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can stand in front of any audience and knock their
socks oﬀ, she’s there, no matter what it takes pick up
that bass and play.
This isn’t exactly the detail they lead with when
people ask them about their group. Yes, they are
political, and self-described as street-punk, but having
spent a couple days with them, it was clear to me that
their tastes and influences run wider than their Rick &
Morty references and their criticisms of the health
care system. They would even introduce themselves as
a San Diego punk band before getting into the
specific backstory that Molly & Chy share.
Some Kind of Nightmare were touring on their We
The Lepers EP, a new dose of their sound that is as
hefty and loud as it is insightful, and it was a good way
to introduce yourself to their sound if you had never
heard them before. “It’s therapeutic,” Molly said,
when talking about writing songs. Their previous
record—Still Not Broken—is equally powerful, and
aside from the recording on their EP—assisted by a
friend—the entire aesthetic is old-fashioned DIY
circa mid-’90’s, and really took me back.
In spite of the many obstacles they have
encountered in their lives—a vehicle repo, among
other car related mishaps—it became clear that there
was nothing left to do but treat themselves as best
they could between living in their van and touring
around the country, surviving oﬀ of the kindness of
those they run into. So far, it has worked okay for
almost four years now, the point at which they made
the jump from just being just a local band, to living on
the road. “It’s intimidating, and the hardest,” Molly
said about starting out, but at this stage, they have
developed a
knack for it. $6
CDs and $10 tshirts help put
food and gas in
the van, and
even when the
turnout is tepid
as it was on a
Wednesday, we
drank heavily

Living Up To The Name
“Stop treating sick people like fucking
criminals!”: Some Kind of Nightmare @
The Fifty, 20 September 2017.
In an eﬀort to create the impression that things
happen in Salem that are not at The Space, I found
myself at The Fifty on a Wednesday night, to support
touring act Some Kind of Nightmare experience our
particular brand of hospitality. Up front I should say
that I did have a hand in making this show happen;
Molly put out the call on MyFacester+, asking if there
was anyone that could help out with a Salem gig, and
my friends in Manual Sex Drive tagged me in the post.
Realistically, I had little to do with the actual gig;
Mustin Douch & Pete from the Salem branch of the
Pyrate Punx set up the venue and sound support, and
both delivered in spades. (Thanks dudes!) I just sent
some messages and showed up.
An entire saga could be written about the
backstory regarding why this show turned out the way
it did. Suﬃce it to say, I was sipping bourbon already
when the news came through that the other band had
canceled. This was the last in a long line of mishaps
that ended with Some Kind of Nightmare the last
band standing, ready to tackle any obstacle that gets in
the way of them and a great show. No one was at fault;
all of the cancelations were, in fact, emergencies and
circumstances that would put any band out of a show.
There’s not much we can do except open the door and
move on. In fact, everyone responded admirably in
this case, and it was clear that in spite of the obstacles,
we were gonna have a good show, come hell or high
water.
And you can hear the results of the performance if
you’d like a taste of what we got to experience that
evening: bit.ly/SomeKindofNightmare. They were, to
say the least, ferocious, ripping through their 30
minute set as if their 11 years as a band depended on it.
And, in a way, it did. As Molly says when she
introduces one of their tunes, “this song is about not
wanting to do the last round of chemotherapy.” Molly
is a breast cancer fighter and survivor. Every time she
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enough to help put a little extra money in their wallet.
However, nothing could prepare them for Molly’s
2015 diagnosis of breast cancer, which has produced a
new ritual for Chy & Molly of returning to Ohio
periodically to handle treatments, and recuperate.
Like with many illnesses like this, once you have it,
your whole life becomes fighting. “It never ends,”
Molly said, and it wasn’t just the earliness of the hour
that seemed to convey how tired she actually was.
Life on the road is hard, and keeping a drummer is
even harder, but Chy and Molly are a couple dedicated
to their craft, and they are willing to find new
drummers after they line up new legs of the tour.
Currently they’re working with Tyler Miller, a veteran
of the Memphis punk scene who got fed up with not
getting paid, and how that was aﬀecting him. “I felt
like my art was getting jaded and and depressing,” he
told me. So he lined up a bunch of gigs with other
bands who needed drummers, and decided to live on
the road like Some Kind of Nightmare.
And at this point, even with the health concerns,
living out punk rock dreams really is the better move.
“We dug ourselves too deep. Now we can’t go
anywhere else. What else am I gonna do?” They can’t
return to regular jobs, because it’s been too long since
they’ve lived that life. They are married, not only to
each other, but to this band, and it shows in their
energy, and their bravado when they perform. “[Our
Marriage] holds us together. We’ve been too stubborn
to quit now,” said Chy. It’s clear that they want to
create a dialog with their songs, and question the
fucked up products that are on the shelves in every
store in America. But they need each other to do it.
I immediately responded to their sign that
mentioned they were looking for a place to crash, and
we closed out the night and retreated to Mexican
Food and Wipers records as we discussed gender,
identity, punk rock, and small towns, until I had to
turn in. It was clear, just like in their song, they were,
“Never Gonna Stop,” and they were incredibly
inspirational for someone who wants to keep making
art, in spite of adversity. Even when it gets REALLY
bad, we will all find the energy to keep going.
Some Kind of Nightmare have their eyes on
Europe and Japan in the future, but really, the sky’s the
limit for them. You can find out more at
somekindofnightmare.com and at
somekindofnightmarepunk.bandcamp.com.

