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			INTRODUCTION
		

		

		To know the death metal underground in the late ’80s and early ’90s was almost like being in on a big secret. It was a new genre, and there was a tangible energy to the art. It was at once the rejection of the mainstream and the acceptance of something much more intimate. It was immediately something that was to be called “our own.”

		You’d see ads throughout painstakingly constructed handmade fanzines, or receive them stashed in an overflowing envelope that had glue or wax secretly spread over its stamps. They would say something like “Unrelenting Brutal Underground Death Metal!!! $5 postpaid or 2 IRCs!” Enticed, and being that the selection at the local record store was always slim, you’d wrap a five dollar bill in a piece of paper, put down your address and send it off to places like Sweden, Brazil, or … Illinois. Then it began: the wait, the anticipation, the feeling like you were a part of something just as it was being created. The idea that this music was so underground that it had its own self-reliant structure, network, and media? It was intoxicating. For many years, going to the mailbox everyday became a ritual of anticipation, for in that box awaited untold handwritten pages and mix tapes from pen pals a world away, new demo tapes from bands previously unknown, and fanzines that gave the nascent death metal underground its own identity. If you ever got to travel outside your local scene to a faraway place like Jakarta, Helsinki or Bogotá, and by chance saw a guy walking down the street wearing an Autopsy t-shirt, you would already be friends—no questions asked. In that way, instant connections based on the idea of a “shared underground family” were real, sincere and, in many cases, lifelong.

		As the years ticked by and the scene exploded in a million directions, I could not leave it behind. As many reading this know, it really does become a part of who you are, and even if it was only a phase for some, the death metal underground was so identifiably authentic to so many that it’s hard not to get sentimental. In the ensuing years, I helped start a band (Dying Fetus), and then ten years later I helped start another one (Misery Index). As I traveled the planet, performing in dozens of countries, I encountered many of the people I used to write to, who were in bands themselves or still-connected fans. While those friendships, forged by putting pen to paper, began in years past, the spirit still remained. Along the way I encountered both my peers and my heroes, and the stories and memories we’d share breathed life into these roughly two dozen years now that death metal has existed. In that respect, touring and playing festivals became something like a big family reunion where we’d cross paths every few years with old friends, have some beers, and dive into all-night conversations.

		By embracing the path of the touring musician, I’ve had access to not only the people who started the scene but also the ones who contributed along the way, making death metal the global force it is today. As I listened to their stories and anecdotes through the years, it occurred to me that someone needed to put them on paper, for posterity’s sake, to preserve the memories and safeguard the nostalgia, so that forthcoming generations of death metal fans will know of the sacrifices, labor, risks, and of course great times their musical forebears put themselves through so that this music can be enjoyed so widely today.

		Despite all the technologies that have developed, metal is still very much like an international tribe, and within the culture of the death metal underground there is a history to be captured. Much in the way both fans and scholars seek to know and understand exactly what it was like for many music scenes long past, in my eyes the death metal underground deserves just as much attention, and as such the words of those who were “present at the creation” (and after) should likewise be detailed. The idea is probably far more ambitious than can be attained in this book, but it’s a stab at preserving some of the history we all share, and add to the amazing wealth of information already out there. Oral history is generally referred to as the “collection and study of historical information, using sound recordings of interviews with people having personal knowledge of the past.” This approach is more or less the path taken here, as I conducted over one hundred hours of interviews over a three-year period, engaging my metal comrades in conversation in backstage areas, on the phone, on a tour bus, or in the van, and transcribed them into the stories, memories, and contributions contained herein.

		In the words of This is Spinal Tap director Marty DiBergi, the idea was to capture “the sights, the sounds … the smells” of what it was (and still is) like to be involved in the death metal underground—at its birth and through ensuing years. The distinct culture formed in the early days has obviously changed with both time and technology as the music itself spiraled into numerous and varied sub-genres. I have broken the interviews down into sections:

		In the first section, the focus is on the band, musician or contributor at their formation or start, in order to give an idea of how the individuals and groups first encountered, perceived, and then shaped the music as their own. The second section is meant to give context to the music, as contributors recount and review their local and regional death metal scenes from various locations around the world. The third section focuses on the creative processes of death metal performance and execution, both live and in the studio, as well as reflecting on the recording process itself. In the fourth section, the travels and travails of bringing the music to the people are recounted, as band members revisit past road journeys good and bad, in an effort to relate to the reader the lifestyle of a touring death metal band. Lastly, the fifth section is a bookend of sorts on the first two decades of the death metal underground, featuring numerous memories of how the scene worked in its early incarnation, where it stands today, and where it may be headed in the future. Media and technology are key here, as many detect a broad shift in how the underground produces itself, particularly as it evolved from analog into more digital frameworks. With that I have wondered, does that magic still exist for those who went through and experienced it directly in the early days, and likewise, do younger generations feel it as well, if only in some different way?

		I captured as many contributions as possible without letting this project drag on for years, although some might criticize the lack of voices from certain key players in the death metal underground. Despite that, I am happy with who I did manage to talk to, and the idea was more to provide a semblance of how things were by relating the experiences of a wide variety of players in the scene, big and small, rather than only those of high-profile notables. I should note that the conversations contained herein were very informal, and in some cases the contributors stretched their memories to describe and outline events that took place years and sometimes decades long past, so there very well may be a margin of error within the details described.

		Many thanks to each and every contributor. I hope the conversations we had are represented well here, and I am sure all the readers appreciate it more than you will know. Additional thanks to David Hall, Richard Johnson, Tilmann Benninghaus, Timo Ketola, Gary Ronaldson, Matt Carr, Brian Straight and Albert Mudrian for helping along the way, and finally to Metal Archives and Carnage fanzine (Germany) for their invaluable historical resources which were used considerably in the course of this project.
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		For many, the gateway to the underground started right in their own backyard. It might have been through a relative, or through a random purchase via the import section at the local record store. It might have been from that older kid with the jean jacket and the King Diamond back patch sitting at the lunch table at school, or it might have been from seeing that one “special” band at the local rock club, hall, or DIY space in their town or city. They might have found out about the underground from a random show flier stapled to a telephone pole at a nearby shopping center, or they might have stumbled across a mail-order or tape-trading list in the back of a magazine like Metal Forces. Whatever way they found out, the bands we grew to love and the musicians that put them together all started somewhere, and before they embraced the global underground they fought the battle in their own locales. We all started somewhere, and we all found ourselves on that same quest for the “next heaviest band,” no matter how humble the beginnings. How did we first experience death metal, and how did those experiences contribute to the growth and spread of the international underground? Everyone has a story to tell, and through history, geography, and the postal service, something was created—a global network out of many personal experiences. As such, this section offers the myriad recollections concerning each contributor’s personal path into the dark realms of the underground.

		

		Ross Dolan and Robert Vigna (Immolation)

		

		THE EURO TRIP, 1988

		

		Before we were even signed, we went over to Europe for a vacation, along with our old guitarist Tom [Wilkinson], drummer Neil [Boback], and Will [Rahmer] from Mortician. I think it was in December of 1988. We were writing to a lot of people over there, like the guys in Napalm Death in the U. K., Nihilist in Sweden, Laurent [Ramadier] from Listenable Records in France, who at the time was doing the U. S. D. zine and then Peardrop zine, and others. We were just like, “Fuck it, let’s go over there and see what it’s like,” so we booked a two-week trip to check it out. The idea came from when we started getting all the mail from around the world—France, South America, all over—and realized how universal the scene was in the underground. It just blew my mind that people on the other side of the world had our cassette tapes. We would get tapes from Italy, with Italian radio stations speaking Italian, and the only thing you could make out would be when they would say “Immolation,” and then they would play your song.

		So we went over there and started with a few days in England, where we met Mick Harris [from Napalm Death]. He came out with Barney [Greenway], who was actually in Benediction at the time, and came down to London where we ended up hanging out with them for a few days. We wanted to go see Dig from Earache, because he had written us before, but we were too far out of the way. While we were there, we made plans to bring Napalm Death to New York, and we ended up having them over after that for their first ever shows in the U. S. It was November [18th] of 1989, a Friday night at CBGB’s in the city, and then the next night was at Streets [in New Rochelle]. We picked them up, along with Dig from Earache, at the hotels and drove them to the shows. Back then you could book shows like that only 45 minutes apart from each other and it would work. Both shows were great, and by that time it was already the Harmony Corruption lineup.

		So, after the U. K. visit, we went over to France to meet up with Laurent in Paris. While we were there, we went to a show at the Gibus Club in Paris to see Tankard and Massacra, and Laurent ended up getting us up on stage to play a song! So technically, we ended up being the first U. S. death metal band to ever play in Europe. I think Death came over there like a month later, but with that one song we technically beat them. From that one show you could tell that the scene in Europe was just nuts.

		After that, we went up to Sweden where we met up with the Nihilist guys, as well as the guys in Dismember, Carbonized, Treblinka, and more. The weird thing is they—Nihilist—were just splitting up at the time, and had just gotten rid of Johnny [Hedlund, who went on to form Unleashed]. So Will [Rahmer] and I ended up staying with Johnny, and Bob and the other guys stayed with Nicke [Andersson] and Fred [Estby]. Those guys were like 16 at the time, just kids, but they totally hooked us up and we stayed at their house with them and their parents. Johnny was a little older, so he had an apartment with his girlfriend. When we were there, we ended up back at their rehearsal spot, and we watched them jam, and it sounded tight as hell. It was ridiculous; it sounded like an album. After that they asked us to play, so we got on their instruments and it was like, “clink, clink, clink.” I mean, granted, we were on vacation and had not played in a few weeks, but we sucked. In that way it was just another eye-opener that we really had to get our shit together. But watching them was amazing. Nicke, he was a killer left-handed drummer, and he was actually showing Uffe some leads and shit, and he would just take the guitar and flip it around and show him the riffs upside down!

		

		John McEntee (Incantation, Funerus, ex-Revenant, ex-Mortician)

		

		FROM REVENANT TO INCANTATION

		

		We started out in New Jersey, in Bergen county, right outside of New York City. We were kind of considered a New York death metal band, but we always considered ourselves as an underground band from Jersey. Once bands like Suffocation, Immolation, and Apparition started, we were sort of lumped in with them because we were across the river. It’s not like we didn’t want to be a part of that scene, but it all just kind of fell together, kind of how people labeled the Florida scene. It means nothing really, but we were from Jersey, you know?

		But those were interesting times, because back then the scene was really open to different ideas. Things were still new, and it was early enough that there was still a progression from thrash into death metal, and a lot of the thrash bands were turning death metal. A band like Suffocation kind of started off as a thrash band in their really early stages, as far as I am aware of, and for us as well. I used to play in Revenant, which was kind of an aggressive thrash band. After that I started Incantation because I wanted something I could start with a certain vision, and know that it was moving ahead as something I wanted to do. Revenant was good, but I realized that being in a band with another person that was kind of the visionary limited what I could contribute. I just needed to know that I was in control of my own destiny, so being a rebellious kid, I didn’t want to compromise. I have all the respect in the world for Revenant, but ultimately it just wasn’t for me. I was getting more into bands like Death and Autopsy, and felt like things had to be pushed to another limit.

		

		OLD SCHOOL BEFORE IT WAS OLD SCHOOL It’s kind of funny now, because people call us “old school death metal,” but at the time, we were trying to push the limits of death metal further! But now it’s “old school”? We were not trying to hold back then; we were trying to move forward, which was much different in 1990 than in 2000 or 2010. We were always about making it heavier and making it our own way, and just having fun with it.

