WARNING: You are receiving the OXBOW Newsletter (more like it can be found at www.theoxbow.com) because you 1) have fucked up, Mel, 2) think it's funny like we think it's funny to come to your house at 5 a.m. With a pipe. 3) are toying with the idea of toying with bad taste again and/or 4) don't know. You just don't know.

If you desire to be relieved of the onus of having to read this monthly paean to the powers of personal persuasion, call us at 650-714-4891, and we will let you handle it. Gentle at first. But then much more aggressively later.

Newsletter No. 51: THE HAMMER, THE COCK

TELL ME: WHO IS YOUR LORD?  THE GROUND, THE WORM, AND THE MURDERED. -- JOSHUA GREEN 

"Two years later when he was teaching in another establishment, people complained about him being naked from the waste up. When asked to dress more decently, Mao retorted: 'There wouldn't be anything scandalous if I was stark naked. Consider yourself lucky I'm not completely naked.'" – Jung Chang

A PHILOSOPHY THAT SMASHES ALL EXISTING IDOLS AND ERECTS ITS OWN IDOL -- NAMELY, A ''REALISM'' WHICH ASSERTS THAT CRUELTY, BEING INNATE, CAN BE CONSTRUED AS MORAL -- BECOMES CONVENIENT TO CRUEL ELITISTS. -- WILLIAM T. VOLLMANN
The kitchen table is covered in gingham. Spread. In a simple suburban still life. Bullets. Rubber gloves. Revolver. A stenographer's pad upon which to annotate the names that will subsequently be placed on the list. A red pen. And memories of the laughter. Not with. At. And anticipation of more memories. These? With me laughing. Not with. At. And in the palsied scramble for an answer to a question that no one will be asking, perhaps, they'll try to figure out: why? And they'll get bored before they get to the end of the very short list: 

because sex, in the end, wasn't enough, 

because this is the way the world had wanted it, 

because of pride, glorious pride,

because of no one wanting to see you NOT suffer,

because it made the most amount of sense this way,

because God only gives you one thing and it's usually the thing you respect the least, and

because no one's ever been in on the right joke.

And because, of course, we are dangerous motherfuckers. I mean hadn't we been telling you so? Hadn't we? And the more dangerous you are, the more dangerous we are. [And if you're not dangerous at all, you got nothing to worry about. And not dangerous at all is a self-selection: you know who you are.] So while you might have forgotten, we've forgotten NOTHING. So we take the chamois clothe and swab down all of the messages to the future, chamber after chamber, and wait for the bush outside of your house, the parking lot too early, the stairwell you've taken "just to get some exercise."

And again: why?

Because we need the fucking MONEY. Or didn't you know? 

SO WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO YOUSE?!?!

That is the New York variant of "Y'ALL" and in this instance the answer is all at once prosaic and painful and painfully prosaic: we've been too goddamned busy. But this could have been figured out. 

NIKO WENNER: In Cairo.

EUGENE ROBINSON: Crying. At a desk. In San Mateo. Hoping his car will save him.

GREG DAVIS: Laughing. In front of a TV. In Santa Clara. With a child in his lap. We're guessing it's his.

DAN ADAMS: On a bike. Dreaming of a world without engines of any kind. A sworn enemy of The Car that Eugene hopes will save him.

AND then DEEPER:

Working on THE NARCOTIC STORY after having completed the depleting LOVE THAT'S LAST (release date for LOVE THAT'S LAST: FEBRUARY 20, 2006). This LOVE THAT'S LAST thing is much, much more than it was ever expected or intended to be. It's a CD/DVD thing with the CD side being chockfull of all of that shit that we never released for labels that ultimately never existed who wanted help with the handjob by getting us to give them a song here or there in the hopes that we'd never ask to get paid for it if they ever got around to releasing it. Well, HYDRAHEAD came in and usurped the world's rights to fucking us much in the same way that a prison jock might have purchased your ass for a pack of cigarettes. 