Space Pods
The Salem Oregon Podcast Symposium @
The Space, 23 September 2017.
While I have done a few live events in the past that
were billed as “podcasts,” and have even aired a
number of live recordings on my shows, those events
have often been live performances with bands that I
recorded, and much less like a true pod that is cast to
the Inter-Web-A-Tron’s listeners. While podcasts
aren’t really that old—13+ years, perhaps—there is
already a tradition of doing your show live sooner or
later. In my mind, it was an opportunity to get to
know the other pods in the area, and see if I could
create a scene for something diﬀerent in Salem.
As usual, The Space was incredibly receptive to the
idea. Here’s a tip for people in other small
communities who are looking to improve their scene:
without local clubs that actually “get” art, and want to
support it, you will have a hell of a time getting
anything going. The Space has been incredible; I have
never had an idea turned down, and they are always
receptive to new things. Before I could even get the
idea out to Doug, he was booking it, and I was able to
string together a few diﬀerent shows to give the event
some variety and texture.
I do a podcast with my wife, The Capital Couple
(thecapitalcouple. wordpress.com), and we hosted the
event, doing a mini-version of our own program, and
introducing the acts. But right away we were
outgunned by the other shows that were there that
evening. We do a very down-home, low-tech show
about house and home projects, and other fun things
that we do together, and we are not pros in the
slightest bit. But we have
fun and we like to get
involved. We both agree,
we had a great time, and
would like to do another
event like this in the
future, for sure. But we
are much more at home
when we record at our
kitchen table.
The Podchaost
(soundcloud.com/
thepodchaost) kicked oﬀ
the show, and out of the
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gate this show was
fun, insightful, over
the top, and
included a celebrity
cameo, too. You can
already hear their
show in the feed,
and it is jam packed
with a great
selection of Salem
comics, hosted by
Chad Johnson &
Emma Jonas. As a
listener, I can tell you that this is a great entry point to
what the show can be like when it is firing on all
cylinders, and that includes the nonsense and mayhem
that is regularly a feature of the show. Certainly, as
with all shows, the more recent, the better, but there
is always the charm of a group of fellow comedians all
trying to hash out the age old questions, “is this
funny?” They do incredibly well, and it was a lot of fun
to see them pull it oﬀ in front of a crowd.
I know both Karen and Brian of Cool Sheets
(coolsheets.cool) from KMUZ, and it’s true, their
show is a radio program first. But from the beginning
they have podcast their program, and it is a
wonderfully bite-sized non-fiction dose of very cool
things, people, places, ideas, and media that is worth
checking out. Karen and Brian have an enthusiasm for
their selections that is infections, and as a listener to
the podcast, I usually have to listen with my phone or
laptop at the ready, so I can start looking up their
recommendations.
For the live show, it was very cool to see them
expand the format slightly. Usually, they stick to a very
strict two-minutes-per-segment arrangement to their
program, and this keeps the pace fast, and really allows
for the listener to get a quick introduction, and then
encouragement to dig deeper if it appeals to you. For
this live show, they expanded to three minutes per
segment, and included audio samples as part of their
show. They projected a timer for the live audience, so
we could see the countdown they use to keep the show
on track. It was great to see live, and both Brian and
Karen took the opportunity to use the audio for some
audience interaction, and they really delivered an
impressive show. They are live on KMUZ at 9 AM
every Sunday, and the podcast goes up shortly after

