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THIRTY-THREE YEARS OF D.O.A.

thirteen studio albums

thirteen singles and EPs

one live album

two split albums

five split singles and EPs

six DVDs

two solo albums

eight D.0O.A. compilations

more than twenty V/A (various
artists) compilations

two D.O.A. tribute albums by other
artists

fifteen European tours

thirty cross-Canada tours
twenty national tours of the US
three tours of Australia

two of New Zealand

one tour of China

one tour of Japan

eight bass players

six other guitarists

fourteen drummers plus another four
who filled in for one show

Randy’s green panel van

The Blue Bullet

Miss Piggy, the school bus

Galloping Gertie

The Iron Lung

Reid Fleming, the white truck,
purchased brand new in 1988 and
still running today with 800,000
kilometres on it.

ARSENAL PULP PRESS | VANCOUVER .

[ 4



WwWor b WAL = T Ke(THEY / ¢, Brscul’=S
d o PR SONER P0RA[SHINT

o P e AN ILLUSTRATED
\WoRED WAL 'S o rmES HISTORY OF D.0.A.

T Doesv'T MATTER WHAT,
[T OoesNT WATIRR , Y9V G
PRENGNE  MEAS URES MAVE B
No N0 PEOLE.LGET @

\ VU S, WU woN'T pEAE 1T No BEDN WA
0 CHpIaE, YWY sl (MPUCNT DT AV
NI T Wite REALLY 4 CAINST MVCLAR ARPING

2

A

D THE roc g oUT ON OUR LLAN
i CMJ-_ ~ Lb W/”Z-_.
oo gl W & AV o e RUN
7 NVET
15 Bre;:m Un
2R DY
W TH| NAD
/) "‘?_ C;M/U i 5 = ‘ . ff/-”‘\ f?_

gy W TN ooV

| | /2 CME

TN
WERE PN

GOV #- )¢
~NO HU fU Z/tff
Do T G 25750 S
PTNEM Y TS NN A BeEgi

| . | 3 M ' NG THE cu N
UNKO ke A TN
WAY
@ A
7 o
1 JU ST ROV WANRA
POES N MATTER

//
W OV @t e )
OO ANY (I
2 MY CJUSE WERE ol
e TO A NYVCBAr DAY

| - ?
;!VO NUMAN  LTVES BTAND N
| 0K
WHI LE WERE CAWNS [N 7ME br e
,_}__S_{;,D'NG DU S WITMQ NO ARUITTAL
D> UpP DEaD FMJ\C/QJS/

wmub WA/ ~
:M“ab,ﬁ.b WAR - I bow P&Shlé/z

i N — NOT CONNA TAKE [T




| dedicate this book to my loving family, thanks for putting up with me!

A special thanks to all who played in D.O.A., all who worked for D.O.A., and especially to all the
fans of D.O.A. A big thanks to everybody at Arsenal Pulp Press for believing we could make a great
book!

—Joe Shithead Keithley
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When | started down this road, | had no idea where it would take me, nor did | perceive just

how rough that road would turn out to be. | was a young man of eighteen, and | just wanted to
play music, excite people, and change the world; | mean, how hard could it be? You just get up
there and play the music that you love and dig the sheer power and thrill of it all. But like almost
everything in life, tough odds, weird circumstances, and the ill-intentioned always manage to get
in the way.

D.0.A. had a veritable raging river of trouble from the start. The press and the general populace
perceived right away that we were troublemakers and out to fuck with anything that got in our
way. The fuck-ups and problems (forget about “issues”; | hate that weak-kneed euphemism)
ranged from police to border guards to rip-off promoters to stab-you-in-the-back record
companies. But probably the toughest part was losing some of our comrades along the way—
friends and band members like Dimwit, Ken Jensen, and Stubby Pecker, and many other pals as
well.

| was first consciously inspired to be an activist when | was about sixteen years old. Events
around the world, like the nuclear arms race, the war in Vietnam, and protests all across North
America and Europe, stoked the fire in me. When | realized that artists were uniting and fighting
together for good causes, | was drawn into activism forever. When | coupled that with the high
of firing people up with our blitzkrieg form of music—that, to me, was the perfect marriage of the
arts. I'll always be thrilled by riling people up while I'm on stage.