So it's music you haven't heard, music you have heard ways that you've never heard it [Dan plays a smoking accordion], b-sides, live shit and the complete kind of liner notes that you usually only get in really good suicide notes. THROW in the MUSIC FOR ADULTS fucking DVD…properly authored, with subtitles in Japanese, French AND English, with extra live shows, footage and outtakes of Eugene with 65-year old German hookers who he makes call him "Fuhrer."

SHOW ME YOURS

MAY 20TH, 2006: SPOKANE, WASHINGTON: OXBOW et al
JUNE 6th, 2006 [06/06/06]: LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

WHAT THE FUCK ARE THEY YELLING?
DECIBEL MAGAZINE'S: THE TOP [50] MOST ANTICIPATED RECORD RELEASES OF 2006

OXBOW

TITLE: THE NARCOTIC STORY

LABEL: HYDRA HEAD

PRODUCER: TBD

RELEASE DATE: LATE 2006

Aside from their post-Birthday Party, metal malaise, Oxbow are best known for their confrontational shows, where singer Eugene Robinson will strip down to his underwear. For those afraid to attend one of their concerts (or to see if you're man enough first), February will see the re-release of the band's documentary DVD, Music for Adults, including a greatest hits CD, two videos and two concerts. As for their real new full-length, The Narcotic Story, Robinson has penned all the lyrics in advance with the intention of fitting it to the music later. Everything else about the project is under wraps…for now.—KORY GROW

THE WIRE magazine

Go here: http://www.thewire.co.uk/web/mp3specials.php 

"Then scroll down, it's in the sidebar there. I don't know what the track is called. Do you know? Anyways, that's where I found it...I like it..." -- BUDDHA
Courtesy of J Bennett. 

Oxbow

Love That’s Last: A Wholly Hypnographic and Disturbing Work Regarding Oxbow

CD + DVD

Hydra Head

 

In the early 90s, the assiduously amazing & truly terrifying quadrangle known as Oxbow mangled the underground’s fragile psyche with the release of nerve-fraying long-players entitled Fuckfest and King of the Jews.  Their legacy continued with Let Me Be a Woman (recorded by Steve Albini), Serenade in Red (featuring guest vocals courtesy of Marianne Faithfull), and An Evil Heat (on Neurosis’ Neurot Recordings label): With each recording, the men of Oxbow channeled a harrowing psychic landscape through a devastating gamut of stark murder-blues, serpentine slide-guitar torture, and churning predatory noise. Love That’s Last: A Wholly Hypnographic and Disturbing Work Regarding Oxbow, and its companion DVD documentary, Music For Adults, serve as an A/V re-introduction to a band that has no equal and a love that has no name.

Oxbow– The Snake &...The Stick, [An Evil Heat]

Oxbow played last week with just vocals and acoustic guitar and if you have ever seen or heard them that might seem almost impossible. Instead, it ruled. Not to detract in any way from how crushingly heavy, creative and intense the instruments are on this song, but it’s the three short backing vocal sections that make you feel like you are never going to see anything good again and that you will live in this dank, jar-filled, stinking cellar for the rest of your short life. You can hear it reflecting off the walls in the recording, “MAN DOES NOT LIVE BY FLESH ALONE BUT IT’S A FUCKING START!”

www.stylusmagazine.com/ipod/archive/001334.html
DJ/rupture - Special Gunpowder (Tigerbeat6)

 Words: Frances May Morgan    

  You can do much worse than start a record with a poem, a twisting, drifting sax riff, and drums that simultaneously dance a straight line and scatter their clicks and clunks all over the street – hey, it worked for Brigitte Fontaine with the Art Ensemble of Chicago. But then, if you’re DJ/rupture, you follow it with a righteously happy dancehall number (‘Little More Oil’, Sister Nancy on vocals; put this on at a party and watch people smile) that floats as light as petrol on water and just as slippery. And things just get better from there. Jace Clayton’s debut could have been some well-intentioned mish-mash of eclecticism, grabbing as he does echoes of reggae, French hip hop, Afro-Cuban, Arabic and jazz and stitching them into the fabric of his tight-woven, soulful glitchscapes with various degrees of success. But, while the genre-hopping grooves bring to mind radio listening, and therefore makes this an album you drift in and out of – wonderful for wandering around to in bright sunlight, for example – there’s no unnecessary experimentation, and not a note out of place. Essential, in the sense that Special Gunpowder strips different musics to a fine interpretation of what their essence may be, resulting in some of the finest music-to-dance-to (and music-to-travel-to) released this year.