that.
To close out
the program, I
oﬀered a live
performance by
and Q&A with
Vortex
Remover, one
of my all time
favorite bands
in the current
scene, who manage to somehow get involved in all my
parties. This was, essentially, a live version of the
show I do every week at KMUZ on Fridays at 10 PM
(midvalleymutations.com). The idea was, essentially,
borrowed from Sound Opinions, where live bands and
interviews are a regular feature on the show.
But, to be fair, I had interviewed Vortex Remover a
few times already, and it seemed strange to have them
re-hash with me the same questions three times in a
row, now. So, we developed the Question Includer,
where people could write down questions that I then
asked the band. This went over quite well, and I was
shocked that I had wanted to do it any other way
before. It had incredible energy, and was a lot of fun,
and I think it was the best of what is possible when
we put fun at the foreground of these events.
In my mind, it was a huge success, and that was all
that mattered. All the pods had fun, The Space wants
to do a follow-up, and it was absolutely something
diﬀerent that you don’t get to see very often. It’s a
new wrinkle in the texture of Salem’s entertainment,
and I’m glad that I could make that happen. I think
that, with time, we can have more events like this,
where we are able to incorporate diﬀerent corners of
the community in ways that we usually can’t do, and
in eﬀect,
create a
new
pattern
we can
lay over
the
town we
know
and love
so
much.
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blended well in The
Spasement. There was a
healthy flow of food and
drinks among everyone that
night. Heath played a wide
mix of tunes, leaning in the
early 2000’s for some more
dance oriented bits.
Meanwhile, Kylie brought
the old-school songs,
turning my head a few
times for rare TSOL and
ancient Nick Cave tracks
that were perfect. Keeping
the energy up throughout the evening was M, playing
her favorites to sing and dance to, and it really helped
tie the night together, as Prayers seemed to go over
well again and again. I caught nearly everyone
dancing at one point or another, and that was all the
reinforcement I needed to mark this as a success.
As I understand it, word ‘round the campfire
(ahem, ‘smoking section’) was that this is the first
“Goth / Industrial” night in Salem proper for almost
10 years, and even then, they were not regular, nor
widely attended. As someone who grew up here, my
wife says that the kids in Salem just went to Portland
or Eugene, and historically, that has been the case for
this sort of scene. But for the weirdos that like to live
their lives a little closer to home, wouldn’t it be nice
to have a place they can go to grab a few drinks, dance
to a few good tunes, and enjoy the friendships that a
community like this can foster?
M & I met so many excellent folks that night, and
this is certainly not an isolated event. It looks like M’s
follow-up is November 30th, and we hope to have
new DJs, new outfits, and a whole lot more music. It’s
exciting to know that we live in a time and a place
where all we have to do is ask if we can have a goth
night, and lo and behold, there is one.
That’s pretty magical, if you ask me. See you there.