When we first heard of punk rock back in 1976, we thought it was strange and primitive. That
turned out to be true, but as we got deeper and deeper into it, there was a whole lot more
that wasn't visible to the naked eye or ear. What | dug about it was the freedom of expression;
you could say whatever you wanted. It didn’t matter if the masses thought it was crazy or
unacceptable. And | loved the camaraderie, the feeling of being part of a movement, a social
phenomenon that challenged the status quo.

We released the 7-inch single “Disco Sucks” in 1978, and that gave us a passport to travel

the world as professional troublemakers, taking on evil-doers, slimy corporations, and scuzzy
politicians, all the while having a real cool time doing it. This book illustrates, literally and
figuratively, how we have done our best to fuck with the system and once in awhile make it work
in our favour.



When we started, | thought the world was screwed up, but it took me a few years before | realized
just how messed up it really was. Part of what attracted me to punk rock in the first place is that
it stood up to bullshit. Bullshit like RACISM, SEXISM, GREED, and WARMONGERING. So, when
people ask me why | still do what | do, the answer is easy: 'Cause the world is still full of RACISM,
SEXISM, GREED, and WARMONGERING. In some ways, it's worse today than back then.

We came across the slogan TALK - ACTION = O on the front of an anarchist mag called Open
Road, and we immediately knew that it fit D.O.A. like a glove. When we asked Open Road if we
could use that phrase, they said, “Go ahead. The world and everything in it belongs to all of us.”
To us, that meant:

BE YOUR OWN BOSS.
THINK FOR YOURSELF.
EFFECT SOME POSITIVE CHANGE IN THIS WORLD.

And in that spirit, | thought it would be cool to share D.O.A.’s thirty-three plus years of punk,
troublemaking, and fun. When | started to go through my fourteen boxes of posters, tour
schedules, photos, and memorabilia, it was tough to pare it down. D.O.A. has played somewhere
around 3,500 shows over the years, so there are a lot that aren’t included here, given the space
limitations of this book. Still, | believe that I've painted a pretty broad canvas.

While it’s true that punk, like most artistic or social movements, would eventually lose some

of its focus and get partially mired in self parody—much to the delight of various naysayers—
that’s not the whole picture. To the critics, | say: Shove it! Try getting off your butts and creating
something that has a shred of meaning. Punk’s positives far outweigh its negatives. When you
distill what came out of punk—the-think-for-yourself, do-it-yourself ethic for helping those around
you and effecting positive change—I'd say punk is still potent. So watch your step when you mess
with the rebel kind. Remember this:

WE CAN AND WE WILL
CHANGE THIS WORLD
INTO A BETTER PLACE

So, my friends, | humbly say to all of you:

TALK - ACTION =0
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THE CHAOTIC START

As a teenager, | wanted to be a pro hockey player, hopefully for the
Boston Bruins. Around the same time, | bought my first drum set and that
was a turning point. As | went through high school, | started to become
politically aware, and the '60s folk music that my older sister brought
home stirred the mental pot for me as well.

In 1973, while | was in grade ten, Greenpeace was holding
demonstrations against the buildup of nuclear arms between America
and the Soviet Union. This encouraged us teenaged kids to skip school
and demonstrate with them. In Vancouver, we marched around the US
consulate downtown. This was big: | had attended my first demonstration.
I no longer thought about playing for the Bruins; now | wanted to be a
civil rights lawyer. | held up William Kunstler (who defended the Chicago
Seven) as my role model. Oh yeah, music was still there for me too; |

was busy beating the crap out of the drums in crummy high school rock
bands.