Vocally, this record stands head and shoulders above much of its peers. Clayton’s feel for lyrics and vocal timbre means that a selection of consistently fascinating voices populate Special Gunpowder. From Elizabeth Alexander’s world-weary spoken word, to Lily’s warm but bleak take on ‘Lonesome Side’, to Wayne Lonesome’s fierce “Dem Nuh Know Me”, TO (MOST SURPRISINGLY) OXBOW’S EUGENE ROBINSON YELPING LIKE A MAN POSSESSED ON ‘THE BOOK THAT CAN’T BE OPENED AT EITHER END’. This is Special Gunpowder’s avant-moment, and it yet doesn’t sound half as ‘experimental’ as, say, the beautifully arranged ‘Taqasim’ – a reminder that locking into the right pattern can be so much more enlightening than the sound of falling apart and freaking out. DJ/rupture needs few such reminders: his music’s as complex as a city and as learned as the SOAS library, the mappings of an intuitive global psychogeographer. Happy wandering.

http://www.planbmag.com/content/view/247/39/
http://www.tartareandesire.com/articles/neurosis.html

On the song "His Last Words", she took on a different presence altogether. She seemed full of disgust and hatred, and was taking out this hatred through her singing. The song was written by Jarboe about her dying father, and his state of severe mental decay Ð and about her hatred for drug users and how they remind her of the vacant stare of her father as he was dying. That considered, Jarboe conveyed live exactly what this song was meant to convey. It seemed as though she could not contain her rage when she began screaming her father's last words, "Burning, burning", in a manner that rivaled even Angela Gossow of Arch Enemy. It was unbelievable to see her performing this song, and it was definitely one of the high points of the night. More "Neurosis & Jarboe" songs followed, and they were accompanied by interesting visuals to involve the crowd even more. The Jarboe set was finished by a performance of the Patti Smith song "Easter" (which was a surprise to everyone). Jarboe had altered some of the lyrics to the song and added her own, AND A TALL BLACK MAN (WHO I BELIEVE WAS THE SINGER OF THE EXPERIMENTAL ROCK BAND OXBOW) EVEN CAME ON STAGE TOWARD THE END OF THE SONG. HE HAD SOME POETIC LYRICS WRITTEN IN WHITE LETTERS ALL OVER HIS BACK, AND HE BEGAN TO REMOVE ALL OF HIS CLOTHES WHILE KISSING JARBOE ON THE NECK. HE SOON TURNED AROUND SO THAT JARBOE COULD READ THE WORDS ON HIS BACK, AND HE BEGAN MAKING PELVIC THRUSTS AND STARTED SCREAMING AND FLEXING HIS MUSCLES. AT THIS POINT, I WAS SURE THAT ABOUT HALF OF THE AUDIENCE REALLY DIDN'T KNOW WHAT WAS GOING ON, BUT NO ONE BROKE THE ATMOSPHERE. NO ONE COULD BREAK THE ATMOSPHERE Ð it was all strangely hypnotizing, and the fans were drawn into the performance quite well.

first review of the Xiu Xiu / Dead Science split 7"

from Record Relapse http://www.recordrelapse.com/spotlight.htm
Fresh off the presses of Deathbomb Arc Records, this 7” features a track apiece from Xiu Xiu and the Dead Science, both featuring special guests. Xiu Xiu’s “Juarez” gets special treatment from the vocal talents of Eugene Robinson, of Oxbow. While compared with bands like Neurosis, Oxbow shares Xiu Xiu’s claim of having an unmistakable sound that alienates and confronts listeners with despair and fury. (p.s. Oxbow’s 2002 album An Evil Heat featured Jarboe [of Swans], who is also a primary influence of Xiu Xiu.)
 As “Juarez” opens, everything is on the low end; thumping bass that might as well be resonating from behind a wall, paired with the hushed, scorched voice of Robinson. Then the song swells in its intensity, the harmonium’s ancient wail lamenting like a funeral dirge. The clashing percussion comes off like a stripped-down sample from a power electronics outfit like Whitehouse, Prurient, or Mammal. The combination of both the harmonium and percussion takes this song back to the sound of Knife Play or Chapel of the Chimes era Xiu Xiu.
WHAT DAN FOUND