		When we started, it was hard to find drummers that even understood what we were trying to do musically; the drummers available at the time were all still stuck in the thrash stuff or whatever. It was still early on in the death metal era, when death metal drumming was not common knowledge. Maybe later into the ’90s, after drummers grew up listening to Pete Sandoval and others, it was more understood. So when I drove an hour to Brewster, NY to jam with our first drummer, Paul Ledney [later of Profanatica], I was more than happy to do it in order to jam with a guy who understood where I was coming from. Unfortunately, it didn’t work out, ’cause he was more into the black metal thing. The thing that broke it off with that first lineup was when Paul wanted us to do Incantation band pictures not only in corpse paint, but also naked. So that was the point where I knew we needed to move on and follow different paths. We just had different visions. I was just wanting to go more in an Autopsy/Possessed/Morbid Angel kind of direction.

		

		THE FIRST SHOW The first Incantation show was at the 308 Bar in New York City. It was on 41st Street in Manhattan, right behind the Port Authority Station there. Back then, the area around Times Square was a lot more rough, very seedy. A lot of porn shops and bums. The club was very small and long, and outside was an empty lot with what I guess was called a “cardboard condominium” of homeless people, sleeping right next to the club. It was just absolute insanity. This band Snag opened up, and then Mortician, and us. It was both Incantation’s and Mortician’s first official show. The show went really well; it was back when we had Will [Rahmer] singing for us, Sal Seijo on guitar, Ronnie Deo on bass, and this guy from Sweden named Peter Barnevic on drums, who happened to be in New York going to school. For the Mortician lineup that night, it was me on guitar, Will on vocals, and Matt Sicher on drums [Matt drowned in 1992]. We played short sets, ’cause we only had like five songs ready from our demo, and Mortician had four songs, and one was just a minute long. Then, I guess towards the end of our set, some people got into a fight outside. Well, the bums were fighting first, and then the people started fighting the bums, so by the time our set ended a brawl erupted. My car was parked right out front, and somebody took a bum’s head and smashed it right into my windshield. My windshield was smashed open and blood was everywhere, and I had to drive home with my car covered in bum blood. So I am wondering, “Is this hepatitis C blood or what?!” It was kind of an infamous night, ’cause although I had to ride home, all the other guys went on this excursion where they ended up getting chased later by some gay pride parade.

		

		King Fowley (Deceased, October 31)

		

		DEATH METAL FROM THE GRAVE

		

		When we started playing in the ’80s, we weren’t really about labeling the music; we just wanted to be crazy. We were called Madd Butcher before, and we took that from the movie of the same name, not from the Destruction EP, and we were also called Evil Axe. Eventually we decided on Deceased, and there was a lot of that starting then. For example, the band Death had just come out. But death metal as a label back then was different. I remember people calling Metal Church death metal. Before that I remember Cirith Ungol being called death metal. It was not clear like later, when Cannibal Corpse, Incantation, or Immolation-type vocals became prominent. Back then death metal was considered metal that had a ’morbid edge’ to it. Although all of our stuff at the time was not like that, I just started saying, “Hey, we’re death metal from the grave,” and that is what stuck. Why label it? We just want to play it.

		I first got into tape trading around ’84 or ’85. I knew this guy, Jim Powell from Maryland; he is actually in the Heavy Metal Parking Lot movie showing off his Priest record collection. He introduced me early on to the tape trading, and I would get live and demo stuff from Overkill, Anthrax, Slayer, Iron Angel, and stuff like that. Later, I discovered the local and underground bands’ demos, as well as the fanzines. That was cool, but I started to see a lot of bands selling their demos for like five, six and seven dollars! I was like, “This is a blank tape with two songs dubbed on it … it’s not worth shit!” So, when we did our first demo, The Evil Side of Religion, in 1986, we decided it would be better to give it away for free, which people thought was really cool. We were just like, “Send us some stamps, whatever, and we will mail it.” We made a lot of friends that way, and I discovered a lot of bands from all over the world. I think I might have been the first guy in America to have a Napalm Death shirt. Mick [Harris] sent me one the day it came out … their first shirt!

		

		Matt Olivo (Repulsion)

		

		I THINK WE WERE ADORED MORE THAN WE WERE UNDERSTOOD

		

		[In Michigan, in the 1980s] the extent of the scene for us was “local only.” We were doing [what was then] extreme metal during the heyday of thrash, hair and traditional heavy metal. The grindcore scene had yet to really proliferate, so what we had was this small, close-knit scene of what were mostly punk rockers, while the audiences consisted primarily of just our circle of friends and family. In this sense, I think we were adored more than we were understood, but it was good enough for us. All of those early shows were memorable. We used to do silly shit like taking soft rock records and just destroy them, or throw things like doughnuts into the pit! This was before any sort of “hate core” and all that “jock metal” bullshit came around. We just had fun and we found peace through performing extremely violent music.

		In 1986, Scott [Carlson] and I definitely felt we were onto something, which only made our disappointment that much deeper when we couldn’t find a label to take a chance on us. The tape trading scene back then was really flourishing, yet even with the diehard fans and support we had in the underground, their enthusiasm and interest was not enough to turn the tide in the end and get us a record deal. So, we floundered for a bit, until we drifted away from each other and then eventually from underground metal.

		

		Dan Swanö (Edge of Sanity, Pan-Thy-Monium, ex-Bloodbath)

		

		IT WAS LIKE A DISEASE

		

		I knew from a very, very early age that music was the thing I was going to do. I just had too many weird ideas in my head; it was like a disease. I wanted to do a lot of things at the same time. With my projects, the challenge was to find members to keep up with my weird stuff, so I started to record my own one-man bands at an early age. In the late ’70s I would experiment with different tape recorders and tape myself playing drums and keyboards and singing, just so I could hear myself.

		I got my first drum kit when I was seven, I think; my parents let me set it up in the living room. I can’t believe they coped with that: the minute I was home from school I was banging away. I can see now that my mom was friendly, but when I was young I must have gave her a hard time. I knew then I wanted to be a musician, but what intrigued me even more beyond writing the song was recording it, and to hear myself playing the instruments. I was just curious about what it would sound like. I tried out many different recording devices, and after a while I got a rehearsal room, which actually turned out to be the first location of Gory Sound Studios—pre-Uni-sound [Dan’s current studio]. I was doing stuff there on this four-track Yamaha that we ended up doing the Edge of Sanity and Pan-Thy-Monium demos on. That sort of created a rumor of sorts in the local scene at the time that there was this studio and room where you could get a good sound for extreme music. It just kept going and going, and eventually my brother bought an 8-track reel-to-reel machine, and I borrowed that from him, and before I knew it I had a 16-track machine. That was around the time I recorded Dissection’s The Somberlain and Edge of Sanity’s The Spectral Sorrows. Even then I was just thinking how things would sound recorded rather than in a live setting. I would be producing the record in my head as I would write, behind the drum kit, or even as the singer in Edge of Sanity. At rehearsals I did not sing much; I more sat around and was thinking about how the recording would go. I was already a producer, engineer, and musician, so I would pick the chords based on what would sound better when it was recorded. This is why I was never as much into the normal “rehearse and play live” approach; I was more into writing songs so I could record them, and then, well, never play them again. It’s like you make sketches and then you make a final painting, and then when it’s done, it’s framed, and there it is. You do not mess with it again.

		

		… SOMETHING WAS COOKING UP IN STOCKHOLM For Edge of Sanity, from our point in Finspång, we were totally unaware of the Stockholm thing when it started. We knew we wanted to play something kind of weird and different, but as far as it being death metal, I had not yet figured out what the difference was between all those bands then. I was listening to some tech-thrash then, bands like Wehrmacht, who played extremely fast, but then the Gods of Grind compilation came out, and you had bands like Terrorizer doing the hyper-blast drums. So compared to that, I think Edge of Sanity was like a technical thrash band with growling vocals.

		Also around this time I went to one of the Thrash Bash shows [organized by Robert Becirovic from Close-Up magazine in Norrköping], and I met one of the few guys in the scene that did not have a fanzine or play in a band … strangely enough, he was just a normal guy who liked death metal! He had an Entombed patch on his jacket, and we were like, “Who is that? Tell us, where can we get the demo?” So I found the demo and I went home with it, and I wish you could have seen the look on my face. I was like, “Fuck, this is the shit … this is how it’s done.” They just had all the classic rock ingredients, with memorable hooks and choruses. The production just blew me away completely. I called everyone over to listen to it, and from that moment on we were aware that something was cooking up in Stockholm.

		

		IT SOUNDS LIKE A CHAINSAW, BUT WHO CARES We immediately started tape trading with bands like Necrophobic and Unleashed, and that’s when everything just “happened.” Then, the other guys and myself would try to go to Stockholm almost every weekend just to hang out with those guys. We went to a lot of shows there, and we brought a lot of those ideas back with us to introduce into Edge of Sanity, and mix in with the sort of Pestilence vibe we were going for. We bought the same distortion pedals, and tuned the guitars down even more. But we were still separated. We were not a part of that scene, but we certainly borrowed from it. They had a sound there, and when you’d hear a compilation of Swedish bands, the Stockholm bands just sounded different. We realized then that they were listening to old demos and rehearsal tapes of stuff like Autopsy, from tape trading, but we were mostly getting our music from the shops, bands like Pestilence, Death, or the first Obituary. We just heard the cleaner, produced albums that had good distribution. The dirty rehearsal stuff they were listening to in Stockholm I think gave it a special vibe. There were these bands that had this guitar tone that Nihilist was searching for and then found on those demos and self-recorded tapes. I don’t think any big producer in the thrash metal days would have allowed that kind of guitar sound to be recorded. They would have been like, “What the fuck? Here is a Marshall—shut up!” But this guy at Sunlight Studios [Tomas Skogsberg], he had no clue—he liked the Beatles! The bands would say, “This is what our guitars should sound like,” and he would say, “It sounds like a chainsaw, but who cares, fine with me.”

		The second Edge of Sanity album, Unorthodox, was kind of inspired by the Stockholm thing, and it was recorded in Stockholm at this place called Montezuma Studios. That is kind of also where it ended for me. I remember the train ride home from there, listening to the final mix on my Walkman, thinking, “That’s it, the end of an era.” We went from a confused thrash metal band on the first album to a death metal band on the second, and it was perfect for me. There was nowhere we could take that concept any further. After that we just opened up to all kinds of influences, whether it was from hardcore or goth rock. Anything went, whether it was a fast song, a doom song, or a goth song. I just felt limited by the death metal genre at that time, because it was all about sounding the same for ten songs, which was bloody boring after a while.

		

		Ed Warby (Hail of Bullets, Gorefest)

		

		A CALL FROM GOREFEST

		

		To be completely honest, I wasn’t a hardcore thrasher in the ’80s. I liked all kinds of metal styles, but to me it was all “metal,” be it Venom, Vicious Rumors, or Candlemass. Of course I was aware of the thrash scene and I went to quite a few shows at the time, stuff like Kreator, Death Angel, Voivod, et cetera. My first taste of what was to become death metal was Death’s Scream Bloody Gore, played to me by a friend who was very much into thrash. Once the initial shock wore off I started noticing more bands that sounded like this, and I really began to dig it, although I was in a very different scene then: I played drums in a power/shred metal outfit called Elegy.

		Pretty soon death metal was all over the place, though. I remember going to Dynamo Open Air in 1991 and there were thousands and thousands of death metal shirts, most of them Gorefest! [laughs] So to me it seemed like a very rapid, natural transition. I was very envious of bands like Gorefest and Pestilence, as my own band wasn’t getting anywhere and I was dying to get into this scene that seemed so much more exciting and alive. It was Stephan Gebédi [Thanatos] who introduced me to Frank and Jan-Chris of Gore-fest in the summer of 1991, and I said half-jokingly that if they ever needed a drummer to give me a call. I never thought that it’d happen, but six months later I was making my live debut with the band.