Two days in September 1974 sealed my fate. The first day, | enrolled

at Simon Fraser University; the next day | bought my first guitar from a
pawn shop. | had to take up guitar 'cause one of my best friends, who
we nicknamed Dimwit, was becoming a far better drummer than | could
ever be. | was about to be kicked out of the band, so learning guitar was
a matter of survival. We formed a mediocre rock band to play some club
shows—our payoff was getting fired from our first gig. We collectively said,
“Shit! This rock business ain’t what it's cracked up to be!”

Then in ’76 we heard about punk rock. Wow! What weird shit is this? It
all happened pretty fast after that. We started covering Iggy Pop songs,
the Ramones came to town, and singles from the Sex Pistols and the
Clash started arriving at the coolest record store in town, Quintessence
Records. So in June '77, we formed a band called the Skulls; we thought
the name sounded “mean”! We moved to Toronto and raised shit there
till February 78, when we broke up.

| arrived back in Vancouver and put an ad in the Georgia Straight,
Vancouver’s alternative newsweekly. | wanted to form a new punk rock
band and take the world by storm. First | found Randy Archibald. He
was an okay drummer, but not incredible, so | taught him how to play



bass and nicknamed him Randy Rampage. Then | came across Chuck
Biscuits, who was Dimwit’s little brother, and he turned out to be one of
the greatest drummers of all time. We were set.

We played a few club shows as part of the burgeoning Van City punk
scene, but what really got us going was a “Battle of the Bands” contest.
We didn’t win, but the MC, Tom Harrison (music critic for the Georgia
Straight), got covered with gob and stale beer when he announced

we lost, which outraged the punks. Next we played an Anti-Canada

Day picnic in Stanley Park; the burning of money and the Canadian
Constitution and the pissing off of the police department cemented
D.0O.A. as Vancouver’s official troublemakers.

After releasing “Disco Sucks” in June '78, we did our first road trip. We

ended up at San Francisco’s birthplace of punk, the Mabuhay Gardens.
We did two shows, befriended the Avengers, Jello Biafra, and the Dead

Kennedys as well as Negative Trend (which mutated into Flipper), and |
pissed all over the crowd, which established our punk cred in SF.

With that original trio, we put out two more singles in ‘78 and '79

and started travelling down an unknown path. It was like punk rock
pioneering; in our travels across North America, we found that bigger
cities usually had their own fledgling scenes, but the small- to mid-size
towns had only vaguely heard about the new threatening phenomenon
of punk. So, for a lot of people, D.O.A. was their punk rock baptism. We
never really had time to take in what was happening; we were just too
fuckin’ busy doing it.

By the end of '79, things were starting to shake for the band: we had a
manager, journalist Ken Lester; we had record companies wanting to
put out our records; and we had tons of offers for shows, particularly in
California. We started travelling to California as often as six times a year.

We were on our way.

11
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It's been a rough and rocky road. But this is how
it all started for my friends and me. Our rock band
Stone Crazy, which consisted of Dimwit (RIP),
Wimpy, Brad Kent, and |, had our first pro gig at
the Grasslands Motor Inn in Merritt, BC, where we
were supposed to play Top Forty cover songs. The
owner, Mussolini Joe, didn’t like us, so he gave us
the boot.

After the Stone Crazy firing, we started our first
punk band. We needed a name; we came up with
the Skulls, it had a threatening ring to it. It was
Brad and me on guitar, Wimpy on bass, Dimwit on
drums. This crazy Australian guy (what other kind is
there?) became our lead singer.

.THE HARD DRTVING

(STONEP,
CRAZY

of 2
BUANABY NORTH |
i DANIEEﬁg;N:ON
EVERYBODY WELCOME
APRIL 294~ FR|DAY
2:00-PM—§ 3.00
PORT -MOODY LEIGION HALL
xx¥ REFRESHMENTS J!!




Our first show was on the beach at White Rock, BC. It was an
outdoor bandshell and we snuck our way onto the bill by saying,
“Yeah, yeah, sure, sure, we're just a rock band like Led Zeppelin,
that kind of shit.” The crowd consisted of a bunch of greaseball
hippies wearing Jack Daniels T-shirts. Our set was greeted by a
barrage of garbage and bottles. Our singer Lee punched a couple of
those geeks in the head.

