jumped on 

stage to assess her health. Moments later 

he covered her with his tux jacket. Was 

she dead? Andy, in Native American Indi-

an headdress came from backstage, sing-

ing an old tribal song, and seemed to re-

vive her. She stood, healthy and smiling. 

She hugged Andy. As if he couldn’t shock 

us more, he thanked his grandma for 

coming and underneath a mask and wig 

was Robin Williams, revealing himself at 

the climax. And then, Andy announced to 

the audience there were school buses 

waiting outside the doors to take every-

one to a rented school space for milk and 

cookies with him and his family. He spent 

these two very late performance nights 

with fans, eating cookies, getting to know 

them, sharing milk, wrestling, singing and 

dancing. He followed this up by inviting 

people out for ice cream and more fun 

the next afternoon.  

 While all of America was in love 

with loveable Latka, Andy began to re-

sent their rejection of his character pal-

ette; he had so much he wanted to show 

to the world, but the only thing the world 

wanted was the star. He rebelled by slip-

ping into Tony Clifton. As Tony he could 

spit, scream, insult, and rebel against the 

authorities and entertain himself and the 

world as he tested the boundaries there-

in. Tony was his punk rock personality; 

Latka, or Foreign Man, was his childlike 

curiosity, wonderment and hope for the 

world. Andy was…somewhere in-

between. 

With the touring came the wrestling. He 

had always loved the sport since child-

hood, and if he had more muscle, per-

haps he would’ve pursued it professional-

ly. Wrestling, he thought, was one way he 

could provoke people. Women’s Lib was 

all over the news at the time, and boy, it 

would be a great way to meet women. He 

knew very well it was easier to meet peo-

ple when you’re hiding. All of this stirred 

in his mind, and he marinated these 

thoughts with Bob Zmuda. This was a 

brilliant idea: he would anger women to 

make them wrestle with him, and meet 

them after the show. Yes, the audience 

would hate him, but that’s okay. Hey—

the way I see it, people hated J.R. Ewing 

on the primetime drama “Dallas” – and 

boy, it was fun to hate J.R. Andy’s inten-

tions were similar – it could be fun to be 

hated—and anyway, it’s just another 

role. Another part in the play that is life; 

he had no qualms or fears of the conse-

quence of being hated in reality. Reality 

was…just another program to him.  

 The way rappers like Eminem 

used controversy to make headlines is 

very similar to what Andy did. He pro-

voked nationally syndicated fights, made 

enemies with wrestlers. Or so they made 

us believe. He would make videos and 

appearances on talk shows sharing with 

the world his hatred of southern hicks 

and rednecks and his disgust of human 

beings like Jerry Lawler, the South’s 

greatest pride of the time. He used anger 

and hatred as power. He didn’t under-

stand how fire can burn. He didn’t care. It 

made money for himself and for Lawler, 

and he made history attempting manipu-

lations that no one else dared—or dares, 

even today—to perform. . Venues began 

to cancel because of low sales. He did 

accomplish his act; people hated him. His 

number of notable T.V. appearances 

suffered. No one wanted to feature a 

hated star, it’s bad for business. He ig-

nored reality—however real it was or 

wasn’t—and convinced the heads of 

“Saturday Night Live” to hold an interac-

tive vote with the audience around the 

country. It would be a call in poll to de-

cide if Andy should continue to appear on 

the show, or be banned forever. He knew 

he would win. In reality, he lost—

significantly. Hell of a way to end the 

year, the new one began to seem pretty 

daunting.  (continued…) 



1983 was the beginning of the fall. “Taxi” 

was cancelled, which for him was both 

good and bad news. He could care less 

about the show, and was already taking a 

financial hit by not being able to book 

gigs; now his main income was gone. 

Work opportunities were sketchy – few 

and far between. In November he guest 

starred on Rodney Dangerfield’s special “I 

Can’t Take It No More”. Over the holidays 

his persistent cough evolved into a health 

crisis. His arm began to ache. He went to 

the doctor to be evaluated and was diag-

nosed with a malignant cancer; large cell 

carcinoma—in laymen’s terms, lung can-

cer. It was so advanced it was already 

eating away at his left arm. He wasn’t 

told it would be incurable, so he aggres-

sively pursued holistic aid to overcome it, 

which he was sure he would. He detested 

Western medicine, and received little 

cancer treatment. He used it, but not as a 

crutch.  

 In January 1984 he made his last 

television appearance on the one-

episode musical variety show called “The 

Top” – he was the host. This was unlike 

any other television appearance of his in 

the past because he had no gags. There 

wasn’t a devilish gleam in his eye any-

more. He was so happy though—that 

same childlike smile and energy he al-

ways had, only sometimes he hid from 

the world. Sure, it was probably suspect-

ed; audience members probably wished 

and tried to plot amongst themselves and 

predict their own possible Kaufman antic, 

waiting for the ball to drop. But it wasn’t 

to be so. The range of motion in his arms 

seemed limited—had he been injured? 

Andy still hadn’t told his parents of his 

disease, much less the world. He was 

sure he could fix it behind their back and 

everything would be better and it was 

just another bridge he was crossing. 