		However, the scene was very competitive in those days. Gorefest had the good fortune to be based in Goes/Zeeland [in the Netherlands] where we were the only death metal band, but there was a fierce sense of rivalry with the other bands whenever we did festivals outside of the region. Fortunately it’s much friendlier these days; now whenever someone says they like your album you actually believe them! [laughs]

		

		Chris Barnes (Six Feet Under, ex-Cannibal Corpse)

		

		IT WASN’T ONLY ABOUT FLORIDA THEN

		

		Back in Buffalo, in the ’80s, I was in a band called Leviathan. But before that, Paul [Mazurkiewicz], Bob [Rusay] and myself were in a band called Tyrant Sin. It all just sort of started with us hanging out in Paul and Rich [Ziegler]’s basement. It’s funny: before we learned how to play instruments, a big thing in the ’80s was to go out and do these “air band competitions,” like in high school and stuff. You’d come in first place and win prize money, or a radio station appearance. It was weird shit. So, since we loved metal, we’d do Manowar, or Metallica, and just go up there and fake it. Then one day we were hanging out, and we said to ourselves, “Man, we should really learn how to play instruments.” I remember the day specifically when Paul, Rich, and myself were sitting in the basement, and I said, “I will play bass,” and Rich was like, “Well, I already know how to play a little bass.” Then they said, “No, you look like a singer; you better be the singer.” Then the first songs we learned were Dethroned Emperor [Celtic Frost] and Pounding Metal [Exciter].

		After that I got into different bands, like Leviathan, where we started writing our own music. With Leviathan, we would often get to open up for national acts. We’d do little punk rock shows at the VFW Hall and such, but then a few clubs opened up, like the Salty Dog, the Skyroom, and the River Rock. The River Rock was a kind of new, smaller club downtown, and there was this guy, Artie, who was active with bringing in more and more bands that were on a national level. For our first show we got to open up for Dark Angel, when they were out on the Leave Scars tour. I think there was about 400 people in a club that should have only held about 150. It was jam packed. That was kind of like how every show was, because even without the national acts it was always a great turnout. We were friends with half the people in the crowd, because they would always stop by our practice space. For years we would have these “concerts” in our practice space. In that way, perhaps the Florida scene at the time kind of overshadowed other scenes in different parts of the country that were just as vibrant. Death metal was really popping up all across the map, with scenes thriving in New York and places like California. It wasn’t only about Florida then.

		At that time, we were still in high school, but after that I was working at a record chain warehouse, for this store called Cavages. It was one of those chains in the malls and such. They had an excellent metal vinyl selection. I became good friends with the store’s buyer, a guy named John Grandoni. He was like a mentor to me. He had been in the business for 20 years, and knew everything about the music industry. After we got the first demo out with Cannibal Corpse, and a show on videotape, John actually sent them over to Metal Blade for us because he knew the vice president, Mike Faley, who was also from Buffalo. From there Mike put it on [label head] Brian Slagel’s desk, where he saw the tape, with song titles like Skull Full of Maggots, and they apparently signed us based on that. He thought it was the most awesome song title ever! That was odd for us, because that was the first record company we sent the demo to. But before that, I remember, just as a fan of metal, any time I would go to an underground record store, and look at an album that was out on Metal Blade, if it said Brian Slagel was the producer, I always bought that album over anything else. Like Witchkiller from Canada, for example. So it’s been a strange trip. Since then, I’ve been with Metal Blade all these years, yet still my favorite albums from them are the ones from when I was a kid.

		

		Anders Schultz (Unleashed)

		

		SIGNING TO CENTURY MEDIA

		

		The funny thing is, our first show outside of Stockholm wasn’t in Sweden, but in Germany. Even at the start we never did play that much in Sweden. When we heard from Century Media, they invited us down to Germany to sign us and to play a show while we were there. It was crazy because we’d just done some demos and played a handful of shows in Stockholm, and then my mom answers the phone one day, saying, “Hey, there is some German guy calling,” and it was Century Media.

		I think it was a small show, perhaps with Atrocity or some band like that. We went down there for a week and hung out at the label guy [Robert Kampf]’s house, where we signed the contract stuff, hung out at bars and played the show. It was at this weird, small club. Tomas [Olsson] actually just joined the band before that, and while he was with us, he didn’t play the show. I was actually not old enough to sign the contract then, but I did it anyway. Since the early record deals were all like “slave” contracts, I kind of looked at it like a “get out of jail free” clause, just in case!

		

		Rob Barrett (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Malevolent Creation, ex-Solstice)

		

		FROM THRASH TO DEATH …

		

		I first started hearing the music described as “death metal” when I was in Buffalo, around 1987 and 1988. Later, Alex Marquez turned me on to a lot of the death metal stuff when I got to Florida, because my roots were still stuck in the thrash scene for the most part. Of course, all of us came from thrash metal at some point, but once the music reached a certain degree of over-aggressiveness, then the “death” term became a more apt description. Personally, I was still leaning to the thrash side of things until after I’d moved to Florida. It was not that I didn’t like the more death metal-sounding bands; it just wasn’t my forte at the time. I thought it sounded cool if it was done right; however, I just didn’t want to sing like that at the time.

		When I started singing in Solstice, I was more leaning on the thrash end of things, and even hardcore to an extent. I was really influenced by Carnivore at the time, and Peter Steele’s vocals [in that band]. Of course Solstice had some death metal in parts, almost Chuck-like, but I was never 100 % sold on the growling. It took a while to grow on me, and while I was influenced by those new death metal sounds coming out at the time, I just didn’t want to be perceived as copying them, so I was sticking more to the thrash influences without going overboard on the new styles. For example, the first Malevolent Creation album I was on [Retribution, 1992] leans more towards death metal because of the vocals and the blast beats, but I also hear a lot of thrash on that album. I hear Dark Angel and Kreator in there as well, so that’s why, to me, death metal is very determined by how the voice sounds, and the use of faster, more complex beats. So for me, I just didn’t want to be stamped as, “OK, that’s 100 % death metal.” It took me up until I joined Cannibal Corpse [in 1993] before I could get to that point. Joining them, I more or less had to relearn how to write music. I had to change my style in certain ways to actually be able to contribute to the song-writing, because they already had their own signature sound by that point. So I had to shake everything up and roll the dice again, just to see what came out of me.

		It was just a different approach to writing music, and it was a bit of a challenge to adapt to that, but I think it worked out. I ended up fitting in enough to where I eventually contributed a decent amount of songs on the albums through the years.

		

		FROM BUFFALO TO FLORIDA … I was jamming with a few other guys in Buffalo in the late ’80s, when we collectively decided to move to Florida. One was Jeff Juszkiewicz on guitar, who was in Leviathan with Chris Barnes, as well as on Malevolent Creation’s The Ten Commandments; Jason Blachowicz on bass, later of Malevolent Creation and Divine Empire; and the drummer from my first band, Dark Deception, on drums, a guy named Bob Dellmonte. It was Cynic who actually told us about the scene in Florida before we came down. I saw them at a show in Buffalo when they did an East Coast tour together with Malevolent Creation, called the Cynical Creation tour. Once I saw how killer Cynic were, I talked to the guys about relocating to try and spark some creativity, so we moved down in December of 1989. Ultimately, while I was planning on doing some shit with those guys, it just didn’t work out in the long run. I guess maybe we all weren’t serious enough yet, so I kept my eyes open for other options in the scene there. But when we first moved to South Florida, the scene was just killer for metal. That was a big reason why we moved down. Don’t get me wrong: Buffalo was kicking pretty nice at that point. The thing was I didn’t happen to be in any of the bands that were doing anything! Most of all, I was looking at the relocation as a way to get myself started as a musician, to sort of kick start something, because nothing was really happening in for me Buffalo.

		So when we got to Ft. Lauderdale, it was awesome. We’d go out almost every night and see a pretty decent metal show. Locally, there were bands like Meatlocker and Raped Ape from West Palm Beach [who had J. P. Soars on guitar, later of Divine Empire and Malevolent Creation], as well as Hellwitch, who’d been around for a long time. Even the surrounding cities had healthy scenes. In Lauderdale, there was a club called Nobby’s you could go to where underage bands could play with good turnouts, and even get away with drinking, which was cool because I was only 20 when we moved down there, using a fake ID that I had from New York. I also lucked out because I could already grow a beard from a young age. That place was also important because the younger bands could play, which helped the scene out a lot. There was also Amboog-a-Lard, who were a prominent thrash band from the Coral Springs area—they were notable because the guitarist, Jordie, went on to play in Marilyn Manson—along with Lobotomy from West Palm Beach, Elysium from Ft. Lauderdale, and the thrash band Wreckage, who Alex Marquez jammed with, and later Euthanasia. All these bands pulled their own crowds. It would be like, “Who is playing this weekend at the Treehouse?” That was another main club in Lauderdale where all the bands were playing. Also, there was 21 North up in West Palm Beach where a lot of the national acts would play, and where local bands would get their opening slot on a national tour.

		

		FROM SOLSTICE TO MALEVOLENT CREATION … Once in Lauderdale, Paul from Cynic eventually introduced me to Alex Marquez and Dennis Munoz, who both lived down in Miami. I ended up jamming with them one weekend and it was clicking pretty good, so I decided to move down there and start up a project—what would eventually become Solstice. We saved up money to go to Morrisound and track a four-song demo with Jim Morris, which was about the spring or summer of 1991. Shortly after that we sent out the demo to a few labels, and that’s how Steamhammer Records from Germany contacted us. They were pretty quick about getting in touch, and things moved fast at that point. They actually sent a guy to Miami to hang out with us, so we ended up doing a showcase gig for him. I think Raped Ape played too. He said all was looking good, and they made us an offer immediately. I’m not even sure that we waited to see if any one else was interested. Alex was answering all the mail at that point, so I can’t recall if we got another offer. I do remember that I really locked in with Alex when it came time to write songs. It was one of those situations where “we both knew what each of us was going to play before we played it” kind of thing. He was just feeding off of what I was playing, and anticipating where the riffs would go next. We had that unspeakable compatibility thing, and he would be right on it. That just gives you chills when you’re writing, and you couldn’t deny the chemistry that was there. We were clicking awesome, and demoing songs on the four-track at the studio where we practiced.

		Our first planned official show was opening for Vio-lence. I think they were on the Oppressing the Masses tour. But before Solstice was playing in clubs, we were doing these warehouse show/parties, which were pretty happening in the Lauderdale area at the time. Bands would have these big storage units to rehearse in, and they were always in areas that were more industrial, where no one lived. So, they could get away with having these huge parties and no one would really hassle you. That lasted a while, until someone told the cops and things dried up for a bit, but they were well known, and roughly 200 people would show up for a party, except it was like a real show. We’d have our own PA, and make a stage set up from milk crates we’d stolen from behind supermarkets. We would have bands like Monstrosity or Sudden Death play, and Demonomacy was practicing there as well. Even when I was in Malevolent Creation we had a couple of them. I think those are the ones that got shut down. They tended to get a little rowdy. A lot of the time, they’d start without the band even planning anything! It would often begin because a friend stops by with a keg of beer, and then somebody else gets word of it, and then more people show up bringing kegs of beer, until it turns into this mayhem. It would just take one person to start the avalanche. Hellwitch would have deliberate shows at their warehouse rehearsal space, and pass out fliers for them. It was a known thing, just like going to a club.

		So, after Solstice signed the deal with Steamhammer Records, they were like, “We want to get you in the studio by the spring of 1992,” but before that Phil from Malevolent called up Alex and asked him to join the band, because they just kicked out Mark Simpson. He was like, “Dude, can you join us, and come help us write our next album?” Shortly after that call Alex joined up, but he also asked Phil if I could join too, so it was kind of like a joint deal. It might have been worded differently, but Alex told me that he was joining Malevolent and wanted to know if I wanted to as well. So, we met up with them and started writing Retribution immediately. It was the first night we showed up. It was like, “OK, let’s get some beers and start writing some shit.”

