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What's up?

Hi, and welcome to the debut issue of YEAH!, a new weekly live
music newspaper. What can you expect to see in YEAH!? Well, well tell
ya! Each issue will feature several reviews of recent live shows in the
Seattle area; and starting with issue 2, we'll be running a regular series of
interviews with local bands. This week we have a very unusual look at The
Squirrels, the first episode of our soon-to-be-classic series A Date with
Dash, and a review of up-and-comers Skin-n-Bones. Pop Lust legend
Rob Morgan's Two Katz and a Toaster comic strip will tickle your wacky
bone (this time it's on page 4).

Our focus is, and always will be, on local live music. We see
ourselves not as competition for The Rocket, but as more of a weekly
supplement; The Rocket's focus is more broad, while we try to zero inona
more specialized topic. We hope that you'll make a habit of picking up
YEAH! weekly; meanwhile, write and tell us what you think!

Squirrels dish up veggies

(Local legends The Squirrels recently became the first local band
to feature a combination vegetablelsaxophone player. Our intrepid Yeah!
reporter , Nicholas Alexander Markleby, was on the scene at a recent
Squirrels gig to tell us all about it.)

Picture this: two potatoes clanking together. Clanking, endlessly,
rhythmically clanking. Now let your eyes wander back into your head.
You see yourself, you see your beer, your see your hand beside the beer,
fingernails maybe a little too short. You tell yourself you won't chew them
anymore, but you know you will. You wonder, “What am I doing here?
Why do I sit here and listen to this? Why do I take this? Why, on this
night, have I elected to see this particular band? Why?”

On stage, Tom Vail picks up a husk of corn and begins to play it
coolly and efficiently, like a guirro, his potato peeler thythmically wreaking
havoc on the innocent piece of corn. Juice spews onto his hands, but he
seems oblivious: wrapped in the music, intent on
keeping the beat. Suddenly you realize, maybe

Tom Vail, remember, why you are here.

out of veget- ¥ “He's new, isn't he?”” you ask someone
ables at the across the table. They answer that he is. You ask
Owl Café. where they found him. Your friend says that Vail

¥ was found destitute, no friends or relatives, only a

b, used BMW and a pretty decent job at
Abercrombie and Fitch. “I guess the guys
. realized that he had something special,” your
friend speculates before taking another sip of
his beer.

Just then you see the young comedic

prodigy pick up a hula hoop. Spinning

and swiveling, he sets a tenor saxophone
to his lips and begins to play. The crowd
goes wild. You go to the bathroom.

(Editor's note—We swear this
article is true: every word of it! If you
don't believe us, check out the Squirrels
this Friday at Scoundrel’s Lair cpening for
the Dead Milkmen, or Saturday at the
Popllama Picnic.) L
(Well, O K —maybe every word
isn't quite true— krow potatoes don't
clank!)




A Date with Dash

Oh, what a night, what an incredible night! Do
you ever have nights like that—just too much fun?
Nah, you probably don't, so let me tell you a story
about my town and you can just pretend you were there
too.

Just before nine, the DashMobile pulls up in
front of Untouchable Records and we pick up my date

or since we're pretending you're there too, our date, the
lovely, charming, and very talented Marie Chauvan.
You'll like her; Marie's always a fun date!

So we cruise down to Scoundrel's Lair, and
here we are: the Power Mowers are about to go on.
If you've never seen these guys, hey, your excuse ain't
gonna work on me! This is Blackie, and that's
Christy—you remember her, right? Well, he sings, and
so does she (yeah, they're a lot like Sonny and Cher).
The driving force back there hammering tattoos into the
skins is little Richard Steverud, ex-Fastback (but don't
ask him about that). Hey, who's that guy, and where's
Brent? Oh, Brent's off to be a full-time Winning Wolf,
so this guy, Jerry, is the new guitarist.

by Dash Danger

They're starting, grab yourself a drink, we gotta
dance! Whoa, aren't these guys great? Where's my
drink? Didn't you get me one too? Ah, forget it—look,
the Mowers are doing their big hit off the PopLlama
Combo Deluxe album, so they put a mic down on the
floor for Kurt Anderson of the Broadcasters to lead the
audience in the whistle-along chorus. Gotta go, gotta
dance; aren't these guys just totally awesome? That
was the last song, but don't worry, they'll be
back—just repeat after me: “MORE, MORE, MORE,
MORE!” :

See, nothing to it! Look, Christy's putting the
mic back down on the floor so Kurt can sing along to
“This Old House.” Geez, what a sweating mess I am;
you got anything I could wear? A shirt? Ah, forget
1t—we gotta run.