The next day | phoned up Tom Harrison and told him about the shit
that had gone on. That week in the Straight, we were said to be
Vancouver’s most hated band! Wow! We were on our way. At that
show we also met some of White Rock’s best: Art Bergmann (Young
Canadians) and John Armstrong (Modernettes).

We heard about a punk show in Vancouver at the Japanese Hall with
the Lewd and the Furies. We wormed our way onto the bill at the last
minute, so whenever | saw the gig posters | would write the Skulls
on them with a sharpie. We opened the not-so-gala event and were
met with a shitload of indifference. About halfway through | started
getting egged by a guy yelling, “Man, you’re so punk!” Squinting
through the lights, | finally got a bead on the fucker who was doing
the egging. | jumped off the stage and tackled him to the ground.
Then | took the rest of his carton of eggs and smashed them into his
face. | clambered back on stage and sang the rest of the set.

13
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By September 77 our line-up had solidified; Dimwit on drums, myself on
vocals, Wimpy, a.k.a. Labordenass, and Simon Werner (RIP) (the Pack)
on guitar. At a Japanese Hall show, a huge biker from the Satan’s Angels
(now the Hell’'s Angels) came backstage to confirm that the Skulls and
the Furies would play that weekend at their Labour Day run. Chris Arnett,
leader of the Furies, freaked out and told the guy that he was leaving for
South America the next day and couldn’t do the show. The biker chased
Chris around the dressing room calling him a chickenshit while throwing
punches at him. Fearing for his life, Chris ran out, and the Furies never
showed up. The Skulls did play the entire biker weekend; it was fucking
unreal.

Now that we had established that we were a bunch of troublemakers, we
quickly realized that nobody in their right mind would hire us. Damn! That
was fucking smart!

So we just went D.1.Y. because when you burn your bridges, you'd better
figure out how to swim. | rented the Legion Hall in one of Vancouver’s
suburbs, a hick town called Port Moody. Besides setting up the show,

| did all the postering (hopping on and off buses) and set up the PA.

The day of the show we were at the hall getting ready, and in walked

two undercover Port Moody police officers. They called out, “Who’s in
charge of this?” | walked over and said, “That would be me.” The cops
said our poster was obscene. He held up the poster and said, “Look at
this! Piss on You Productions! Shithead! That’s sick!” | told him it was my
democratic right to print whatever | wanted. The cops said they would be
back later to “keep an eye on things.” As the evening progressed, maybe
twenty would-be punk fans/curiosity seekers showed up, as well as about
twenty Satan’s Angels. The bikers offered to run the door for me; well,
who was | to argue? So they charged people $2 to get in and $ 3 to get
out.

To actually have a show in Vancouver | had to rent the West 4th Legion
Hall. We got around fifty people. There were no other punk bands in town,
the Furies had broken up, and the Dishrags were stuck over in Victoria,
so we started the first of what became a proud Vancouver tradition: We
formed the first “fuck band.” We all traded instruments: | played drums
and called myself “Flab Jiggle,” Dimwit played bass; Brad Kent played
guitar, and Dave Noga sang. We called it Victorian Pork.

The Skulls’ plan was to relocate to London to try and make it in the

UK punk scene. We had all been saving up dough for the move. Then

we heard about this thing called a drive through. Basically, you return

a rental vehicle to its original location and just pay for the fuel. So we
decided to take all of our gear and personal crap, jump in a motor home,
and relocate to Toronto for awhile, before the big move to London. We left
Vancouver in mid-November '77 and drove for four days straight across
the icy northern wasteland to get to T.0. The drive was all right, but the
toilet in the Winnebago wouldn’t flush, so by the time we got there, the
bowl was overflowing. Nice!



sl wioLENT
mﬁ%i_swa, Sicki:

FRTI. SEPT. 2,) 8:00eu. TAPANESE HalL - 475 ALEXANDER
?4.00 AT THE DOOR
PRESENTED by * You pEGGED For (T®  fRODUCTIONS

,,.v-ﬂ.‘\

oy,
7 ’
.