“Dance! Dance! Dance!”
Goth / Industrial Night @ The Space, 30
September 2017.
There is an age-old scene adage that seems
obvious, and yet is often wisdom-ignored among clubs
and places where people congregate: if you make a
place where cool things can happen, sooner or later,
cool things do happen. Part of it is the openness to
new ideas. Another element that the weirdos know
how to find cool places, once they are in motion.
Whatever it is that motivates us, sooner or later,
everything lines up, and some very magical evenings
can happen, right in your back yard.
As we were reviewing some of the possible things
that could happen in Salem, my wife made the
excellent observation that there wasn’t a Goth Night
anywhere in town. This was a staple of Portland Night
Life, and there were often enough Goth and Gothfriendly locales that one could find a place to go every
night of the week if they wanted. But here, this kind
of nightlife is largely absent from town. The Fifty and
The Space go out of their way to host live music, and
there are plenty of singer-songwriter and cover band
venues to visit, if you want that sort of thing. But
there are not dance nights dedicated to non-pop
music, and as we discussed this, she oﬀered to arrange
the whole thing if we could get a date from The Space.
And, I have to say, I’m a little jealous. I’ve been
putting on shows since I was a teen, and very few of
them have been high-yield, or even what one could call
a “decent” turnout. Admittedly, the stuﬀ I book has
often been niche, or friend bands, or parties, where
the audience was, by default, going to be small anyway.
So when M’s Goth Night had a fairly excellent turnout
by any objective measurement, I had to make sure I
led with compliments, rather than jealousy.
Regardless, this was one of those nights when the
melding of both young and old created a new scene
over the course of an evening. Nebulae featured DJ
Heath (The
Fresh Prince of
Darkness) & DJ
Bela Legoatse
(Kylie Burbank),
and the mix of
elder goths and
20-somethings

******

“Odds & Sods”
Help Me Locate Potential Flab.
So far, the feedback regarding The Cherry Picker has
been, at worst, quiet, and at best, positive and upbeat.
No one has had anything negative to say, which leads
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me to the conclusion that I’m not trying hard enough,
that if I just put a little more eﬀort into this, that I
could easily push the right buttons of those who are
easily rankled. But for the time being I’m happy to
write positively about things I like, and largely omit
things that I don’t have any interest in.
However, a few people have asked why I included
a calendar on the first couple of issues, and part of me
is starting to see their point. We all have phones in
our pockets, and we find out about things that are
happening the same way we did in the old days: word
of mouth. Sure, that word is coming via text, and that
mouth is now a screen, but the eﬀect is the same.
People hear about what their friends are doing, and
they go do it with them. The mechanism of delivery is
really just window dressing at this point.
Which brings me to the question: since everyone
has a much better, more reliable, and more immediate
calendar on their phones that is always accurate, is my
idea of including a “what’s happening?” section just an
antiquated notion from my ’90’s nostalgia? Perhaps.
And that is where you come in.
I would like to hear from you on the subject of
calendars in zines like this. Are they relevant? Does it
matter? Do you want to hear about shows that
happened, or shows that are coming up? How do you
want this information delivered to you? What are you
looking for, when you look for show listings?
It seems like a silly questions, but in the modern
age, we have a constantly updating means of
delivering time-sensitive media in an ever-updating
fashion, and it seems strange now that we want to
replicate a weaker version of that information here.
I’ve been largely doing it out of habit, and I like show
listings myself. But then again, I can’t go to all the
shows I list, and more realistically, is that actually how
people will find out about events?
I’m constantly impressed with the changes that
are happening in the modern age, and I am working
hard to stay informed, so I don’t betray my age too
much. But the truth of the matter is, I need to know
how these things work now, if I’m ever going to
overcome how silly those kinds of limitations and
presentations actually are. Yes, there are reasons not
to print a calendar. What are the reasons to do it?
Let me know what you think, please. About this,
or anything else, really. Like I’ve said before, I would
love to put your letters here instead.