Here we are at Squid Row to see The Life.
They're already playing; the dance floor's almost as big
as two table tops, but that's O.K. We've come to jump
up and down like wacky, and so we do, while the band
reels off its hits “In A Storm,” “Don't Fix It,” “If I Had
You,” “Alone,” and “Another Side of Life.” They are
hot tonight. I've heard all the comparisons people make
about the Life: they sound like the Doors, U2, the
Doors, Iggy, the Doors, Van Morrison, the Doors, Sim-

(continued on p. 5)

Skin-n-Bones: energy, motion, and more

Joe Foucault, bassist and vocalist for Skin-n-
Bones, describes his band's all-original music as
“energetic and movin', and I really dig that.” After

- W

Joe Foucault knew he giew his hair long for a reason! .

seeing them at the West Seattle Street Festival on July
18, I have to agree. The three-piece band captured the
audience and kept us “movin'”’

Foucault and drummer/vocalist Paul Delker have
been jamming together about four or five years, and
guitarist Mike McCool joined about one and one-half
years ago. The band's name comes from the members'
appearance; the three young men (the oldest is 21) must
each weigh about 100 pounds and be about 5'10" to 6'
tall.

Their songs range from tunes about “horrible
relationships™ to political topics—Joe likes singing
detrimental things about the government. “It's easier to
yell and let frustrations out,” he says.

Joe has seven years of experience playing
classical stand-up bass, and moved on to electric
because it provided him with the opportunity to
improvise more. The threesome all write songs
together, each bringing his own part.

I have a mental image of these guys about three
years ago, in high school, goofing ardund in a
basemient, writing songs and playing. Now they're
out, and they sound really tight; they will probably
improve a lot, as well.

(For a copy of Skin-n-Bones' four-track demo,
write to Joe Foucault at 1400 Boren #317, Seattle, W,
98101.) :

« Steve Hadley




Clubs and bands must submit listings of upcoming gigs by Friday at 5 p.m. for
publication in the following Tuesday's issue of YEAH! Please mail listings to us at P.O. Box
85256, Seattle, WA 98145-1256.

A checkmark (V) indicates an all-
ages show.

Razorbacks at the Owl Café.
Rangehoods at Meeker's

ding.

Jr. Cadillac Stll rockin' after all Four Tops It's the same old

these years. Tonight at the Central ~ song, but it still sounds great. The
Andy Summers If you had to Tavern, 207 1st Ave. Paramount Theater.
watch him from the back of the Hugh's Blues at the Old Timer's Slamhound Hunters at the
Tacoma Dome on the last Police Café. Backstage, 2208 N.W. Market.
tour, now's your chance to catch Isaac Scott at the Scarlet Tree. The Lords of the New Church
him in a more intimate setting. The Ducks at the Ballard show scheduled for tonight at the

Parker's, 17001 Aurora Ave. N. Firehouse. Central has been cancelled.
e : : i Dead Milkmen and the

Squirrels at Scoundrel's Lair,
3244 Eastlake Ave. E.

Savoy Brown at The Ballard Razorbacks at the Owl Café. vV Jr. Cadillac at the Renton
Firehouse, N.W. Market and Rangehoods at Meeker's River Days, Liberty Park, 5:30
Russell. Landing. p.m.

The No Means No, Feast, and \ Ebenezer Obey and Je Ka Jo \ Suzanne Vega Sensitive types
Death & Taxes show scheduled African pop at the Moore Theater, don't miss this one. 8 p.m. at the
for the Central Tavern tonight has 1932 2nd Ave. Moore.

\ Applied Science, Today of
all Days and World Beat Band

been cancelled.
Shreds at the Far Side Tavern,

10815 Roosevelt Way N.E. at Gas Works Park, 2 pm. A
Razorbacks at Meeker's Variant Cause Bring orange benefit for local food banks.
Landing, 1401 W. Meeker St. in traffic cones and sing along to “I vV Big Black at the Georgetown
Kent. Live By The Freeway.” Tonight at Steamplant. The swan song for this
Hugh's Blues at the Old Timer's the Central. Chicago threesome, whose recent
Café, 620 1st Ave. Hugh's Blues at the Old Timer's Showbox set is fondly remembered

Café. by many.
ac Scott at the Scarlet Tree.