		

		Dave Craiglow (Baphomet/Banished)

		

		INHERITING THE DEAD

		

		Back when it started, death metal was still an undefined genre. People were calling it other stuff like “black” or “satanic metal,” because of bands like Venom and Possessed. On the other hand with thrash, there was more heavy riff/mosh pit stuff like Anthrax, and then there was Slayer. All of that sort of evolved together into death metal, which was a meaner and much darker incarnation of thrash. So ultimately, I think bands like Dark Angel were the ones that took that sound and brought in more of what would eventually be the death metal approach. The bands today that we call death metal, that sound was not really there yet in the ’80s. It was still developing. I think the desire for the hard music was always there, but once the “yells” started becoming “screams,” it sort of pushed it forward. Hardcore also helped with that, where the guys started screaming and just getting more angry with the vocals. At that point, once the screams became growls, I think that’s when death metal was classified as death metal.

		When Baphomet was formed by Steve [Rzepka] and Gary [Schi-pani], they started out doing cover songs, but evolved into writing originals that were heavier and heavier until it was death metal. That’s just the way things went. It was more evolutionary, where other bands like Cannibal Corpse came out sounding then more or less like they do today, within reason. When I joined the band, I also brought in a lot more of the hardcore influences and heavy guitar sounds from bands like Anthrax, and that mixed well with the death vocals. I wanted riffs that’d stick in people’s head and they’d remember the next morning when they’re lying in bed, you know? The March of the S. O. D.-type stuff. Those simple type of riffs that just kill you forever. You don’t have to be the greatest player in the world to write a good riff that is catchy and people will remember, and that is what’s important to me.

		

		Alex Oquendo (Masacre)

		

		AL SUBTERRANEO COLOMBIANO

		

		I really got into the global underground when a friend, Bull Metal, and I decided to start a fanzine called Necrometal. We only did three issues, yet just two of them were ever released. We interviewed all the best Colombian bands; however, we were also in touch with lots of bands from all over and we interviewed them, reviewed their material and used them promote Masacre’s music and Colombian metal in return. Those were amazing times, and I remember doing tape trades as well, always getting new material and just falling in love with the sounds we’d hear from around the world. I remember all of us metalheads here in those days being very unified, like everyone was together in the search for the best bands and the newest sounds. It was like a golden era for us in Colombian metal. I got tons of fanzines and those were always a great read. Not a lot of people from those days are still around here, though. Things are a lot different now. I still keep in touch, though, with guys like Alfredo Pochoin, in Argentina, who was like the original pillar of South American death metal. I used to write with Sarcófago [from] Brazil, Asphyx, Deadhead, Samael, Immolation, Mayhem, Mortuary Drape, Sextrash, Atomic Aggressor, Hades [from] Peru, Vibrion [from] Argentina, Hirax, and others. There were a ton of bands, and tons of friends came out of that time for me. Now look at those guys … a lot of them ended up being some of the most important founders of the global scene, didn’t they?

		

		THE DEAL WITH OSMOSE Eventually, Masacre got a deal with Osmose Records, and released Requiem in 1991. Osmose started off as a distro and [they] eventually built it into a label. We wrote a lot of letters back and forth with him, just doing trades for zines and tapes back in the day. Even when it was just a distro service, he was moving a lot of Masacre material, like our demos, rehearsal tapes, and our EP titled Ola de Violencia (Wave of Violence). I think he was selling a good amount of our stuff and thought he could do even better if we had an actual album available. I think we were the second band to record for his label, after Samael. You can’t imagine how emotional it was for us to get an actual record deal, even if just a small one, then go to the studio and record the album—and we recorded it on the label’s dime, which was even better!—then see it released through a label on the other side of the world and see people’s reactions to it. We really felt like we were on the cusp of something special, like we were going to take Europe by storm or something. Looking back on it, I think it’s no exaggeration to say our album was one of the most important moments for early South American metal. We’re really proud of that fact, and I wouldn’t change a thing.

		I do have some regrets, though. For example, I wish we’d made the decision to go tour Europe. Maybe if we’d done that we’d have achieved a whole different level of renown around the world, and maybe we’d be bigger and touring other places today. But the important thing is that we’re still a band, we’re still playing shows and recording, and even though we all have families and jobs, we’re still 100 % metal and the music is still our whole lives.

		

		HERE, DEATH IS A VERY REAL THING Our city, Medellín, was one of the focal points for the Colombian war, and particularly in the 1990s. Pablo Escobar was based out of Medellín, for starters. Tons of paramilitaries were based in and around the city, and the guerrillas were of course coming after the paramilitaries, so we had a lot of guerrillas around Medellín as well. They were in the city, in the towns near the city, in the fuckin’ highways and roads outside of the city, et cetera. So Masacre was definitely influenced by the political situation in Colombia in those times, and any other metal band around in those days would say the same. A lot of unforgettable things happened to us as Colombians in those days. You don’t forget those. Really, our music was a form of protest against all these problems. A lot of bands even left metal and became punk or hardcore since they were even more into the “messaging” side of those types of music. This happened to Blasfemia, Parabellum, and others. Maybe they saw in those other types of music a way to better express the hate they felt for our system and our situation.

		I think Colombian metal has a distinct way of expressing the things we see through our music; here, death is a very real thing and not some fantasy like in other places. So we used that reality to construct our music and maybe, along the way, not only rid ourselves of some of the sadness and pain we all experienced having to live through the war, but also to express hope that one day things would be better for us all.

		

		Dave Witte (Municipal Waste, Human Remains, Burnt by the Sun)

		

		GETTING BIZARRE IN HAZLET

		

		The name Human Remains came about because we were all Clive Barker fans, and we found the name in one his Books of Blood collection of short stories. It was around 1989 or 1990, and we were getting overwhelmed and influenced by the death metal coming out at the time, in addition to getting involved in the tape-trading in the underground. We were from a town called Hazlet, New Jersey. When you’re in a young band, you always want to progress, and that meant a natural evolution of getting faster and more aggressive, which made us eventually become more of a death metal band. I was sort of fixated with becoming the fastest guy in the world.

		Our early stuff was very much Ripping Corpse worship, more or less. They were a huge influence on us. We saw them play all the time, so you can pretty much blame it all on Ripping Corpse. I think I saw them over a hundred times, because I think they always opened up whenever a national act was coming to the area. In my mind, they just outplayed anyone they opened the bill for. They were just perfect to me, and we wanted to be them at one point. I think the influence spread to a lot of the bands in our area, like Damonacy, Ritual Torment, and Torture Krypt. Likewise, we began to challenge ourselves more as we came to the realization that we could play whatever we want. That is when we grew, and got more bizarre, utilizing the volume swells and such. Right around then, people started calling us more of an experimental grind band, with both hardcore and death metal influences.

		Around 1991, when the second demo came out, the track Fictiously Vivid had the volume swells, and after we recorded that we wanted to do more of it. We were into other kinds of music, from industrial bands like Skinny Puppy, to those guitar shredder types like Steve Vai, and those influences started creeping in. As for the drums, I practiced constantly, as well as looked to play with people like Steve Procopio in Human Remains who were better than me, so it would push me to be better. Also when I started playing in Discordance Axis, it was a blast fest, so it became more like going to the gym! Before that I heard Napalm Death’s From Enslavement to Obliteration, as well as the West Coast speed of bands like Cryptic Slaughter. However, once I heard Terrorizer I was like, “Oh shit … this is what’s up!” Then I figured out he was in Morbid Angel—Pete Sandoval, that is the guy right there. He is the guy responsible for making the blast beat what it is. He made it work right by making it powerful, as well as being in time. I loved his approach, and once I heard that it was my platform to work off of.

		

		Kam Lee (ex-Mantas, ex-Death, ex-Massacre)

		

		“… OK, NOW WE ARE GOING TO CALL OURSELVES DEATH METAL”

		

		The first time I heard the term “death metal” to actually describe the music was from Hellhammer. They had the early demos out, and I think it was the Death Fiend demo [1983] where I believe Tom G. Warrior wrote somewhere like, “This is death metal.” All those early demos were Tom’s artwork and handwriting, and I think I can still see it in my head, in his scratchy handwriting, “This is death metal.” Shortly after that demo, they had a few songs that were put on a compilation in 1984, and that compilation was also called Death Metal. I think that was out of Europe on Noise Records or something, and I remember the Hellhammer songs being on there but I don’t remember the other bands. So, even though later Possessed had the song called Death Metal, and we had a song called Death by Metal when I was in Death, I will always say Tom G. Warrior coined the phrase.

		When Mantas came out, none of us could really play. We were just calling it thrash or extreme or something. It was not an identifiable genre yet. I think Destruction on Sentence of Death was calling it “German speed death” or something, but it was lacking the “metal.” There were bands coming out from everywhere then, at least one new release a week. I remember the first time I went to practice with Chuck and Rick. It was actually on the first day I met Chuck, and he’d just gotten Show No Mercy in the mail. He was on the mailorder thing then. It kind of revolved around that.

		Another thing, that has been misconstrued, is that when we were Mantas, Chuck kicked out Rick the first time, and I was still with Chuck. Then Chuck got Rick back and we called ourselves Death. From that point on, Chuck said, “OK, now we are going to call ourselves death metal.” And that was around 1984, so that’s about when we sort of adopted it. It happened quick at the time: a release would come out, then everyone starts tape trading it, and then the term just grew with the music.

		

		Rick Rozz (Massacre, ex-Death, ex-Mantas)

		

		FROM DEATH TO MASSACRE … AND BACK AGAIN

		

		With Mantas and then later, Death, what intrigued me at the time more than anything was speed. I was not really an intricate kind of player, so rather than inventing anything new, we were going for more of a raw-bones, fast, thrashy kind of approach. At that time [in the ’80s], people in Florida did not have a clue what we were playing. I mean, you had bands like Slayer, Exodus, and Possessed out in California, while over in Europe they had Venom, Hellhammer, and Bathory. The genres were out there, and in response to that we just started by writing music that sounded cool to us.

		In Orlando, it was very difficult for [Mantas] to get a show, because the local agents were primarily booking cover bands. So, being a band that played original material—in addition to having no clue what we were doing!—they just would not give us a gig. Finally, we played with a band called Tempter in 1984 at a Knights of Columbus Hall, and that ended up being our first live show out of the garage. I remember when we played everyone was sort of hanging out in the back, just checking us out. Another place we played was called Showbiz Pizza, which was on top of a salad bar, as well as other miscellaneous places around town that happened to be close, because we were still only about 16 years old.

		At that time, though, we were also becoming aware of the global tape-trading underground, so Chuck [Schuldiner] and I would sit there with a dual cassette deck and dub tape after tape of our garage jams that we recorded off of the same box and put them out as rehearsal demos. I still have that box at home, and we used it to tape a number of Mantas practices at Chuck’s house in Altamonte Springs. I remember there were these guys who were good friends of Chuck’s named Mark Conrad and John Gross who had a fanzine called Guillotine, who became friends with the band, as well as being helpful in introducing us to Nasty Savage. So, it was really Nasty Savage who eventually got us our first real gig at a bar in Tampa at this place called Ruby’s Pub in 1984. It was a small, little metal bar that held maybe 300 people, where I remember seeing bands like Savatage play. We were still in high school at the time—both Kam [Lee] and I went to Lake Brantley High in Altamonte Springs, Florida—while Chuck went to Lyman High in Longwood. So we would have to go to Tampa for the shows on weeknights, and then make the trip back to go to school the next day. The scene in Orlando was just non-existent.

		By 1985, I was let go from the band. Shortly after that Kam left, so Chuck moved out on his own to San Francisco, where he teamed up with Chris Reifert to do the Scream Bloody Gore record. Eventually, Chuck moved back to Florida and was back home but with no band. I was in Massacre by that point, with Terry [Butler], Bill [Andrews], and Kam, so when Chuck came back home, there was the potential to collaborate again.