http://www.mp3.com/musicvine/index.php?artist_id=194964
WHAT EUGENE SAID

Unfortunately, my current phone situation makes telephone interviews come out indecipherable, so I'll send everything through email, beginning with this set of questions.  And like last time, I'll be bouncing around a bit, subject-wise.  Thanks again!

1.  It's been months since the last newsletter.  What has been going on with Oxbow?

The usual things that no one ever considers when they consider a normal band like OXBOW. I mean there ARE bands who records 4 times in one year and whatever simon legree-esque label they're on is actually welcoming of this many releases in a year and they're all good, the records I mean....and they play every weekend....and jump in the van for months out of the year in some Lil Rascal rondele of 20 something lovin', but that's not us. 

Our records seem to come out every 4 or 5 years. We tour on them for like 4 to 5 weeks total between releases (in the intervening 4 years). In the interim, to actually address your question, we're getting groceries, getting stuff to pay for the groceries with, getting gas, for the car, and variously either destroying our lives or reconstructing them according to our tastes. Oh. And we work on new music that closely mimics our mental states whilst creating that music.

But you've tied this in to the last newsletter: and yes, we've been working hard. Dan on a way to build non-fossil-fueled race cars, Greg on a way to build race cars, Eugene at EQ magazine, and Niko, on the best and most relaxing body position to recline in while writing Oxbow music.

 

2.  "Love That's Last" is being released through Hydrahead Records in February.  What all is involved with this release?

well we'll let them tell it....

Courtesy of J Bennett. 

Oxbow

Love That’s Last: A Wholly Hypnographic and Disturbing Work Regarding Oxbow

CD + DVD

Hydra Head

In the early 90s, the assiduously amazing & truly terrifying quadrangle known as Oxbow mangled the underground’s fragile psyche with the release of nerve-fraying long-players entitled Fuckfest and King of the Jews.  Their legacy continued with Let Me Be a Woman (recorded by Steve Albini), Serenade in Red (featuring guest vocals courtesy of Marianne Faithfull), and An Evil Heat (on Neurosis’ Neurot Recordings label): With each recording, the men of Oxbow channeled a harrowing psychic landscape through a devastating gamut of stark murder-blues, serpentine slide-guitar torture, and churning predatory noise. Love That’s Last: A Wholly Hypnographic and Disturbing Work Regarding Oxbow, and its companion DVD documentary, Music For Adults, serve as an A/V re-introduction to a band that has no equal and a love that has no name.

 

3.  This past year seems to have been more focused on the "acoustic duo" version of Oxbow.  With "Love That's Last" being released, will we see the full band more this year?

in the FALL....but that really depends on what you mean by WE....if by WE you mean people who dwell in major metropolitan centers, why yes. if by WE you mean people in Lansing, Michigan, Cleveland, Ohio or Baltimore, Maryland? Probably not.

We have a limited time to do what we do and the usual and corrosively amusing riposte to any sort of Oxbow appearance by usually at least one wag in town "Oh. Well I'll see you NEXT time" will eventually be met by "no you won't." if your town raped our asses before it's unlikely to do so again. so enjoy the surfeit of drugs and good TV and pizza, we'll go somewhere where the money runs a little fucking thicker, thank you.

 

4.  Aside from the sonic aspect, as in "volume," how does the live experience between playing with the whole band differ from the acoustic duo for you, Eugene and Nico?

