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Cpt. 1

Meeting Dave Quackenbush
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An angry man shouts almost comically about the sad state of the world from a computer screen in the corner of a dark room as was the case so many nights of the last ten years or so. Dave sat alone drinking to subdue his anxiety and boredom. Sure he had all he needed, a crazy bad ass record collection, clothes to wear, nice enough furniture, and all the modern conveniences. He made the most killer dinners every second night or so just because he could. It was a bit of an artistic hobby of his. It was a modest house and lifestyle, But what did you expect? Punk Rock didn’t pay that well even if you stood out from the crowd and had a following like Dave’s band did for so many years.

I’m Dave Quackenbush from “The Gigolos” I sing, If you could call it that. I sounded like my mom just there. My friend Wangdong plays guitar with Joel escargot on bass and Josh (Gettin’) Fresh on the sticks. He got that stupid nickname because he was always hitting on any chick around us. What do you expect from a bunch of punk kids that met in school that call themselves the Gigolos?

We weren’t your average punk band. I really do believe we were a cut above the rest when it came to talent and no one could touch our clever lyrics,(Thank you very much). We were undeniably unique and exceptional in a world of sell out, conformist, woke, communist punks. I think we managed to keep our integrity. The Gigolos were awesome!! We were always going against the grain or at least in our own direction anyway. I probably sound like a narcissist, But it’s the one accomplishment in my life I’m the most proud of so fuck you!

Lately something feels like it’s missing. I’m never satisfied. I guess it’s because for over two decades I lived on the road, never knowing what was going to happen next, seeing new cities, making new friends, then later running into old friends. It felt somehow rewarding, never boring. On the contrary it was exhilarating especially once Punk took off for a while and we carved out our niche. During that time we knew when we hit the stage there was going to be at least a thousand people, Dedicated hardcore fans that knew every word going fuckin’ crazy all night. Not anymore. Since the “Hiatus” my typical night is spent drinking myself to sleep to numb the restlessness . I can’t believe it’s been almost ten years!

I don’t even have a girlfriend to share my gourmet creations with Because my relationship with Annie Whorely (Bass player for “The Sluts”)came to an untimely end five years ago after an infection she contracted from a spider bite while on tour in South America. Soon after it turned into a deadly flesh eating bacteria. That was the official story anyway. I always had my suspicions though because why would the flesh eating bacteria start from her pussy and expand from there and not from the initial "supposed" site of the spider bite?

All theories aside it was a horrible experience to go through either way. I watched her slowly turn into a gooey puddle of bacteria feces over the next couple of months. I took on the responsibility, After all we were together for eleven years. Put it this way, if either of us believed in marriage we would have been married. Maybe if she had believed more in traditional family and less in the right to choose she would have had children to take care of her through this ordeal, But she didn’t. I was the one there for her and I have the plasma stains on my living room carpet to prove it. Later we moved her into the spare bedroom because I couldn’t stand watching her decompose while I was trying to eat.

Some nights I get a spark of energy and call up the old band mates to see if they wanted to do something again. This particular night wasn’t any kind of surprise, Joel and Josh didn’t answer, they were family men now and didn’t see the point in answering a phone call at twelve thirty am from their drunken bachelor friend. That’s understandable. Wangdong on the other hand was awake and up to his weird shenanigans like usual. I can hear what sounds like some sort of S&M shit going on in the background, I never got into anything like that.

W: “Dude I’m kinda busy right now can it wait”?

D: “You’ve been saying that for years. When are we going to do the reunion tour”? “I can’t wait forever”!

W: “You’re right man I’ll call you on Monday, I gotta go”!

W: “We’ll do this bro! Fo Sho”!

FD: Alright man call me! Take it easy.

He’d been saying that for years. I guess it just slips your mind when you have something else more important to do. Maybe it’s drugs? I suspect so. He had a tendency to think it was ok to use drugs if they were prescription. Kind of a contradiction from a guy who is such a conspiracy theorist. He doesn’t trust the government but he trusts big pharma. Can’t he see it’s the same thing?

See what you go through as a band? It’s like we were all married and spent so much time so close to each other day in and day out until it drove us all nuts. Then one day all the tension becomes too much and it explodes, Fists fly and we get a divorce. I want to reconcile, even if just for a one off reunion show. I feel like there’s something unfinished, maybe it’s just in me but non the less I feel it and I think it would be a great event for the fans, no matter what we decided to do after it.