Happy Holidays
It’s been raining most of the afternoon and I
couldn’t be happier. The drizzling is nice. This
constant patter as I tried to take a nap, this drip as I
tidy the kitchen and tend to M. (She’s not feeling
well.) This rain is fucking beautiful, I tell you, and
while you and I may never get to share a drink and
talk about this rain in particular, the wind and the
cloud cover and all the elements that comprise of it is
causing my mind to turn to the season.
October is here, and the holidays are upon us
quicker than a sudden rainstorm. With that in mind, I
would like to urge you to pick up a copy of my spoken
word album of Ghost Stories, “The Ways of Ghosts by
Ambrose Bierce.” (wtbc. bandcamp.com/album/theways-of-ghosts-by-ambrose-bierce) It is the perfect
complement to this time of year, and contains five
ghost stories, written by
the master himself.
Each purchase helps
keep this publication
afloat. Just light a
candle, put this on, and
enjoy an old-fashioned
Halloween experience,
just like the kinds they
used to feature on
those awesome LPs
you sometimes see at
thrift stores.
Many people have asked how they can support this
publication, and I really don’t have a great answer for
that just yet. (I’m working on it.) But until then,
making a purchase like this really does help oﬀer us
the funds to keep doing stuﬀ like this, and we really
like making ‘zines. So please, pick up The Ways of
Ghosts, get a Halloween treat, and support local art
by people you know a love.

Trying to Shake The Nostalgia Trip.
This issue will be a shorty this time, largely because
I sort of blew my wad, time-wise, by attending the
21st NorCalNoiseFest (norcalnoisefest.com), where
MKUltramegaphone did a little “mini-mutation” and
participated in a show where nearly 50+ artists also
played over three venues (and days). It was a ton of
fun, and I made new friends and met up with people
who I hadn’t seen in ages. I’m hooked on the event,
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and can’t wait for next year.
That being said, there is that
feeling of coming home from tour,
of being road-weary and partied
out, of wanting nothing more than
base comforts and time to be
mindless for a moment. It’s a
mixture of nostalgia and memory,
of friends that you won’t see for
another year, and of wanting to
capture it all in a way that will be
meaningful in the future. I tried so
desperately to be in the moment
for as long as possible, but there
were still times where I had to retreat into social
media or a glass of wine, just to give myself a moment
of repose to process all I had seen. Trying to take in
and appreciate over 50 artists in three days will simply
wear anyone out. But I came pretty close to seeing
everything.
Regardless of the exhausting fun, any eight hour
blast up the I-5 is also just as draining, and in my
current state, there is a part of me that is dwelling on
the past something fierce, a terrible and debilitating
habit if ever there was one. It doesn’t help that this
trip was punctuated by time with my family, people I
never get to see but who showed me hospitality and
kindness that is always hard to measure accurately. I
long for simpler times, when our families were not
complicated, where we could just sip sodas and go
swimming and listen to Grandpa Chet tell some other
story about hunting that was most certainly
exaggerated, but what the fuck? It’s the end of
summer, anyway, right? Let’s have some fun.
Sacramento certainly felt that way, but as much as
I want to dwell on the past, there is too much work to
do to get too mired in those great times that are now
long gone, and simply a ringing in my ears that will
last a bit longer, then recede into the mundanity of
everyday life and chores and making sure you exercise,
even though you really don’t want to. Nostalgia, while
so intoxicating, is also toxic in nature. (It’s right there
on the tin.) We all get too wrapped up in it, waiting
for the next MyFacester+ & Twinstagrmblr “memory”
to pop up and drag us down that rabbit hole again.
This Fall and Winter will bring some of the best
opportunities I’ve ever had, and I need to stay
focused. I could wallow and get grim, and batcave

over some Joy Division like I’m in my 20s and single
again. But there’s too much work to do. There’s too
much work for all of us to do.
Yes, we can dance. Yes, we can enjoy ourselves. But
we should be dancing for the right reasons. We should
be turning up our stereos for a cause. We should wax
nostalgic only in the case where we can contrast it to
something happening now, and something that
informs a world that is relevant to people coming up
now. Nostalgia leads to thinking the racist, sexist,
bullshit of the past was actually great—even full of
heartbreak, loss, and the memory of those taken from
us. Nostalgia gives all of it power over us in the here
and now, and helps us loose sight of what we could be
doing instead of remembering.
Optimism, creative expression, and forwardthinking. Now that is something you can use to build
a scene. Who’s with me?
See you in two weeks.
******
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“The Future’s So Bright.
I’ve gotta build a web page.”
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