Those close to him say he didn’t realize 

how serious it was. That was one of his 

character flaws; he never realized the 

implications of reality. Character flaws – 

we all have them. He introduced a young, 

preppy Cindy Lauper, who was just enter-

ing the music business: “This lady I pre-

dict will be a star in the next six months. 

She’s going to be the biggest rock star in 

the country.” Damn it Andy, why didn’t 

you go into business as a talent scout? He 

introduced videos, did a sketch (this time, 

not staged) with Rodney Dangerfield. 

When it came time to close, of course as 

a host he had to close as a representative 

of the show—but he could also use this 

as an opportunity to do so in his own 

words, say his own goodbye, and he did. 

“Goodbye from ‘The Top’”, he told the 

audience, with his big wide optimistic 

eyes, he blew a kiss and said “we love 

you!” and with his right hand (the one 

not affected by the cancer), he waved 

goodbye, as seemingly normal as he 

could muster.  

 His only hope he saw was an 

“experimental” holistic procedure being 

practiced in the Philippines, where a ho-

listic surgeon would reach into the body 

and extract cancerous tumors hands on. 

It was so obviously bogus, but no one 

around him had the guts to tell him so. A 

person with cancer knows they’re likely 

facing death, if you care you support 

their every attempt at a positive future 

and concentrate on healing. He flew to 

this country with his best friend Bob 

Zmuda and his girlfriend Lynne. As he lay 

on the table he saw the procedure was 

nothing more than a chicken cutter and a 

slyness of the hand. Maybe he always 

knew—but he didn’t want to face the 

reality. For a few weeks after several 

treatments he was feeling better too—he 

had the energy to walk again—and then 

his health took a turn for the worse.  

 Andy passed away May 16, 

1984. Very few people in the media knew 

of his illness, and most of America 

thought it was a joke. It is often said, and 

justifiably so, that with Andy, you just 

never knew. You never knew what to 

expect, what to believe, what was next. 

Hell of a legacy to leave behind, I say. 

Imagine the idea of leaving a legacy be-

hind where not only did you accomplish 

every dream you had as a child, but you 

led a life that is just as alive in your pass-

ing. It is a widely accepted idea amongst 

his fans that he is still alive, that he’s still 

at it, pulling one more over our heads. 

While I personally agree with both possi-

bilities, and could write an essay based 

on his death alone and my theories from 

my research, I tend to stay in the respec-

tive middle. Alive or dead, he paid the 

price with his career, he deserves peace. 

Dead or alive, he tore down walls and 

accomplished that which no one before 

or since has dared to accomplish. He car-

ried a spirit of optimism, pure, child-like 

wondrous, magical optimism. He never 

lost hope in humanity and he never lost 

his humility. That alone is worth taking 

lessons from. That alone is enough to 

inspire a life, and he’s inspired many 

lives.  

Tony Clifton, his self-proclaimed 

“protégé” is still going at it—popping up 

all around the world with flashy chicks, 

sippin’ Jack Daniels, telling the world to 

fuck off so he can sing his show tunes—

it’s so fun, and Andy would be so proud. 

Tony actually has a celebrity duets album 

(similar to that of Tony Bennett or Frank 

Sinatra, when they would release album 

duets with other singers) in the works to 

be released this year, as well as a docu-

mentary being released by Bob Zmuda 

and Lynne Margulies, his last girlfriend. 

As for Andy, currently through next 

month, the Maccarone Gallery in New 

York City is hosting an exhibit of his 

writings, his letters, his costumes, and all 

kinds of never-before-seen articles—an 

exhibit called “Andy Kaufman: On Cre-

ating Reality”. Look it up, and if you’re 

lucky enough, GO!  

(continued…) 



 There is much you can learn from this man, and as a treat, the people who he was close to, Bob, Lynne, George, his 

family and close friends, at least one of them will be there during the exhibit each day to converse with. What a fantastic oppor-

tunity! Had I the money, place to stay, travel, etc., I would go in a heart-damn-beat, but alas, it’s not meant to be. I hope they 

will tour it though. Perhaps one day. I may have explained a lot about this man, but certainly left out quite a bit too, on purpose. 

Watch his clips on YouTube, his specials; look at what he accomplished on “Taxi”—which I stand to argue was very good, all of it. 

Read his books if you’re lucky enough to get your hands or eyes on them. I always tell people to carry a little punk spirit with 

them; carry a little Andy spirit with you too. Being different can be very entertaining, so embrace it, and never ever fear any-

thing.  



Pretty vacant zine  

Official trading card series 

For a printable sheet of trading 

cards of each band, check out our 

wordpress that you are likely on 

right now—they will be individually 

posted .pdfs , posted after every 

issue. Trading amongst your friends, 

enemies and yo damn self!  

Rock on, bitches! 



THAT’S IT, FOLKS! 

Thank you for being a part of this little dream 

of mine, and for helping this zine become as 

successful as it has! And to think, this is only 

the beginning—again! Keep the music coming, 

stay at least a little daring,  

and question  everything.  

Rock on, bitches!!!!  

Meggy-Kate Gutermuth 

Pretty Vacant zine Editor 