The phone is screaming at me! What the fuck is going on?! Why is it so loud?! Where the fuck am I for that matter?! I open my crusty blurred eyeballs and realize I’m in my living room (Again) I must have passed out (Again)! I stagger/run for the phone. “He,..gru,hu,hu,Hello”. “Isabel”? “You’re not Isabel” The woman says on the other end. “No Shit”! “Check your number”! Click. I can be a little cranky in the morning when I wake up to a wrong number at six in the fuckin’ morning! Pinche Pendeja!

The phone call could have been important. Dave is still an important, popular guy in some circles. He can go to the local bars and clubs to see the up and comers and everyone knows and respects him. The establishments still pride themselves on being the place that The Great Dave Quackenbush would frequent, But he didn’t want to go out so much anymore. It felt a little like work to go out and be “Dave Quakenbush” when he could  stay home and just be “dave”. Subsequently that meant regularly waking up to an all too familiar site. The place was a mess with dirty dishes, empty bottles and glasses, sticky counters and records strewn around the floor.

Another day down. I wonder if this day has anything different in store? If I expect to keep any sense of normalcy I have to do the dishes and clean up all this mess. There’s a song I’ve been putting off woking on because of a lack of inspiration. It’s going to be a funny social commentary on why people feel the need to share all their beliefs to complete strangers by means of announcements on the back of their cars. Maybe I’ll call it, Bumper opinion, Acknowledge me, pseudo philosopher, or Red light regret. It’s discouraging when I don’t know if the band is ever going to get back together and use the song even if I do finish it. Maybe the idea is just too nineties anyway. Now every asshole can put any stupid opinion he has on FaceBook or whatever to go in a giant file with everything you’ve said since you were born. Perhaps they could use all that to make digital composites of everyone after we die. I can’t see why you’d want to artificially prolong my life unless you need some more names for your election fraud hahaha.

One thing I can always count on is the liquor store will be open down the street and my stupid dog will be barking for no reason pissing off my neighbors again! I can get out of the house for a while if only just to restock the empty fridge incase I want to play Groundhog Day and do it all again tonight. I can take the dog with me too just to shut her up for a while.

I was going through a hard time after losing my girlfriend to the spider bite and there was a time during the most recent pandemic when there was nothing to do because nothing was open and people started doing anything they could to entertain themselves like building things and gardening etc. I didn’t want to garden cause anytime I touched a plant it died so a friend suggested I get a puppy. It was supposed to fill a void, entertain me, unconditional love, companionship n’ all that shit. All it did was stress me right the fuck out and get all the neighbors to hate me because of her incessant barking. I can’t build fences high enough to keep her from getting into everyones’ shit around the neighborhood either. Can a person and a dog have such opposite personalities that they can’t stand living with each other? I’m starting to think “Yes”. How punk am I? Even my dog hates me, hahaha.

Whenever I go out in the evening I get to play the fun game of “What will be destroyed today when I get home?” Also known as “What do I have to replace tomorrow?” Roxy is a female Rottweiler and thanks to her I have a clearer understanding why the term bitch is derogatory when used to describe a human woman.

Running a few errands around town with the hound from hell is especially annoying today because I’m so tired. The sun is shining beautifully and the people all around look so cheerful and happy you just want to punch them in their stupid faces. Clearly I’m wrestling with other demons than just Roxy. As I come out of the liquor store with her, I’m still trying to get a hold of my things and put a bottle in my re-usable bag. At the same time I’ve got this dog enthusiast asking me all sorts of questions and distracting Roxy and me in different ways. She pulled on my leash hand causing me to almost drop my forty of whiskey. I just about snapped, But as calmly as I could I handed the leash to the annoying stranger and said “Congratulations you’re a beast tamer”. I walked away and never looked back. There were some mutterings behind me but I just ignored them and moved on with my life. I need a vacation!
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Cpt. 2

What’s Really Going on
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In my neighborhood, my city, my state, my county? Recent events have caused a lot of people to think a little deeper about where the country is going and who’s steering the ship. The people themselves might be feeling a bit like reevaluating their lives in order to find purpose in something real as opposed to the material, vane garbage that cluttered their lives before the great pandemic.

The tension was building in me from all the nonsense inflicted on our way of life from our hypocritical government. Couldn’t anyone else see this? During the latest pandemic governor Gruesome (That’s his real name, no lie) kept all his restaurants and Theaters open without mask requirements or anything while the rest of us serfs had to close our restaurants and businesses or have such harsh restrictions it was almost not worth opening. It kind of makes you wonder if it was all a scam just to make the rich, richer and the poor, poorer.
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