Well it's maybe not so much how it affects us, it's how it affects the people that hear us that amuses me. I mean perhaps like that guy from DEERHEART said when he said about OXBOW giving Europe a little TOO MUCH of America that we should back off, perhaps he's right....if you are faint of heart it seems that OXBOW ACOUSTIC is just barely tolerable. Which perforce means: OXBOW full band is waaaayyyy too much. which means it's infinitely more attractive because of this. HOWEVER we can actually MAKE money with the acoustic thing. Not so on the full band. Sad, sad, fucking truth.

 

5.  Eugene:  When I asked you about Oxbow coming back to the VA/MD/DC area in the near future, you said that it was unlikely due to the lack of turnout and whatnot.  I think there were a lot of other factors involved...other bands on the shows, promotion, and Oxbow's still relative underground status, for lack of a better term.  Do you think it's possible that Oxbow could expand a bit through working with Hydrahead?

very possibly. and we'll go anywhere people want to see us. and the corollary, we will not go places where people do NOT want to see us, holds true as well. so while local pride is motivating you to defend your locale and while I'm sure that shows by FUGAZI locally are packed, well, we're probably not FUGAZI and to be horribly fatalistic: what we do is not for very many people at all an experience they want to have multiple times. will Hydrahead reverse this seemingly inevitable trend? only time will tell.

 

6.  Eugene:   I was reading your articles with LA Weekly online recently (a fine read, by the way) and something stood out to me that I wanted to ask about.  You said/wrote, "We'd rather play a set than fight one, but in the end, where it all ends up, it's almost the same thing."  What did you mean by that?

I meant that we, or I, have or will have managed to communicate some vital and essential truths about ourselves, or me, as well as YOU.

 

7.  I've heard a lot of debate over bands using MYSPACE to promote their bands.  Some like, Justin from The Locust, seem adament about refusing to use the site as a promotional tool for bands.  Yes, FOX has it's hand in the cookie jar now, but I still think it's a useful site for bands.  What do you guys think about the site and have you considered setting up a spot for Oxbow on it?

depends on what you mean by USEFUL....does USEFUL mean that people in Norco whose major preoccupation is with $2 drinks and sports gear will "get exposed to our music"? then I question the entire premise of utility. I mean WE don't have a page up there because WE are too busy/lazy to do so. I'M apparently not too busy to do one for MYSELF, however, which I have done. To a completely and bitterly useLESS end. However, we are not opposed to it. Not because we think it's useful for our music, but because it might be very useful in regards to getting PEOPLE WITH CASH closer to us in the froth and illusion of accessibility.

MAIL SCROTUM

CRAIG FROM TODD: WILL KILL 4 FOOD
"im  listening to evil heat now  havnt heard it for awhile. it actually sent a cold shiver through me within the first few seconds. like the time we were in austria getting drunk after a show  and this dude puts on something from serenade in red   and we're all a chorus  of  " WHO THE FUCK IS THIS???!!!!"   

austrian dude :   OXBOW      DUHHHHHHH!!!  

eugene  i realllllly love that thing you do  where it sounds like you are standing in the back of the room  away from the mic yelling like a man who's about to have his throat slit. like on  the snake  its soooo effective.  so  if you wanna try doing something like that on the todd thing that would be cool (like when evrything drops out and its just the guitars) if you don't that's fine too.  im just sayin..."

 

DJ/ruptureWRITES TO SAY: THE WORLD HATES YOU

"Our track together ("The Book That Can't Be Opened At Either End") was the most hated-on of my album (Stylus – "Only a single misstep emerges, a scraping splattercore showcase for the caustic ravings of Oxbow's Eugene Robinson... it's more an episode one endures than enjoys." ; Dusted – "the grating Eugene Robinson appearance" ; Village Voice – "while Oxbow's Eugene Robinson sounds like Adam Sandler's Cajun Man, most alloys hold strong"�; Mossy Reeves – "this track is the crappiest track of a crapy [sic] dancehall album"� ...) 

Of course, we couldn't care less. – DJ/rupture"

WHAT BECOMES A WHORE MOST

"do you speak french?

i don't.

http://www.slowend.com/chroniques/?id=690#400
i'll send you copies of this cd once i get them.

don't forget to floss,

Nathan"
ZENON: THE MAN, NOT THE CLUB

"Hi Oxbow!