		I remember Massacre had a show booked at that time with Overkill and Megadeth, but when we got to the show we did not get to play. It was that night I decided I didn’t want to do the Massacre thing anymore. Not that I had any plans to do anything else, but because it was at that moment when someone told me that Chuck was back in town. A light then went on inside my head and I decided to go over to his house, and just show up and knock on his door. This was in 1987, after Scream Bloody Gore was already recorded and [Chuck] had just moved home. He had this look of absolute surprise on his face. I said “Hey dude, sorry to show up unannounced, but I have a proposition to talk to you about.” I just said what I had to say, and told him that if he has time to give me a call the next day. He did, so I went back over there and he told me he did not have a drummer. I told him I was just leaving Massacre and I could ask Bill and Terry if they wanted to join Death, and that was that. We all learned the Scream Bloody Gore record and went on tour, up the east coast in a van, then came back and wrote the Leprosy record.

		

		RETURN TO MASSACRE By 1989, after I was let go from Death a second time, Bill and Terry stayed in the band and did the Spiritual Healing record. It was at that time that Earache approached Kam and myself about doing a Massacre full-length. I remember it was David [Vincent] that actually called me up and said that Earache was interested in putting the album out. It turned out that the label’s owner/president, Digby [Pearson], was a big fan of the band and wanted to talk with us about it. So he came to Florida and met us at Kam’s apartment, where I was sitting there with a little practice amp and guitar. I played him the riffs I had, and the next thing we knew he sent us a four-album contract, just between the two of us. We did not even have a band, because Bill and Terry were still in Death, so we ended up getting Joe Cangelosi from Whiplash and later Kreator, and Butch Gonzalez [who was in Tempter] and doing a “live in the studio” demo kind of thing that was eventually released under the title The Second Coming. After that was done, it was right about the time that Terry and Bill were both out of Death, so I got a call from Terry about rejoining Massacre and getting the old lineup back together. Unfortunately, [we] had to let the other guys go, who were friends as well, and move ahead with recording the From Beyond album for Earache soon thereafter.

		

		Terry Butler (Massacre, Obituary, ex-Six Feet Under, ex-Death)

		

		(BEFORE THE) DAWN OF ETERNITY

		

		I’m originally from Brandon, Florida, which is right outside of Tampa. It was there in the early days, before death metal was even around, that we used to follow Nasty Savage and Savatage. Those two bands were kind of like our local heroes in the underground. We would see them all the time, because we didn’t really get many national acts coming through back then for metal. By 1984, Obituary [then Xecutioner], Death, and Massacre had formed and wanted to start playing serious shows, like those bands we were seeing on stage.

		The local scene was pretty big, and it revolved around a place called Ruby’s in Tampa, which was just a hole-in-the-wall type venue. I remember Death playing there with Nasty Savage in 1985. There were other places as well, like the Sunset Club, the Ritz, and the Brass Mug later on. In Brandon, there was a place called Side Streets where bands like Massacre, Obituary [as Xecutioner], and Morbid Angel were playing by around 1986.

		We were all very much into underground music. Early on we were into Venom, Angel Witch, and Motörhead, and later it evolved into bands like Hellhammer, Celtic Frost, and Slayer. We wanted to play like them, and that is pretty much why we picked up the instruments in the first place.

		[With Massacre] we were calling the music death metal pretty much from the beginning. We liked a lot of thrash, but to us a lot of it was just a bit too happy and the rhythms were a bit too “dancey.” Of course there were darker thrash albums like Bonded by Blood from Exodus, but even from the first demos we were calling it death metal. I mean, it’s not death metal as you know it today, but those demos were certainly founding releases in the death metal genre in terms of style. Of course, there were no blast beats or anything, but it was a combination of the dark rhythms, the dark lyrics, and rough vocals that separated it from thrash. The term death metal had started getting kicked around with Hellhammer/Celtic Frost. We also knew of the Possessed demos, and it was in that tradition that we were referring to ourselves as death metal.

		

		I JUST PICKED UP THE BASS AND STEPPED IN I actually met Kam [Lee] first. At some point we caught wind that Kam was living in Brandon with his aunt, so Bill [Andrews], who actually started Massacre, was like, “Hey, let’s get that dude to sing.” The guy we had singing at the time was kind of like a hair metal type, who just was not working out. I was there at the first jam session, which at first was all covers of bands like Slayer and Exciter, until things started to get more serious. Allen West was also in the band from pretty much day one, and the first Massacre demo [Aggressive Tyrant, 1986] was actually Allen; Mike Border, the bass player at the time; Kam; and Bill. Shortly after that, Allen West [who went on to Obituary] was replaced by Rick Rozz, after he came down to Tampa to audition. The band gelled right away. They basically had two-thirds of Death join, and shortly thereafter they recorded the Chamber of Ages demo. After that, they let Mike go, and since I was there all the time and knew the songs anyway, I just picked up the bass and stepped in.

		Later on [by 1987], a few months after we got home from our first tour, we were supposed to open up for Megadeth in Tampa. I remember the day of the show we got bumped off the bill, only to be replaced by some other band that was managed by Megadeth—I think it was the Necros or some band like that. That really put a sour taste in our mouths, but it was at that same show where someone came up to Rick and told him that Chuck was back in Orlando [from California, where he had recorded Scream Bloody Gore]. Right then, Rick decided he was going to go up and talk to him. Scream Bloody Gore had just come out, and the word was Chuck was back in Orlando but had no band. Shortly thereafter, myself, Rick, and Bill went up to Orlando to jam with Chuck. I remember we played one of the songs on Scream Bloody Gore, and it was perfect. At that point, Massacre was put on hold, or done, whatever you want to call it.

		

		Tony Laureano (Eulogy, Insidious Disease, ex-Nile, ex-Angelcorpse)

		

		I WAS TRYING TO RUN BEFORE I COULD WALK

		

		Double bass or nothing. That was my thought process when I wanted to play drums. So I waited until I could afford a drum kit with two bass drums, and right away I was attempting to play Morbid Angel, Death, and Dark Angel songs. It was very ambitious of me, and I was trying to run before I could walk, so eventually I had to go back and learn some of the fundamentals. I didn’t take lessons, so it was a matter of recording what I was attempting to do, and listening back to what I was doing, and a whole lot of watching other drummers. There were plenty of shows in my area [Orlando and Tampa], a lot of them in smaller places, so I had a good view of what guys like Pete Sandoval, Steve Asheim, and Steve Flynn were doing, but it was easier to watch drummers at the smaller shows because you could get very close to the drum kit and see what the drummers were actually doing. In particular, I learned a lot by watching Clayton Gore from Eulogy and Lee Harrison from Monstrosity, because I was able to watch them from the side or behind from very close.

		Once I felt more serious about my playing ability, I started looking for bands. I remember I tried out for Nocturnus during the Thresholds era. It was a bit strange as they were replacing Mike Browning, who formed the band to begin with. That didn’t work out, and eventually I ended up in a band called Astaroth, who played a style more reminiscent of the Swedish wave of death metal. As I got better at playing, I moved on to less restricting bands, and due to the scene being bigger and closer, I befriended people from Monstrosity and Cannibal Corpse, who eventually referred me to Malevolent Creation for my first tour. This all came about because of the size and strength of the death metal scene in Tampa in the early ’90s. Eventually, it started dying down in the mid-’90s, and since those early days, it hasn’t been the metal mecca that people, particularly overseas, believe it is.

		

		Donald Tardy (Obituary)

		

		THE CAVEMEN OF DEATH METAL

		

		In 1984, “death metal” was not even a term or a meaning yet. My brain was still thinking about how I liked to approach drumming, so we never set out to play death metal at the start. It was more about Slayer and Black Sabbath. I’m sure out in California or somewhere they were calling it death metal around that time, but for us Tampa boys, we didn’t know any better. We just wanted to play as good as Slayer and other music we liked. Dave Lombardo made me determined to do what he was doing on my own drums. Once I became aware of the differences, and that things were getting darker and heavier, it was more noticeable. However, at the time I was a very closed-minded drummer that started at a very young age—I was the young guy in the band—so I might’ve been a step behind when it came to checking out the demos that were around at the time. Trevor [Peres] was more into figuring out the different bands and what they were up to. It took a while, but once I heard bands like Dark Angel and drummers like Gene Hoglan, I realized there was more to the scene than just the local bands around us. I was just trying to focus on being a better drummer at the time.

		Drummers were still very much in the background during the ’80s, as it was more about the guitarists then, and they were certainly killer. Eventually you heard guys like Lars [Ulrich] trying their ass off to make it more impressive, but once you heard drummers like Hoglan, he really showed us all what was possible to do with your feet. I was a single-bass drummer for a long time, and I didn’t figure out the double-bass method until later.

		When we started playing out under the name Executioner, I was still too young to be allowed in the clubs. I was sneaking in back doors just so we could open for bands like Savatage, Death, and Nasty Savage. Those were the real early days, around 1985 and 1986. I knew about Venom and Slayer, and that there was killer shit out there, but I didn’t focus on that. The funny thing is, Obituary was just so focused on “not really focusing” that when we were supposed to be getting our address, ads, and demos out, we didn’t really do that. We got mail, and it piled up in bags, but we never responded to anyone. I don’t think we even read all the letters! It was not because we were dicks; it was just that it wasn’t interesting for us to get involved with that. So, we never really sent any demos out to fanzines or anywhere else.

		In 1985, we did our first demo, Metal Up Your Ass, at the old Morrisound Studios. We were one of the first bands to record there, when it was at a completely different address and location early on—most people don’t realize that Morrisound had an earlier location. Our parents helped pay to have it printed up as a two-song 7", and we sold them at school out of my older brother’s car. Then by 1987, when we were called Xecutioner, Borivoj Krgin and Godly Records ended up putting us on a compilation album he put together along with other bands like Sadus, called Raging Death. That is how we got the attention of Roadrunner Records. There was never any shopping demos; it was just that compilation and then an 18-year contract with Roadrunner! Boring fucking history, right? That is Obituary: we really are the cavemen of metal …

		

		Esa Lindén (Demigod)

		

		SLUMBERING IN SUOMI

		

		When we started in 1990 we were among the first death metal bands in Finland. In our area, there was pretty much just us and Adramelech in Loimaa, and, well, we were basically the whole scene. However, bands like Xysma, Funebre, Archgoat, and Disgrace were building up a scene down in the Turku area. We usually went to Turku and had some good times with the Disgrace guys.

		I suppose people who were not into death metal thought we were odd, wearing black clothes and playing music they didn’t understand. Anyway, we had a great time and it was quite awesome being a part of underground back then. We played at small places with bands like Amorphis, Sentenced, Beherit, Archgoat, Impaled Nazarene, Disgrace, and so on. Usually there was only a small audience, but we have amazing memories from the early days. We played about 15 gigs during the years 1990–1992 in Finland, Sweden, and Germany. At that time we didn’t get a chance to perform in Helsinki. Later on we eventually played there, but not in the early days.

		After the 1991 Unholy Domain demo, we started writing new songs, and most of them actually ended up on the Slumber of Sullen Eyes album. I wrote almost all the riffs, as well as an idea of how the song structures would go. Then we ended up rehearsing and made the final arrangements. Seppo [Taatila, drums] also had very good ideas about arrangements and Slumber might have been slightly different without his great input. We didn’t have problems writing new material; it always just came out naturally.

		The idea of a “Finnish sound” seems to be more like “the thing” abroad than in Finland. Maybe Finnish bands have that certain gloomy tone that is described as a “Finnish sound”; however, we never thought we were composing “Finnish death metal”; we just wanted it heavy, dark and atmospheric.

