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FIRST THINGS FIRST  
(ICE GATHERS YOU IN A CIRCLE AND SLAMS 

DOWN THE ITINERARY)  

JEEEEZUS !  

  

GROUP  

HEAD  

HIGH  

FIVE/B RAIN  

CALIBRATION!  
 

YOU AND ANYONE ELSE MEETING UP TO 

SEND YOU AN ADIOS JOINS THE CIRCLE =  

ARMS AROUND THE SHOULDERS AND YOU 

PUT YOUR HEADS INTO THE CENTER OF 

THE CIRCLE.  LET EVERYONEõS BRAIN 

TOUCH.  TOUCH THE LOBES.    

CHANT:  DANGUS!!!!    
(smoke a joint, youôre gonna need ité) 



 

 

I n your hands you hold it.  The J.K. Nomicon ï The book of the livinô.  

The only copy of its kind, shit ï the only copy on this earf-ly realm.  *donôt 

worry about the other copies.  You excitedly grasped for it in your dreams, 

and now you clutch the one elusive book whose pages were forged with 

magic beer.  Inside these pages are the rules to livinô.  You follow the guide, 

and you will catch a glimpse into the eye.  The eye of the creator, taste of his 

sweet sweat.  Only one other group (or band as you refer to it) has held the 

power of the J.K. Nomicon ï The book of the livinô.  They cradled it but a 

fortnight ago (as it seems...for truly time doth fly) and followed the book to 

the exact letter.  They were heroes.  What became of these brave men?  Well 

friends, they were launched into the stratosphere of stardom.  Flying higher 

than any other band before or afteréuntil you.  But waitéwho was this 

band you ask?  Screaming Trees of course. Their magnitude was beyond 

compare!!!  They were beyond comparison, beyond enemies, beyond touch 

and sight, beyond light and skinniness.  They were GOLDEN GODS.  Here 

is a quote from a famous poet about the musical gathering known as the 

Screeming Trees: 

 

òTheir frothy grunge flowed forth like the lathered waters of the 

river Brewboo.  It hath washed over my wretched soul like Jesus 

and King Tut were giving me a sponge bath on me neither 

regions.ó 

- John Elway 

 

Hopefully this helped you realize the megaton blast zone of power that this 

book holds within its cover.  Respect the supremacy, respect the word.  If 

you have a question, consult it.  If you have a problem, talk to it.  If you run 

out of TP donôt ye dare use it to wipe your shit box.  It will fucking kill you 

if you do.  Once you are done with this trip, you will have specific 

instructions on how to handle the departure from these saintly pages.  It 

wonôt be easy, I warn thee, but it must be done.  For this J.K. Nomicon is no 

manôs possession.  It is no manôs belonging.  Its territory is of the mind, and 

that is where it must remain.  For now go though, frolic upon your path to 

prominence and by georgeéRIFF THIS SHIT PRISON STYLE!!!!!!!   

 

Fanciful Realms, 

OJ 



 

 

SUNDAY, JUNE 7 TH   ð PORTLAND, OR -

FREE IT UP, LET IT RIDE  
 

 

DANGUS! 

 

Holy shit.  Holy beef shit.  Holy moose knuckles shit.  I ask you what could 

be better than a west coast ripper with mutherfuckin LOVE IS ALL and the 

J.K. NOMICON:  BOOK OF THE LIVINô?!?!?!?!   

 

OKé.you got meé.maybe havinô a killer hang with this dude: 

 

On a Wednesday.  (fuck that would be cool!) 

But seriously you guys are about to embark on some fucking fun time 

thangs.  Not boring thangs, like pushing the limits of your existence thangs.  

Trust me on them thangs.  They are gonna be of off the fucking chain.  This 

tour might have to not be spoken of again because it will be the apex of 

human existence.  Oh the jokes that will be told.  I bet there will be a few 

good ones.   

 

 

Lets riff a roll callé. 

 



 

 

SAéééééééééééé...CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

YOSHééééééééé.ééCHECK  ___________________(intial) 

BRENDUDEéééééééé..CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

TATERéééééééééé...CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

MOMOéééééééééé...CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

THRILLAééééééééé...CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

BIG LORDééééééééé.CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

FRANKY MCFRANKERSéééCHECK  ___________________(intial) 

ICY STAN....é..............................CHECK  ___________________(intial) 

 

(OLSONKROKEN / AKE / WYBROéééCOME LATER) 

 

Fuck what a crew.  90% dudes, 1% cool chick, 9% freaks. 

 

This is gonna be a wild one.  ña WILD oneéa real WILD one (wild one) 

(wild one) (echo_)ò  It may be  ï like a week jaunt ï but you gotta fuckin 

treat it like its only a day long.  Carpe Diem.  Whatôd the philosophy 

professor say to the lesbian?  Carpet eatôem! 