16

-

P R FOR PEQPLE WITH SUB-HUMAN
THE PAPE TENDENCIES

: THEATRE
565 COLLEGE St. 532:5580.

L0 U5 Y G ENTS

—_— .
TILL CHEAPER THAN e, i
ALL OTHZRS e

THIS ISSUE INCLUDES CRAP LIKE
THE MISFITS, TEENAGE HEAD, THE SHULL
INTERVIEW, THE DAMNED,THE PCLES,
EW YEARS AT PAVIDS, LOTS OF PICTURE
AND NOT MuCH MCAE

AND ALSO A SPECIAL SECTION ON
CONTROLLING BOWEL MOVEMENTS

-

GARBAGE CAN PRODUCTIONS
DFCFMRFR 2 N0 . 200"




We bummed our way onto a few bills in
Toronto. At first people didn’t like us, but

we made friends and played shows at Club
David and the Shock Theatre. We played
shows with the Ugly, the Viletones, and the B
Girls. We were pissing away our savings for
the UK move, waiting for shows that rarely
came; | was bored. So to fill the time | started
a fanzine called Drones. There was only

one issue, but it was a classic, for sure. My
other main occupation was spraypainting: |
would tag anything | could with “the Skulls
Rule!” Sometimes | would mindlessly just
walk along with the spray can going, painting
businesses, churches, whatever. In February
78, Wimpy and Simon Werner moved to
London. Dimwit and | were supposed to
follow closely behind, but we never did—we
decided to move back to Vancouver, and that
was the end of the Skulls. Wimpy came back
in March and formed the Subhumans along
with Dimwit and Brad.

When | got back to Vancouver, | recruited
Randy to be the bass player. Then |
discovered that Dimwit’s little brother Chuck
was a good drummer. We met a singer who
called himself Harry Homo. He said, “You
guys be the band, I'll be the singer, we’ll call
ourselves D.0.A., and make a million dollars.”
Well, that was good enough for us, and
D.0.A. was born. It was February 11th, 1978,
and we talked our way onto a show with the
Generators at the Japanese Hall. When the
Generators realized we were starting to play
the same three songs over again, they pulled
the plug on the power. While we had been in
Toronto Victorian Pork had gotten “serious”
with a new line-up. We opened for them and
that was the first time D.O.A. appeared on a
poster.
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I've always believed that band members should be comrades, and a band should fight against
the odds and try to change the world. In our case, common enemies drew Randy, Chuck, and
me together. It basically boiled down to two things: the pathetic apathy of mainstream society
and the slimy corruption that riddled the music business. So one night while sitting around
considering our fate with a case of O'Keefe’s Extra Old Stock, we came to our three basic
truths:

EVERYBODY HATES US ¢ NOBODY WILL BOOK US « WE'LL NEVER GET A RECORD DEAL

After briefly pondering those sobering realizations, | said, “Why don’t we put out our own
record? There’s this band | used to see when | went to SFU called the Pied Pumkin String
Ensemble; they did it, so why can’t we?” Well, there was one big problem—we had no fuckin’
dough! But like everybody else, the rock ‘n’ roll gods have to grind one out on a regular basis
like us destitute mortals, and manna fell from heaven! Some unemployment enjoyment
cheques came in. | cashed those and booked Ocean Sound in North Vancouver. We recorded
and mixed the four-song Disco Sucks EP in nine hours. That included finishing half the lyrics in
the studio. To the right is my notebook from that recording session.
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Punk rock was the new sensation in Vancouver and D.O.A. epitomized it,
so Tom Harrison got us on the bill of the Battle of the Bands. The show
was at the Body Shop, a local meat market, and the local punks came
down there determined to raise shit. That they did, especially when
D.0.A. were knocked out of the competition.