		

		Doug Cerrito (ex-Suffocation, ex-Hate Eternal)

		

		FROM MORTUARY TO SUFFOCATION

		

		When we all got together to start Suffocation, the approach was like, “Why don’t we make some music and see what happens?” We had no direction. Back then there was not that many people into the scene, and it was difficult to form a band and find guys to do it—especially drummers. So when I eventually stumbled across Terrance [Hobbs], who had such a similar writing style, that really brought everything together. We were so similar that it just clicked automatically, and it was really strange. Mike [Smith] was like the common denominator. I grew up a town away from him and was a little older than him, and we would jam when we were in school together, just fucking around doing covers—but then he disappeared. However, he ended up meeting Terrance and the others, and they were from a different part of Long Island. So when I hooked back up with Mike later, he was like, “I know this guy who has a style just like yours,” and it all started from there, when me, Mike, and Terrance formed Mortuary, along with Chris Basile [later of Pyrexia] on bass.

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Flo Mounier (Cryptopsy)

		

		FROM NECROSIS TO CRYPTOPSY

		

		At the time I joined Necrosis [pre-Cryptopsy], the music was still considered thrash. The term death metal was only starting to get thrown around, maybe about two years after I joined the band. It wasn’t extreme or anything yet. The “extreme” moniker starting getting used more after we were death metal, perhaps around the time Whisper Supremacy came out and we started experimenting with different styles of music, because it was more a mix of everything. Even though Necrosis was considered thrash, Lord Worm’s vocals were still not really thrashy. But after a while, as our riffing ideas and interests got more into death metal, we changed the name also to reflect the more dark direction we were taking.

		There was a broader shift in this way in the Montréal scene as well, with more death metal bands forming and also Gorguts getting signed to Roadrunner. The thing is, we always had a huge metal scene in the province of Quebec, and when death metal took over it was sort of bigger outside of Montréal first, out in the smaller and mid-sized towns like Rimouski, way up to the north. Then, as these kids grew older and moved to Montréal, they made the scene there even bigger.

		In relation to the underground, Steve [Thibault], our first guitar player, did a lot of the mail, sending around our first two demos across Canada and the U. S. That’s how things got done; it was sort of like how music got “leaked” then, in a way. This is when death metal was new, so people were really excited about it, and since it was way more underground than it is now—and with no Internet—it was a special time. We didn’t care about not making money at a show, or when we toured just eating baloney sandwiches every day. It was all about having people see you live. I think taking that step to go outside of Montréal and do those kinds of shows early on really helped spread our name faster than if we’d stayed put, or just relied on a more word-of-mouth approach.

		

		George “Corpsegrinder” Fisher (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Monstrosity)

		

		ENTER THE CORPSEGRINDER

		

		In 1988 my first band was called Corpsegrinder. We were based out of Baltimore, Maryland, and it was certainly death metal. However, there were other elements involved as well. The drummer, Marc Gonce, did an underground fanzine called Chainletter, and he was really involved in the development of what would be the death metal scene early on. He was in regular contact with and getting the first demos from bands like Immolation, Entombed, Morbid Angel, and Sadus. Before that, I was really into the German thrash, beginning with bands like Accept, Kreator, Destruction, and Sodom, and while you knew that bands like Possessed, Death, and Master were a bit more extreme, we just kind of put everything together. It was still in the “thrash-death” area of things, rather than death metal.

		I think the real separation eventually came about when the early Morbid Angel, Amon, and Cannibal Corpse demos came out. There was something about those demos that separated themselves from the thrash. By 1989, Corpsegrinder played our first show in Baltimore with Deceased and Exmortis. That’s when I first met Aantar [Lee Coates] and Brian Werking from Exmortis. All I remember is the show was way upstairs in some shitty club, and we had to carry all the gear up the stairs.

		So we had all these contacts through the underground thanks to Marc doing the zine, and among them was Lee Harrison from Monstrosity. Lee came up to Maryland to visit in the summer of 1989, and after talking to him about his project, it was apparent that they had a clearer vision of how they wanted to do a band. I was not sure if the Corpsegrinder guys were into doing a band full time, and I wanted to make this my fucking life, you know? So Lee came up to hang out, and we drove up to Philadelphia to a club called G. Willikers. We went to a lot shows up there. I saw Goreaphobia’s first one with Immolation, and I remember Johnny Hedlund from Unleashed was there hanging out. I think he was visiting with the Immolation guys, and I ended up buying the first Unleashed demo from him. He was like, “Three dollars” and I was like, “Fuck yeah!” I knew him from Nihilist, so that was cool to meet him in person.

		So, getting back to Lee, he and I met that summer, and we went up there to see Malevolent Creation and I think Hellwitch. We kept in contact, and later Lee would send me tapes of the Monstrosity songs from Florida, until I eventually went down later and we did our first show with Massacre in West Palm Beach. I remember for that first show, because there are pictures somewhere, I was wearing the most goofy getup ever, but I did have a cool Biohazard shirt on. I think it was at a place called 21 North. By that point, and I don’t exactly remember why, Lee was calling me the “Corpsegrinder.” He would say, “We got a show and the Corpsegrinder is coming down to sing.” Before that, I think Marc [Gonce] actually named the band Corpsegrinder after an old Death song, which later ended up on the first Massacre album.

		

		FROM MONSTROSITY TO CANNIBAL CORPSE I never actually moved to Tampa until I joined Cannibal Corpse. With Monstrosity, I was always back and forth between Baltimore and Florida. Monstrosity never got to do a full U. S. tour while I was in the band; it was mostly sporadic weekend gigging.

		Towards the end, after I had already joined with Cannibal Corpse, I was in the studio tracking the Vile album in 1996, when Monstrosity had a prior commitment to play a festival in Montréal. So I actually took off the weekend from recording so we could still go up and do the show. It was a long drive, so halfway there we stopped at my parents’ house in Baltimore, and I remember when we set back out onto Interstate 95 for the trip, as soon as we got on the highway our van got smashed from behind by this fucking pickup truck! I had just laid down in the back of the van, where we took turns stretching out on the seat, and bam, we get smashed. I go flying into the seat in front of me, and hit the floor. We had just switched lanes, and out of nowhere comes this truck. The dude comes stumbling out: “What … uh … I didn’t … mean … uh,” and we could see he had a whole cooler of beer in the back. I mean, he hit the van hard. Although he fucked the van up pretty good, everyone was OK, and the cops took him away. He was done. However, we managed to put things together, get a new van at the airport, and we still made it up there in time to do the fest.

		At the festival in Montréal, I was in the bathroom getting my hair wet and getting ready to play, when this kid comes up to me looking really sad, and he says, “So I heard Chris Barnes is out of Cannibal Corpse, and you are singing for them now?” I was like, “Yeah, we got about six songs done.” So, I was thinking, cool, he is getting excited about it, [but then] he says, “Man, that really sucks, he is my favorite singer … I can’t believe they are getting rid of him.” I wanted to say, “Fuck you, asshole,” but I actually said, “Hey, give the album a try, you know?”

		Another thing I remember from that festival was that Deceased were playing too, and I remember running into King Fowley there. He said, “Hey man, I heard you’re in Cannibal Corpse now,” and then he gave me the thumbs down. I was laughing, like, “Come on man, what the fuck?!” People can say whatever they want about that dude, but he is honest, he will tell you what he thinks, and he won’t back down from it, and you have to respect that. I respect the hell out of him. I mean, he was not ragging on Cannibal Corpse or anything; he was just like, “They tour all the time; your voice is going to get ragged out … you will not last.” I was like, “Dude, you are my friend; you should be happy for me!” But, he thought I wasn’t going to last, and I haven’t forgotten that. So we did all the tours after Vile came out, and about a year later in 1997 we played the Bayou in Washington, D. C. He came up to me, shook my hand, and said, “I was wrong. I heard the new album; your voice is fuckin’ strong,” and that really meant a lot.

		

		Lee Harrison (Monstrosity)

		

		SUMMONING IMPERIAL DOOM

		

		It was a guy named Ted Hartz that actually introduced me to George [Corpsegrinder]. He was the guitar player in the band Exmortis, from Maryland. He was down in Tampa looking for a band, and I ran into him after a Morbid Angel gig at the Masquerade, and eventually we started talking and kept in touch about trying to start a new project. So one time I flew up to Washington, D. C., where Ted picked me up, and we then drove to Baltimore to pick up George on our way to a show in New Jersey. It was in Pennsauken at this place called G. Willikers. There was a show with Ripping Corpse, Malevolent Creation, and Hellwitch. That is when I heard George first sing, because as we were driving up to the show he was sitting there singing along to Morbid Angel’s Altars of Madness. Even before we had a stable lineup, Mark [Van Erp] was calling up Borivoj [Krgin] and Monte [Connor] at Roadrunner, asking them to sign us. I remember there was talk they would sign us if we recruited James Murphy on guitar, because they were trying to get him in a band after he left Obituary, but that didn’t work out and he went to jam with Cancer in the U. K. However, we eventually recruited Jason Gobel [from Cynic] on second guitar right before recording Imperial Doom, because Paul [Masvidal] and Sean [Reinert, from Cynic] had joined Death, and Tony [Choy] was in Pestilence, so Jason was kind of the odd man out. However, by that point Roadrunner had just signed a ton of death metal bands and told us they were taking a break from signing anyone new, but they did hook us up with Nuclear Blast Records. At the time, Nuclear Blast was still small potatoes. I remember hearing the name around but not really being too impressed or anything, but it ended up working out good for us as far as the deal.

		I remember we ended up playing our first show supporting Massacre down in West Palm Beach. That show was a nightmare. The thing was, we had our set list straight, we’d been practicing it one way for like two months, and the day of the show we decided to change it around. It started off bad and got worse. It was just weird. So after that we practiced hard, and the next gig we opened for Malevolent Creation and Deicide, and that same day we got offered a show the next night in Orlando opening for Pantera. I remember we had Rob Barrett playing second guitar for us at those shows, and we were trying to get him in the band at the time. I remember urging him to “hop the fence” and join us permanently, but he was already doing Solstice with Alex Marquez. At that time George [Corpsegrinder] was taking either a train or a bus down from Maryland to do the shows. I think the first time he came down was in October of 1990, and he stayed until the end of the year, when we did the Horror Infinity demo. He’d spend a lot of time down here, but he never really lived here. It wasn’t that big of a deal to us, because he’d come down for long stretches at a time. He did what it took to make things happen.

		

		Matt Harvey (Exhumed)

		

		FASTER, HEAVIER AND SLOPPIER

		

		When we started playing shows in the Bay Area, there was definitely an element of, “What the fuck are you kids doing?” We were younger than pretty much anyone at the time. Col [Jones] and I were barely 16, Jake [Giardina, vocals] and Derrel [Houdashelt, guitar] were barely 17, and our bassist Ben [Marrs] was the only one in the band who was even 18. We were also faster, heavier and sloppier than almost everyone else. The only other bands that even understood what we were trying to do were in Redwood City: Plutocracy and Immortal Fate. They were all crazy guys who were heavy partiers and reveled in kind of a chollo/gangsta vibe that was totally weird to us. I remember being told that their guitarist Kindred, a. k. a. Stinkweed, actually smoked crack. That blew my mind.

		Plutocracy were comprised mostly of the younger brothers of the Immortal Fate guys. Pluto was more grind, and was probably the first band from the Bay Area ever to use true blast beats extensively, unless you count D.R.I., Attitude Adjustment, or Death, who recorded the Back from the Dead demo in the East Bay in the 80s. Immortal Fate started out as yet another Vio-lence clone and then got heavier and heavier until they were total death metal. We saw them open for Napalm Death, Godflesh, and Nocturnus in 1991 at the Omni in Oakland and were blown away. Up until that point we literally had no idea that there were any death metal bands in the area aside from us and Autopsy. Max Ward [drums] from Plutocracy came out to one of our practices in San José and was the first person that ever told Exhumed that we were a grind band. We thought we were death metal but with a lot of blast beats.