I had open studios this weekend and was sitting there in my studio doing my Oxbow paintings, listening to ‘An Evil Heat’ and ‘Serenede in Red’ and painting my small Oxbow paintings.

A Typical Day In My Studio At Yesterday and Today at Open Studios.

Public: “what are you doing?”

Me: “ I am doing my Oxbow paintings, I make these small paint collage things listening to the band Oxbow”

Public: “Who are Oxbow?”

Me: “A very good heavy blues rock band from America, I am very into them and make paintings to their music, it is an ongoing project. Have you heard them?”

Public: “No”

Me: “This is them playing now.”

Public: “Oh”

Me: “My paintings were mentioned on their newsletter you know.”

The public are clearly overwhelmed by my Oxbow enthusiasm.

Public: “Oh!”

Anyway my Oxbow series is underway and I intend to put them on the lazarus corporation for sale in the next six months, there are four including the two on the site and I intend to do ten. I hope all goes well at Hydrahead and look forward to the next release very much. And I hope when I finally see you live someone jumps onstage and is made ‘part of the show’.

 

Faithfully,

Zenon Gradkowski."

AND THE OBLIGATORY " I HATE YOU, I HATE YOUR MUSIC" MISSIVE IN RESPONSE TO A FARCICAL ARTICLE THAT EUGENE WROTE ENTITLED: GAYNESS: A BEGINNER'S GUIDE

----Original Message Follows----

From: "Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)" <Lawrence.Garde@bp.com>

To: <ox_bow@hotmail.com>

Subject: BS

Date: Tue, 24 Jan 2006 11:16:45 -0900

"The quiet kill off the country road"? What a bunch of pretentious bullshit that has 0 to do w/ playing music.

L. Garde

-----Original Message-----

From: OX BOW [mailto:ox_bow@hotmail.com]

Sent: Tuesday, January 24, 2006 12:14 PM

To: Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)

Subject: RE: BS

hahahaha...if you're READING about music anyway? well you've already

lost.

but we agree with you. the difference is: we like pretense. because if

you take it seriously long enough it ceases being pretense.

cheers,

Eugene

----Original Message Follows----

From: "Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)" <Lawrence.Garde@bp.com>

To: "OX BOW" <ox_bow@hotmail.com>

Subject: RE: BS

Date: Tue, 24 Jan 2006 12:45:19 -0900

More horseshit!

-----Original Message-----

From: OX BOW [mailto:ox_bow@hotmail.com]

Sent: Tuesday, January 24, 2006 1:02 PM

To: Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)

Subject: RE: BS

awww. you're upset. it's the whole gay thing isn't it? what can I say?

someday when you've made peace with the fact that yours is not the only

penis you want your life will be a lot better.

cheers,

E

----Original Message Follows----

From: "Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)" <Lawrence.Garde@bp.com>

To: "OX BOW" <ox_bow@hotmail.com>

Subject: RE: BS

Date: Tue, 24 Jan 2006 13:09:37 -0900

You're a bigger asshole than even your dopey website would indicate.

-----Original Message-----

From: OX BOW [mailto:ox_bow@hotmail.com]

Sent: Tuesday, January 24, 2006 1:54 PM

To: Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)

Subject: RE: BS

well you cleared THAT up Mr. Friend of the Penis. anything else?

----Original Message Follows----

From: "Garde, Lawrence J (VECO)" <Lawrence.Garde@bp.com>

To: "OX BOW" <ox_bow@hotmail.com>

Subject: RE: BS

Date: Tue, 24 Jan 2006 14:01:23 -0900

Oh man, what a clever putdown. I just can't compete.

Saying "so long forever". Be sure to e-mail me again when you reach adulthood.

P.s. No need to remind me not to check out your music

PUNCHLINE? This exchange went on for days. Beyond what's even written here.

The entire text of it will appear in its entirety on www.skullgame.com along with Mr. Garde's home phone number [tracked down by SkullGame's intrepid SAL RUSSO] and address.

NEXT MONTH: HAHAHAHAHAHA…YEAH…..WHATEVER…..