On July 1st, 1978 (Canada Day), D.0.A., the Subhumans, and Private
School tried to play in Vancouver’s magnificent Stanley Park without

a permit. The bulls were having none of this. They blocked us from
playing until we borrowed a permit for the park from a picnicking church
group (hey, there’s good people in every walk of life). The bands finally
played five hours later than scheduled. Anarchists burned the Canadian
Constitution and money. The concert got a lot of media coverage, so
the public’s perception of our less-than-savoury attitude increased
exponentially around BC.



Our first road trip was to Victoria. Tim Ray and AV had asked to come over
and play on the bill with them and the Dishrags. We planned to go to the
Dishrags’ high school (they were all sixteen) and do some flyering for the
show. The Dishrags met us at the front of the school about 11 a.m., then
the two bands and road crew all ran pell mell through the classrooms
throwing flyers at kids. In short order we had a posse of teachers and the
principal in hot pursuit. They grabbed us and kicked us out of the school.
Jeez! What ingrates—we were just spreading Canadian culture. Only
about fifty people showed up at the gig and, of course, we didn’t get paid,
but it was a lark.

Once the Disco Sucks EP came out, we mailed it everywhere we could
think of, and about a month later it was number one on a San Francisco
college radio station. That summer, | got us booked for two nights at
Mabuhay Gardens, SF’'s home of punk. To get there, | took the train,
Randy and Chuck took the Greyhound, and Brad hitchhiked. We arrived
without any gear, so we borrowed some from Negative Trend, and |
became fast friends with their bassist Will Shatter (RIP) (Flipper). On
Friday night we warmed up for the Avengers, which was great, and the
joint was packed. On Saturday night we opened for Ray Campi and the
Rockabilly Rebels. The crowd was a bunch of tourists that were definitely
indifferent to our brand of noise. At that time | was just singing, so to
entertain the crowd | decided to try to wrap my entire body with gaffer’'s
tape. It didn’t work; the crowd stared at me with all the emotion that you
might see in a shark’s eye. Sensing their boredom—and having to piss
like a racehorse—I| unzipped and sent forth a stream that went clear -

- . ) . SUDDEN DEATH BECORDS 15 SICKENED TO |
across the dance floor. The yellow liquid ended up in some girl’s drink ANOUNCE: INCLUDING RoYaL poice

NAZI THA gt
about twenty feet away. Needless to say, that (wet) cemented our rep D m [ A'M'
. S (|
® @ =
m EEE ;

in SF. On Sunday, we didn’t have a show, but the Dead Kennedys were t_l:,:

playing at the Fab Mab. | caused such a ruckus that the bouncers threw ; . ., \, ‘:vlr'
me out. Dirk Dirksen (RIP), who ran the Mab, said | was banned for life. i 0w, f‘ﬁ i
Jello stopped the DK’s set and said they wouldn’t continue unless they - ’;’?ﬁ%

let “that Joey Shithead back into the club.” Dirk relented and that was
the start of my great friendships with Jello and Dirk.

21



<

TR, VANCOUWER, BC VeB 3XE — 40 3858

i pit o Pueupr 19df
MERETH APTER KNOWMN AS THE OPERATOR

[i] FERETN AFTER KidWli-i8 WHE ARTTST.

QUADRA

3 BANDS
-D.O.A.
-RABID

OF E«fLOYEE
IFLAN
+ MANNERGE

o

15 QOSTRACT THE SATD OFERATOR AND THE SATD ARTIST AGREE AND

PR & COWSECIFRIVE PERIOD O

EATD OFEEATOR AGREES TO ALOIATE AND PAY THE SAID FREFOAMER THE
swor L. 5o Pew e
FATIENT T0 HE MADE TN FULL DY CASH WONIES AFTER THE LAST PER-
FORMABOE FROVIDING DOTH PARTIES HAVE MADE AND MET THE FEGEESARY

TEAMS OF THIS AGREDMENE] '

<ERNIE DICK &
the POINTED
STICKS

WED THURS
AUG. 23 -24

HEW WAVE MNEW WAVE NEW WAVE MEW WAVE
MEW WAVE NEW WAVE NEW WAVE NE_W WAVE

I8 _._____.mr of [luust. ;.b
CEERATOR, _,,_‘___ 4 " ‘

MANAOES,
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HOMER
1635 The White Noise Tour 78

Back home we got booked into this gay club on Homer
St. called the Quadra Club (later on Club Soda, still Friday
later the Starfish Room). When we arrived for the sound
check, they had a video monitor hooked up that played
Deep Throat over and over again, and it was still playing
when the show was over. This was Ernie Dick and the
Pointed Sticks’ (later just Pointed Sticks) first show.

