





BRAIN QUIZ
Which Is Cooler?




Work on a cover tonight in practice. Knowing you brainiacs you guys have
probably already started working on a freaky one. Warning, Auzzies wont
think “Land Down Under” is funny, strike it. If you don’t believe me take a
poll on stage tonight. After sound check try to stir it up a little bit, you guys
wanna get back in time to catch the openers sets, but try to stir that shit up a
little bit. See if you can get into a dice game out in the alley or talk
horticulture with some native dude. I mean just get into some shit that you
wouldn’t normally get into if you were at a club in Home Americatown.
Run a mile, put on some Lisa Lisa Cult Jam and just thrash out in the street —
see if you can meet a cop and talk with em, don’t let em smell you. This
creation is huge, so explore. Try foods you don’t normally jam. Except
Personal who by now better have tasted some AuzzieZa. What is that shit
like? Does it have grass on it? Have you guys met any rugby players yet —
the huge dudes who love to jam brew torpedoes and have missing teeth. If
you are around the club tonight see if you can recruit a few for some help
during the initial stages of the Still Flyin’ introduction. If you don’t you
guys are going to have to deal with it. Here is my idea. Zebras and Crayon
Fields have finished up their jam. You set up and meet at the bar for some
on-stage refreshments. Gotta stock up. Place is packed. This club is legit,
so that means they have to have an ipod hook up in the sound booth. So
whoever has the best ipod, step forth. Find a fucking killer jam — like an
ultimate pump up party jam...load it up. That person go over to the sound
man and give him the instructions. Wait 2 minutes and then press play and
jam the volume through the roof. I’m thinking something like “The Final
Countdown” or “Sirius” by Alan Parson’s project. Whatever you want, its
just gotta be a anticipation party jam...something to get the crowd pumpin.
Now before all of this you have to decide on what song you guys are starting
on. My fuckin’ pick is one I haven’t mentioned yet, one that slays and
might be a barnburner to start out with, but it also goes with my mind riff.
So keep on listening. As soon as you hear the jam hit the speakers, you guys
hoist Yoshi, and Tater onto your shoulders and carry them from the back of
the stage THROUGH the crowd to the front of the stage. Yosh and Big
Tatted Tater get up on stage and fuckin’ jam the intro of COUPLA
SMOKIES. Oh fuck...they jam it just the two of them for a bit and slowly
you guys all get up there not making a peep — still a 2 man jam. Then upon
the cue, JAM THEIR FUCKING MINDS WHEN EVERYTHING HITS AT
ONCE AND HOTT SHIT THEIR WORLD IS CRUSSSSSHHHEEDDDD!!
Last person to the stage is SA. Right in time for the first lyric. “PILE UP
IN THE CAR WE GONNA JAM TONIGHT!” Crowd goes wild. Pile
drive their faces into the jam, or vice versa. Since this is such a slow burner
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gotta kick it into hyper drive after this one to get everyone uber jamming.
The eb the flow, the yin the yang. See its all coming back full circle. The
pooniverse is yours. If they call for an Encore...think about it hard — while
you want to leave them wanting more, at the same time — it may be a while
before you come back to Melbourne — so it may be time to bring out some
jams you haven’t even jammed yet — fuck it — FUCK THE STRESS. Woah.
A night like this was also made for an afterparty. You aint got shit to do
tomorrow so why don’t you go ahead and get high, and get that liquid
lobotomy ASAP. Another sunrise, and you think back to the homeland,
what time is it there? October? Fuck it I don’t know. This brew groove
tour is a fuckin’ mind eraser. One thing I can remember tho — tomorrow I
get a fuckin’ break and we have a special and secret jam admiral who will
lead you straight to good times. He has some wise words waiting for you,
probably a good thing to get this on your last day off. Push you over the
edge into masterful times, live and breathe his words — he is wiser than any
of us. See you dudes Friday....

Mr. Guest, the court is yours to jam a space jam with Michael Jordan and
Sean Kemp and Still Flyin’....

THURSDAY —02/28/08 - TAG TEAM JAM

Stupid ideas by a spanish wimp from outter space who thought it could help
you touring down under even you don’t get a shit and knowing for sure you
are gonna do it anyhow cuz you are SF’, proper hammjammers, and I know
you know what you are talking about, not me, so I’'m gonna finish this
fuckin’ long headline right now cuz you know my business is to hug instead
of talk english, or something like this, so that’s it. Fullstop.

1. Make a lot of shots. There’s a lot to cebebrate. Toast for every fuckin’
tiny thing that makes you happy. Hangovers will pass. Not these moments.

‘Skoal, salut, chin chin and cheers’.

2. Drink fast. Dudes, you are down under. Newton was not kidding. The
air is volatile. Not your guts. Drink fast, hammjamm calm.