		We became friends with all those guys, even though we were suburban nerds that read comics and played D&D. Shit, I doubt I’d even had a whole beer in my life at the time we played our first show. We weren’t into the whole rock’n’roll partying aspect of things at all back then; we just had a goofy, weird sense of humor and lived for the music.

		

		John Gallagher (Dying Fetus)

		

		IT WAS MEANT TO BE A HOBBY

		

		I started playing in Dying Fetus more or less just to have fun and play the metal I enjoyed. When we formed in late 1991, it was meant to be a hobby, just something fun to do after work. It’s always been fun. When the fun is lost, that’s when it ceases to be cool anymore, you know? I just felt inspired to play it, and I wanted to put my mark on it.

		Of course one of the most difficult obstacles to realizing everything was finding a drummer. At the time, drummers were very few and far between, at least ones that could blast and play fast double bass—not only a death metal drummer who could play all that, but one who would be into the same type of death metal that we were. To get everyone on the same page then in the same place was hard, as sometimes the best drummer for the job would live hours away. Anyone in a band knows it’s an uphill battle, but then it was extremely hard. There was no Internet, so you had to rely on things like placing ads in local music weeklies, or passing out fliers at shows.

		Locally at the time, in the Washington, D. C., area, we had a decent scene. Bands like Exmortis [later Horror of Horrors], Deceased, Abominog, and Sadistic Torment were around. The first death metal show I played was in 1992, when the band used to be called Dead Fetus, and we got a show opening up for some metal bands at the local roller skating rink in a town called Dunkirk [in Maryland]. That’s the only time I ever played the drums for the band live, and I switched to guitar after that. Later, Dying Fetus’ next few shows were at a place in southern Maryland called Wilmer’s Park. It was an indoor/outdoor venue, and our first shows there were in 1993. It took us a year or two to get things ready and find a drummer, but it felt like a huge accomplishment to play that first gig as Dying Fetus. It was a proud moment to finally get on stage and actually do something. That feeling that you get when you see people responding to something that you wrote, it was heavy on those first few shows, and they were good shows. I was hooked after that. It was very gratifying.

		Other venues we played were the Club Asylum in Washington, D. C., and then we’d often do weekend trips for shows up the coast. There were not too many places for death metal bands to play in those days; it was still not very respected, and remained an underground genre, for the most part. Since the scene in our area was so limited, we got heavily involved in the underground fanzine and tape trading network. That is what really helped the band get known on a more global level, and what eventually led to Wild Rags Records releasing our demos together on the Infatuation with Malevolence CD [1994]. A lot of people talked about Wild Rags and Richard C. as being ripoffs, but he did everything for us he said he was going to do, and we worked with him for years after that.

		So by using that underground network, and writing letters to other bands playing similar styles, we made friends and connections in many places that allowed Dying Fetus to exchange shows with bands in New York, Montréal, and elsewhere. I think the first time we ever went out of state was to play in Montréal. They had a really good scene there with bands like Cryptopsy and Necrotic Mutation, and were very receptive to us from the start. Another great scene was the one on Long Island, where bands like Internal Bleeding, Pyrexia, and Suffocation were playing a style of death metal we really liked. For those years we worked all week and did the weekend warrior trips when we could. It was a special time.

		

		Ben Falgoust (Goatwhore, Soilent Green, Paralysis)

		

		KEEPING NOLA OBSCURE

		

		With Paralysis, we started out in New Orleans in ’89. It was around the time Slowly We Rot and all the Roadrunner bands started to come out. I think we were the only death metal band here at the time we started, and there was just a small group of us that were really into those bands. It was just not a well known or defined genre here yet. Aside from thrash, death metal, and grind, we had a lot of “different” kinds of bands around too. One was Shellshock, who became Aftershock, who became Requiem, who became The Slugs, and who are now Crowbar. Like Soilent Green before I joined, they were doing an obscure thing as well, fiddling with all sorts of odd ideas. In that sense, Soilent Green is also a mixture of a lot of things. They were always seeking more peculiar approaches to songwriting. When I joined the band, they never really had a label for what they were doing. There was a little grind, a little this, and a little that. They were really into early Napalm Death and the John Zorn shit, and they wanted to incorporate more and more obscure ideas. I was the young guy in the band, and when I got in, I really looked up to them, and their interests influenced me to be more innovative and branch out from the typical death metal trappings. Brian [Patton, guitar] in particular was always looking to do something different with the art, the music, and the perception on the band, whether it was the industrial imagery early on, or the Art Nouveau Mucha stuff later on. It was the idea of creating a clash between art and music to represent what we were doing. I thought it was unique and that we should roll with it.

		

		Leon del Muerte (Nausea, Murder Construct, ex-Exhumed, ex-Impaled)

		

		A FATEFUL TRIP TO THE RECORD STORE

		

		It started when I was around 12 or so. My mom took me to her office with her one day, and after a few hours of me bugging the shit out of her, she stuffed $10 in my hand and pushed me out the door in San Francisco. I went wandering around and walked into a record store on Noe Street and went to the cut-out bin where I found Symphonies of Sickness for exactly enough to buy. I thought the cover was so hilariously sickening that I had to get it. Unfortunately, when I got back and listened to it, I was like, “This is fucking lame!” and went back to listening to my Slayer tapes. After a while I had a craving to check it out again and listened to it while sitting down for a round of Battletoads on the NES. Eventually, it struck me the right way, and afterwards I gave away most of my “lesser” music.

		From there, I just started buying anything with a fucked up logo and a nasty cover, and I began tape trading and getting into ever more obscure shit. My best memories were definitely trading tapes with dudes like Antti [Bowman] from Demilich, and obscure bands like Xenomorph and Astaroth, as well as bands like Dead, and whoever else. I owe a lot of the obscure European stuff that I’ve heard to Ross [Sewage] who was doing most of Exhumed’s mail communication back then. We’d trade off and get shit from bands we were into checking out like early Nile, Hemdale, and shit like that. Those were fun times, waiting for those tapes in the mail.

		

		CUP O’ GRIND, ANYONE? But definitely Carcass made the impact. I was already playing guitar before I heard them, and they absolutely shaped my writing style along with old Dismember and old At the Gates. I remember thinking that if I could merge this old English sound with this old Swedish sound, you’d get something that was aggressive and dark as hell, but still catchy. There were tons of obscure bands that inspired me back then, and I owe it to all of those bands. My first actual show ever was with a band called Cup O’ Grind that we put together for a school talent competition. I wrote a couple songs, and we learned them in a night, recorded them and did them at the school thing. It was terrible and we lost by a wide margin—I think we may have even lost to an autistic “comedian” who just rambled about squirrels for 20 minutes—but we ended up booking a show at some place in Oakland that no one has ever heard of before or after. It was expectedly terrible, but it was an easy way to bust my live cherry. The first show I had with a “real” band, Infanticide, was at the Berkeley Square in ’90 or ’91, I think. We were a pretty awful death metal band, but we were also literally the only four death metal dudes in Pinole, where we lived, aside from the mighty Possessed. We had to get an outside guy, Ron Dorn, to play bass with us who turned out to be a cool cat, and I’m still friends with today. Anyway, we played first on a four-band bill and I was terrified. I just started headbanging to cover my face because I was sure that I had an expression of utter and total fear! I didn’t want anyone to know what a complete pussy I was and that I was totally freaking out. I still get a little nervy before some shows.

		

		MEETING CARCASS I came from a house full of guitar players. I didn’t actually want to play guitar; I wanted to play drums. But as for idols … Bill Steer for sure! I totally idolized that guy. I eventually met both him and Mike Amott at the Campaign for Musical Destruction show in Oakland. It was kind of funny: I saw the show in Detroit [August 27th, 1992], where I was hanging out for the summer, and then my mom picked me up from the airport and drove me straight to the Omni to go see Carcass again. They were wandering around by the merch table and I accosted them both, asking them the most inane shit ever: “So how do you get your tone? What guitar do you play? Do you like effects? Oh my god, you guys are the best ever!” The last time I saw them, a friend of mine from the Internet, this dude Pauly from the band Devoid, which, incidentally, is where Carlo Regada came from, as well, was on tour with those guys as a roadie. I confidently walked right backstage—proving the old adage, “If you act like you know what you’re doing, people will think you do”—and hung out with the whole band for an hour or so. I was terrified, and they mostly seemed bored and tired, but it was like a life-changing event for me at 15 or whatever. It’s weird now to think that I know and remain friends with a lot of the people who would have been my idols if I had not picked up that goddamn Carcass CD way back then. Just proves that the scene is always smaller than you think it is.

		

		Tomas Lindberg (Lock Up, At the Gates, Grotesque)

		

		WE JUST DID NOT KNOW HOW COOL IT WAS AT THE TIME

		

		In Gothenburg, in the late ’80s, it seemed liked everything was coming from the outside, like from Florida, or the U. K. Nobody was doing much there, but over in Stockholm of course all the bands like Nihilist and Dismember were starting up. We liked to travel there, because they actually had four bands, where in Gothenburg we just had one! We basically loaded up with beer and took the five hour train ride just so we could walk around the city with a boom box blasting death metal. At the time, we were feeling like the thrash and speed metal was getting a bit stale. It just didn’t have the same energy, and, well, it just didn’t have much to say anymore, so we were probably revolting against that as well.

		When we began playing music, we were terrible at first, because we were just making some racket and noise, and trying to learn the instruments. I think in one way we had more in common with the punk and hardcore scenes in places like Norway, more of a common denominator. But before that, we were simply fans first. We had the Cascade zine that I did with Johan [Österberg, of Grotesque], which is how I first got in touch with guys like Metalion, from the Slayer zine, and Fenriz from Darkthrone. We were still like 16 or 17, but we got a lot of stuff done considering our age! We just did not know how cool it was at the time.

		When you got a fanzine like Satanic Death from Japan in your mailbox, it was special; it lasted you a few months. It was a fantastic experience to read about these bands. If you found one that sounded good, you then had to find a way to buy the demo, trade with someone, or look for it on a distro list. So from finding a band name to actually getting the demo, it might take months, and that was fast for us! We would be like, “Cool, we just got this tape from Brazil!” These days, the second you come across a new band, you can hear them, and even dispose of them, in virtually seconds. But of course, there was just much less of the brutal music back then too, and anytime you got a chance to find something you really embraced it.

		

		FROM GROTESQUE TO AT THE GATES When we had Grotesque, in the really early days, we really had to fight just to get on some local thrash shows. We were always the “black sheep” in that context. We even tried to set up our own shows when smaller European bands like Pungent Stench would come through. It was very DIY. No one was allowed inside a bar then, so it had to be all ages. The shows were mostly held at youth centers and places like that. We would bring the Stockholm bands down, and then they would bring us up. There was usually a standard crowd of like 50 people, and a lot of them just didn’t know what was going on. We were happy if there was one show every two months. Ultimately, Grotesque never made it out of Sweden. However, we did make it out of Gothenburg twice. We just never really got around to doing much. It was over really fast, and then it turned into At the Gates.

		Now when I think back on it, those two to three years that Grotesque existed seemed to last a lifetime. You know how the formative years of your youth pass by much slower? When we did the Gardens of Grief promo, it was just for the zines mostly, as we just thought of ourselves as an underground band. But we did send it to Peaceville, where we were lucky that this guy who worked there named Johnny heard it, and, well, I guess he thought it was a good thing. But before that we still owed Dolores Records [Sweden] another record, as they were still interested in us after they put out the Grotesque EP, so we had to wait another year. The underground is just so much more thought-out now, with symmetry and a plan for everything. Then, it was more driven by sheer enthusiasm, which also led to more mistakes in planning. Before the Gardens of Grief EP came out on Dolores, we were already signed to Peaceville, and had actually already recorded The Red in the Sky Is Ours. It was just all very chaotic then. After that of course, Dolores Records became Black Sun Records.