A local college DJ, Phil Smith, booked us to play my old
alma mater, Simon Fraser University. While we played,
the entire ceiling of acoustic tiles got ripped out by the
fans. You can see D.0.A.’s song list on the poster.

The  Dish rags The Polnted Sticks

8.00 PM

Simon Fraser University
*South Court Lounge




Val, 1978, Na, 40

Handicapped scream for help

This was our second trip to San Francisco in '78. We played with
the Mutants and got paid $102.13. This time we rode in style in Al
Steadman’s green Chevy panel van. Simon Wilde, a.k.a. Stubby Pecker
(RIP) (he briefly played bass for D.O.A. in 1980) had an upside-down
swastika on his jacket. By chance, Simon encountered a racist gang of
whites outside the Mab and got punched out by these cretins. When

we heard about the fight, our roadie, Bob Montgomery (Chuck’s older
brother) and | went out front to see what was going on. | was immediately
confronted by the head racist, backed up by about twelve or thirteen
guys. This head dick screamed at me, then ripped off his wife beater. At
first | wondered if he didn’t want to get it dirty while they pummelled me.
He turned around and showed me a full back tattoo of an eagle clutching
a swastika. It was his point of pride. We had a ten-minute argument, with
the club’s security standing by. Amazingly, no punches were thrown. After
they left, | told Simon to never wear a stupid fucking swastika again.

WILL RISE

AGAlw
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We got the Avengers up to Vancouver for a two-night stand. These were
the last shows at the Japanese Hall, Vancouver’s original home of punk
rock. We also played in Victoria again, and the poster showed me with
then-Prime Minister Joe Clark. It was the Wright brothers’ (No Means No)
first introduction to punk rock, and a wild one it was, as Randy, Chuck,
and | took on some really moronic patrons with mike and cymbal stands.

In late '78, Quintessence Records released our The Prisoner/Thirteen
7-inch single, recorded at Little Mountain Sound by Ron Obvious. Bob
Rock helped out on the session.
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We played this new rather large club called
O’Hara’s with the Dils and the Shades.
Sponsored by Public Enemy magazine, it
was a good show. The next night, there

was the 3D Party: D.0.A., the Dils, and the
Dishrags. It was held at a squat house, one
of Vancouver’s oldest and most trashed, right
next door to Dave Gregg’s “Fort Gore” pad.
So many fucking people showed up that they
smashed holes in the wall that separated
the hallway from the room where the bands
performed. This was a better show.
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An early version of “l Hate You.”

Vancouver had a really vibrant and creative
punk/new wave scene. Jack Rabid of the

Big Takeover called it one of the best in the
world. So Phil Smith, Steve Macklam (Pointed
Sticks manager), Gerry Barad (Quintessence
and D.O.A. advisor), and Grant McDonaugh
(Quintessence) had an idea: Let’s record

all the bands in the scene and put out a
compilation album. Great idea, but as usual,
nobody had any dough except maybe Ted
Thomas (he owned Quintessence Records),
but he wouldn’t back it. So we found Chris
Cutress (CBC recording engineer) who ran
Sabre Sound, an 8-track studio in Burnaby.
Chris recorded everybody for free. To pay for
the initial pressing, we put together a benefit
show for the compilation at O’Hara’s. Despite
the petty in-scene fighting, we put out a great
album. It was re-issued by Sudden Death
Records as a benefit for the Vancouver Food
Bank in 2005.
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