 

Seriously though you can fuckin riff a day so hard and give it a cock punch 

that it wont recover from ï so shit, treat each day like its only one day.  That 

way youôll retain the energy needed to breach like a humpback all week.    

Before you know it youôll be several days in and think you were just born.  

Tear up the ñroadò like you are carvin up some fresh powder (Frank, not 

that kinda of powder, BUSTED!) on a sweet snowboard run.   

 

Today you climb in the van for one of the longest drives of the tour.  SF to 

Portland.  Fuck it.   10 hours or some shit.  Just jam some tunes and let it 

ride.  Let it all hang out.  If you feel like riding in your drawyers only, free it 

up ï let it ride.  If you feel like riding with no shirt on ï free it up ï let it 

ride.  If you feel like drinkin a brew in the van ï free it up ï let it ride.  

Youôll be split up into 2 vans Gabeôs and LIAôs van.  At gas stops ï 

challenge the other van to a duel.  Gabeôs van comes up with the first 

challenge.  So when you stop for lunch ï drop that shit.  Other van you take 

stop 2.  Come up with the challenge together.  Who could eat a ñlil chubò in 

the most disgusting manner possible?  (if you donôt know what a ñlil chubò 

is ï look in the beef jerky isle ï it will change your world and gross you the 

fuck out).  Weôre bringing back the Jam Percentages again, so this is where 

this shit will start out ï how raw are you?  How much will you give to this 

tour?  Youôre on the starting block, dive into that shit and donôt scrape your 



 

 

face on the bottom of the fuckin pool.  During the ride just take in the 

sceneséand really give some thought to this tour.  How can it become thrust 

into the outrageous?  Territory that hasnôt been touched.  Lets go there.  You 

get into Portland at night and crash with some friends.  Maybe smash a crazy 

brew or something.  Feel free to start the tour out right by jamming this shit 

hard tonight because you only have a 3 hr drive or less tomorrow ï so that 

can easily be done hung over.  Whether its brews and parking lot specials at 

home, or drinks at the bar ï give 

a good toast to start out the tour.   

Skol, salut, chin chin, and 

cheers.  Try to get a game of 

flip cup going.  Categories style.  

First category ï best band logos.  

Second category ï bullshit 

swimming moves.  Everyone 

comes up with a category 

though ï Gabeôs of course will 

be fart sounds and how bad farts 

smell.  Free it up ï let it ride 

Gabe.  If you gotta fart, just 

beef.   

 

You guys crash down on the 

pillow tonight and sleep in 

tomorrow morning because 

youôll need the storage of sleep cells in your brain.  This shit is about to get 

WICKED like Van Helsing on bender!!!!   Its gonna be likeé. 

 

VAN HELSING!!!  

(crossbow noise) 

 

VAN HELSING, NOOOO!! 

(crossbow noise) 

 

VAN HELSING, DONôT SHOOT ME IN THE SCROAT WITH YOUR 

FUCKIN CRAZY METAL CROSSBOW!!!! 

(crossbow noize) 

 

VAN HELSING RIP THIS BEER OPEN WITH YOUR TEETH!  FUKD 

UP! 



 

 

MONDAY , JUNE 8 TH   ð Seattle, WA ð 

GRUNGE THE STRESS!  

 
Holy shit bricks, Iôve been waiting 

for this day.  You guys are about to 

cross over into hallowed ground.  

Grunge cap of the world.  Tasty. 

 

Ok this Iôm not bending on ï on the 

ride in to Seattle today Thrilla is on 

cd duty.  I put together one of the 

worlds greatest mixes of all time.  

Iôm talkin PEARL JAM into TAD 

into SHOKNEN KNIFE into THE 

FLUID into MUDHONEY into 

OUTSHINED(fuck~!!!!) into 

NIRVANA BLEECH into 

MOTHER LOVE BONE into 

TEMPLE OF THE DOG into THE 

TREEEEEEEESSSSS!!!  This shit 

wil l have you guys going fucking crazy dying for the next song on the way 

to the show tonight.  JAM THE VOLUME AT 20.  At some point on the trip 

ï someone is going to use their iphone to find a thrift store and every 

fucking member of the band is going to buy a flannel shirt.  NO 

EXCEPTIONS.  Wear this shit all day (maybe not on stage, unless you want 

to ï but the minute you get off ï whew, slide that flannel right back on).   

WWKW?  What would Kurt wear?  That one hit home didnôt it?  Damn.   

 

Here is the other fucking rad portion of today.  You guys are going to 

substitute the word Grunge for every cuss word you say all day.  

WHAAAAAAT~!  Its like Personal talk except its GRUNGEY TALK.  

Examples: 

 

Man I gotta go take a steaming GRUNGE!   

Shut the GRUNGE up with your bullGRUNGE blabbin. 

I want you to GRUNGE on my GRUNGE! 

Iôm gonna double tit punch you in the GRUNGE. 

GRUNGE GRUNGIN GRUNGE my serve was in, dude!  