3. Be grateful. Hug and kiss everyone you see with a SF’ t-shirt. Whisper
‘hottt chord’ to him/she. Keep making better people around the world.
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4. Get bras and knickers from the audience. When you play, people
usually feel completly free. Make them to demonstrate it. Shoes off that’s
ok. Everything off is the pure esence of hammjammin’.

5. Make out auzzies. Draw a NGTTG inside a heart in his/her buttock
before you leave the bed, the street, the field or the toilet. Love is in the air.
And you are the air. You are SF’.

6. Meet Feist. Give to her my e-mail and phone number. Make me happy.
Make her happy.

7. Play kick the can. Teach nice auzzies how to turn a lazy sunday into a
finite or infinite party. Buy cheap brews. You know what I am talking about.

8. High five breakfasts. Hig-fives every morning when you wake up.
Gymnastics are good to face up hangovers with a sense of humor.

9. Make a hit. Compose a song during the tour and encapsulate the auzzie
experience to make OJ and me laugh and cry about what we can’t taste from
the distance.

10. Toast everyday for OJ, me, and all spiritual members couldn’t join you
this time. Be sure we will deep feel it wherever we are.

NGTTG
uri oriole.

FRIDAY —02/29/04 — LEAP YEAR TIME MACHINE

Whatever you do don’t go back in time and stare the past goat in the eye and
get fuckin frozen in the past - then your ass is stuck there — 4 years ago you
were sitting at home fuckin’ around with some garbanzo beans and trying to
paint some art. Not worth it. Stay in the current time jam, it’s a lot cooler
broz — trust me.

FRIDAY —02/29/08 - YOU GOTTA TOUCH GROUND TO
TOUCHDOWN
BRISBANE. Fuck a duck, your shit is about to be in luck.
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GAWT DAMN! POOL PARTY!

This is like Thrilla’s reason for living. Swimming. Now make it your
reason for living, no running in the pool area. Aw fuck it this at the ‘80s —
run all you want and get smashed. Summer time, bros, ladies, hotties,
brews, what the fuck awesome times. On the way to the show someone stop
by the fucking supermarket and pick up some Crisco (not for what you
think) and a fuckin” HUGE ASS WATERMELON! This is only for the
troopers the soldjahs. Get that watermelon and smear it completely with
fucking grease, then throw it in the pool like the fuckin’ greased pig himself.
2 teams on either side of the pool and the goal is to get the fuckin melon(s)
back to your crib! YEEEEAAAHHH! This is like a dream show. Fuck.
Cook out — jam some friendship buns. Might be the first attempt of sean’s
signature move, the aquasurf. Smurfs. I really cant think of anything else
mutherfuckign to type here because the basic construction of this day is
already fucking top knotch I cant even fathom a way to make it better.
Maybe nudity. Encourage anyone to get buck as fuck, this might take the
party to the next atmosphere. Maybe not though, no harshin — just do what
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you feel — if you feel you don’t want your pants on anymore, jam that shit
commando. One thing you need to accomplish for a “finishing move” on
your show...now based on the buzz around the infranet, you guys have been
shutting the fuckign shit down with NGTTG — well flip the script this time
and at the end the show with a chant you usually start with...everyone puts
down their fucking instruments and all fucking jump right in the fucking
pool. Then form a huge pyramid, but the person at the top of the pyramid
needs to remember to have like 5 beers in his/her hand — or they could be
handed to that person who sits atop of the water tartar. Anyways this is
going to be a fucking human champagne pyramid except with no fucking
champagne — its brews. So the chant is jamming good and the whole
fucking pool area is fuckin dyin’ with some joke laughs, they think you guys
are so wild. Someone in the pyramid, lets call them the jam admiral, or jam
sergeant, or corn dog, will fucking scream out the call - HOTT CHORD!
As loud as that person can scream, immediately the chant stops (the crowd
may continue) all members of the pyramid look skyward and fucking open
their mouths as wide as they can — and the apex dude is just going to start
pouring beer down the pyramid into the mouths of the awaiting jam brothers.
THIS WILL BE THE BEST FUCKING PYRAMID IN THE HYSTERIA
HISTORY! God my mind is just blasting thinking of this human brew
tower. Someone get some pics of this shit live, this may just have to fucking
be the damn album cover. Only if someone comes riding in on a horse
diving into the water just as the beer is flowing down the pyramid. How
insane would that be if Frank hadn’t been on the tour the whole time then
out of nowhere while the entire band is in a human pyramid IN A POOL
waiting to jam a tasty brew being poured down your gullet, flash to Frank
difficultly riding a steed at full speed, jumps the fence and then dives into
the pool horseback while the photo snaps. Jesus, Frank is a phantom. He’d
probably pop up from the water with his knit cap completely soaked and so
1s his winter coat and he’s like “hey guys, did I miss anything cool?” then
he pulls out a mushy banana and tries to eat it and remembers he cant swim.

Tonight you party for Frank.
Happy Friday yallz.

Oh yeah tonight — rock that shit like Dio would ISENGARD!
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