Popllama Picnic, featuring

Isaac Scott at the Scarlet Tree, Prudence Dredge, the
6521 Roosevelt Way N.E. Acoustinauts, Different Ones, : AT
Shreds at the Far Side. the Fastbacks, Power Mowers, v Young Fresh Fellows and
Razorbacks at the Owl Cafe, Red Dress, the Squirrels, Nation of Milk Free and all-
5140 Ballard Ave. N.W. Jimmy Silva, and special ages, 6 p.m. at the Mural
Rangehoods at Meeker's guests at Lake Murphy Park in Amphitheater, Seattle Center. Be
Landing. Marysville. Call 328-5225 for there; we will, up in the front
Mllghty Diamonds and more information. dancing like fools.
Defenders 9 p.m. at Parker's. The Ducks at the Ballard
g;fgh's Blues at the Old Timer's Firehouse.
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—Dash's Date

ple Minds, the Doors, and so on, but frankly I just

o n n gl
2N Ey | VR

w - w - w vw ww - w -

don't see it. Jimm has little competition as a vocalist, -
and Tony, Eric and Casey could knock instant pudding l'e altlme
outta U2, or at least Simple Minds, so there. Whoops, CASSETTE DUPLICATION

gotta go—we're on a tight schedule.

Now we're at the Canterbury, home for the

high quality - friendly service - affordable

night of Prudence Dredge. Ican see that playing B 3 g Rney ob (0pv#

you their album, Big Ellen, on the drive over here could
in no way prepare you for this—what's going on,

anyway? Everyone's switched
instruments! Kurt Bloch, of the
Fastbacks/Runaway
Trains/Different Ones, is singing
“Monster Mash” with Dredge
drummer Dave Guinn. The crowd
is going nuts; now they're chanting
“We want the Trains!” So Marie

Chauvan takes the stage with fellow

Runaway Trains Phil Dirt on bass
and Bloch on guitar, and the sole
remaining Dredge member Quinn
the Eskimo, I mean, Dave Guinn,
on drums really banging away.

After rousing renditions of
“Malaria Baby” and “Not Your
Girlfriend,” Joey throws everybody
off the stage, and Prudence Dredge
plays a few more tunes; Lou Reed's
“Rock 'n'Roll” turns into “Hey
Jude,” and everybody switches
instruments again: Mark's playing
sax, Mick's playing guitar, Tom's
playing trombone, Carl's pounding
those keyboards—look fast—now
Mick's on drums and Tom's on
bass—whew!

Marie and I had originally
planned to head down the frat rock
city, the Attic in Madison Park, to
see the Young Fresh Fellows,
but this is just way too much fun
and I just can't pull myself away.
What a show, what a night, totally
awesome; but hey, you've been a
great date, let's do this again next
week. Ciao, baby—but wait! You
too can have “A Date with Dash.”
Write me here, c/o Yeah!, P.O.
Box 85256, Seattle, WA 98145-
1256.
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COUPON
Good for

YEAH! Classifieds are
deal in town. Only 10¢ per word, 25¢
per bold-face word, $1.00 mini-
mum. No phone-in ads, please; mail
your ads (with payment) to Yeah/

the best

P.O. Box 85256, Seattle, 98145-
1256. Deadline is Friday at 5 p.m.

Pop band (recently featured in The

one basic Jaz-
M
. .zing™ of Cellophane’
' _haircolor W

ing for $i2.
_ with stylist Ann, by

ith condition- §
Good only

Rockef) restructuring; seeks new

personnel. Guitarists, bassists,
and drummers urged to call 323-
4926. Influences: R.E.M., Squeeze,
Motown, Prudence Dredge. Egotistic-
altypes don't bother.

Howard Jones collector looking for
rare and early collectibles. If you have
it and | don't, chances are I'll want to
buy it. Call Martin at 527-3498.

YEAH! seeks part-time ad sales
reps. Commission paid. Fun job, fun
co-workers: call us at 323-4926
today!

Also look for their infamous
~ “Kill Lou Guzzo” 7".

Subcore Records Presents:

The Dehumanizers

End of Time
21 song debut LP, from the only
band that takes the stage nalked!

Both releases available at finer
record stores everywhere, or from
Subcore Records, P.O. Box 99284
Seattle, WA 98199

Place a display ad in YEA/H!
and receive 50% off
the standard ad rate.
A band could get a full page
ad for $45,

a half page ad for $27.50,
or even a sixth page ad for
$10!

It's a great way to advertise
gigs and records.

Call YEAH! at 323-4926 for
more info.
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