		

		Luc Lemay (Gorguts)

		

		IT’S ALL BECAUSE OF CHUCK

		

		I could be wrong, but after Slaughter, I think we were one the first death metal bands in Canada. Slaughter was kind of death metalish, and I remember that Chuck from Death was playing with them for a little while. But aside from that, it was more of a thrash thing here, with bands like Sacrifice, DBC, and Obliveon.

		I first got into death metal by coincidence: I went hitchhiking one day to Drummondville, in Quebec, where I met some friends, and they gave me a copy of Scream Bloody Gore. A guy brought it back from Florida with him, and gave it to me because he knew I liked Possessed. But man, when I got home, I played that cassette, A side and B side, over and over, forever. I was like, “Holy fucking shit.” As soon as I heard it I was like, “I need to buy an electric guitar, and I want to sing like this guy.” In that respect, it’s all because of Chuck. He literally changed my life. From there I started picking up some riffs from Scream Bloody Gore.

		By the summer of 1989 we had Gorguts going, and we went to Pierre Remillard from Obliveon to track our first demo. He ended up coming out to Sherbrooke one weekend, and we rented a Fostex 8 track recorder, and we finally got the demo out in summer of 1990. Three months later we got an offer from Roadrunner. I was 17 or 18 at the time, still living at my parents’ place in Danville, Quebec, when I got a message saying, “Stay home on Thursday; Monte Conner is going to call you.” So Monte called me and said, “Hey, I got your demo from Borivoj [Krgin], and I really like it.” Borivoj was writing for some metal magazines then, and I was sending him rehearsals and stuff. So I guess he put in a good word for us, and that really helped. The first Gorguts show was on Halloween, 1989. We played all covers, except for one song from the ’89 demo, Calamitous Mortification. We played songs like Chapel of Ghouls, Pull the Plug, Godly Beings, and even a Mucky Pup cover, U-Stink.

		At the time, the Montréal scene was pretty vibrant, but none of the bands would come out to Sherbrooke to play really, and Quebec City was mainly a hardcore scene. In Montréal there were bands like Cremains, Obliveon, DBC, and others. But after we came out, by the early ’90s, there started to be more shows in Sherbrooke, and at some point the city got to have a big metal scene, and people were even driving from Montréal to see shows. We would have shows wherever we could play: church basements, barns, anywhere.

		I remember going to Montréal to see Death on the Spiritual Healing tour with Devastation supporting; I think it was the first time they came there. They played this pretty long-standing, famous club called Les Foufounes Électriques. Not long after that they came back again, and Carcass and Pestilence were on the tour, but they could not get across the border. So, we got to open both the shows in Montréal and Toronto, along with Obliveon.

		

		SURVIVING THE ’90S Later on, by the time The Erosion of Sanity came out, we were not getting much of a push from Roadrunner anymore. I mean, we didn’t even get to do a U. S. tour. In 1993, all we did was one bad European tour with Blasphemy, and that was it. Mainly, it was just hard because right before we were supposed to leave our drummer and the guitar player quit at the same time. So I got Big Steve [McDonald] to do the tour as a replacement, but before that we were going to get Lee [Harrison] from Monstrosity to play drums. I even had a plane ticket bought for him, but two weeks before we were to fly I got a call from Steve, who came down to Sherbrooke from Quebec City. He came into the studio, got on the drums and played Fall From Grace right away! I knew he had the job right there. It was the first time I had a drummer in my face blasting this well. That was quite fucking rare at the time. These days you have some 14-year-old playing the whole Covenant album in his sleep, no problem. Except now, kids learn to blast first before learning any of the other creative aspects of drumming! [laughs]

		At the time, Doug [Cerrito] from Suffocation and I were calling each other pretty often, and he would tell me that him and Mike [Smith] were ready to fill in as well if need be. But I ended up finding the guys I needed in Quebec, so we went off to Europe for that tour, but it was very badly promoted. I mean there were a few good shows, like Vienna and Belgium, but I remember shows like in the U. K. where if there were 10 people in the room it was good. I think it was after this tour that when I came home I found a letter in my mailbox from Roadrunner, stating that they weren’t going to exercise the option for another album. It was just business, you know, what can you do?

		When we got back from Europe I was really excited about the new material. The lineup was solid, and with a steady drummer like McDonald, everything was just sounding way more tight, clear, and in place. Also having [Steve] Cloutier and [Steve] Hurdle contributing to the songwriting was a big help. So when we were writing Obscura, we’d each just go home for a week and write riffs separately and then bring them to each other for criticism when we’d meet up again. Once all the riffs were decided on, we created songs out of them, and that took about two days or so for each song. After that, we jammed the record for five years because nobody wanted to sign us! We were just off the radar then, in the mid-to-late ’90s. I mean, the scene was still going on, but it was just a weird time for death metal. I remember we were sending demos around for the Obscura material, and we weren’t getting much of a response, with people saying, “Ah, this is not metal,” et cetera. We were more or less just spending our time showing up for rehearsal, where we would just run through the songs, and then go back home. As far as the record business then, we really didn’t even know where to start.

		In the end, I really only regret missing the opportunity to tour very much back then, but now it seems easier to go out on the road. I just feel we put a lot of hard work into the music then, and I wish we got out more to show the songs in the live setting. With both Obscura and From Wisdom to Hate, we only got to do two tours each on those records, and that was in the time when we could practice five days a week. I’m not saying we’re not at our best now; it was just a different context then.

		

		Marc Grewe (Morgoth)

		

		GETTING HELP FROM KREATOR

		

		In the early-to-mid ’80s, we’d always travel to Dortmund to look for music, which was the closest large city to our town. The original members of Morgoth started out as fans first, and it was very hard to find the records we wanted in our tiny village, so you either had to find a mailorder or travel to the city. There, usually once a month, we always tried to find a way to pick up new music. Eventually we had the desire to produce the music we liked ourselves, so we began to save money to buy the necessary instruments.

		The biggest influences at the time were the German thrash bands: Sodom, Kreator, and Destruction. When we were 14 we started writing letters to Mille from Kreator, and told him what big fans we were, and how we didn’t live too far away—they were from Essen, about 100 km from us. This was around the Endless Pain era, I think. Eventually, we asked him if we could come and watch them one time in their rehearsal room, and he wrote back, “Sure, no problem. Here is my phone number.” So we called his parents’ house, and figured out a time to stop by. We were only like 15 years old, so we were pretty shy to be there, watching our icons rehearse. They were really cool to us, and helped us out a lot, taking us on some of our first tours, and passing out our demos.

		Although we were hooked up with the thrash scene when we started, we always wanted to get more extreme. We were really into Dark Angel, Death, and Possessed, but at the time it was still not called death metal. It was just “extreme.”

		

		THE RIGHT SPOT AT THE RIGHT TIME When we first heard the Death demos, that was very influential to us, especially by the time we did our first demos in ’87 and ’88. We wanted to go more in that direction, with tuned down guitars and such. There was nothing like that yet in Germany, and in that sense we were lucky to be at the right spot at the right time. People were wanting to go more extreme and heavier. The guy who was running Century Media then [Robert Kampf] was playing in a band also from our area called Despair, and he somehow got our Pits of Utumno demo and invited us to play with his band. That’s really where it all started with us and the label; I think we were one of the first releases he eventually put out, along with Despair and Poltergeist. At that time we were only in our early twenties, so everyone was still studying or working, because we never thought we could make a living out of playing death metal.

		It was great to be in the band, it was our passion, but we knew it wouldn’t last forever. By the time we did Odium some guys were moving away to other cities, and that is when the scheduling problems started. We were also getting into other bands and picking up different influences, and once those influences start to affect you, they start to creep into your songwriting. That’s when the struggle began with Morgoth over what was, or was not, too much of a change in our sound. Maybe it was stupid, but on the other hand we didn’t want to record the same album as Cursed again. We didn’t do it for business reasons; we did it because we felt like experimenting and trying to get away from all the other bands doing that sound at the time. In the end, it didn’t work out the way it could have, but I have no regrets in having tried to do something different.

		

		Bruno Kovařík (Hypnos, Krabathor)

		

		THE OLD C90

		

		Back then, I lived in Stare Mesto, Czechoslovakia. It was actually a small suburb of another small town called Uherske Hradiste. During the 1980s, finding new music was not that much different from how the rest of the world found it. Everyone knew someone who had rock or metal albums on vinyl and cassette, but there were also these swap meets in big towns where you could buy music from the black market. My uncle had a friend who was a maniac for new music, buying any album released by a Czechoslovakian label, who sometimes released licensed albums from bands like Deep Purple or Scorpions, so I was visiting him pretty often, taping the albums I liked. When I was a kid I’d get the original cassette tape C90 from the black market or Tuzex, which were these exclusive shops in bigger towns with goods from the West. You could pay them using these special cheques that only people working abroad could really get, or by using foreign currency that was not available officially. The C90 cost about $5 U. S. then, when the average monthly salary was about $100 U. S. So, I had to think very, very carefully what to record. There were also these “official” government music stores, but really interesting music was rarely found there. Mostly just ’80s pop, country and classical music. Hard rock and metal was not too accepted by the official authorities, and I remember very well articles in newspapers about bands like Venom, Slayer or Törr describing them as antisocial, Nazi, or Satanist bands, who were therefore very dangerous to the existing social regime.

		

		DEATH METAL SESSION: PRAGUE The first show we ever did was on November 17, 1988 in Prague, at an underground festival called Death Metal Session, Vol. II, along with Morrior, Abax, Tormentor, Root, and Törr. There were about 1,500 people; however, a few hundred people were not allowed to enter the venue because the show was totally sold out. We brought only our guitars, cables, and effects, while I, as the drummer then, just brought pedals and cymbals. The rest of the backline was provided by the organizers. When we arrived, we were given a strong warning that if anyone tried to stage dive, the show must be stopped immediately. However, when headliner Torr was playing, people were stage diving and nobody tried to stop the show. If I remember well, there was not really any stage security, but in the venue itself there were about 30 cops with dogs. The full show is actually on YouTube, and in the video you can see that the people were enjoying themselves—no power could stop their headbanging and the very popular “threatening with one finger.” At one point we were about to play a song called Cemetery’s Mystery. I knew there were cops in attendance at the show that night, so I was scared to use word “Cemetery,” which might possibly get us “forbidden” after the show, or whatever, so I simply said “the next song is called … Mystery.”

		

		Mitch Harris (Napalm Death, Righteous Pigs, Defecation)

		

		RIGHTEOUS PIGS FIND A LABEL

		

		Trying to find a record deal [for Righteous Pigs] was hard. I sent the demo to Roadrunner, and Monte Connor actually called me the next day. He said we were a bit too extreme for what they were signing, but that the music seemed different, and he told us to keep trying to shop it to some other labels, like New Renaissance, or Death Records. Labels you just heard horror stories about. Then Mick Harris from Napalm Death actually suggested we send a copy to Dig from Earache Records, but also to every other U. K. label. Dig never really responded, and then one day Mick told me, “Oh, apparently he is going to release it.” But that fell through when they dragged their feet, and they eventually signed Old Lady Drivers instead. So the next option was to send it to Markus Staiger from Nuclear Blast, who took it aboard on Mick’s recommendation, so he sent us the money to finish mixing it. The album Live and Learn [1989] still sounds like shit, but whatever.

		Then Nuclear Blast showed us the cover they had on file, which was a selection from about 50 art slides that they had the rights to at the time, and they used for a lot of the album covers on the label. The one we got had this alien playing the violin with a nuclear bomb going off behind him, and it was shaped like a rectangle! So I insisted it be a gatefold LP so that you could see the entire art. It still needed some work, so I actually took it upon myself to fix things up and do a picture mural for the layout, and it was a great feeling. l thought it was the best thing ever then. When the album came out we were supposed to do a tour with Napalm Death in Europe, and we all got passports and were ready to go when Nuclear Blast said it was cancelled and they gave our slot to S. O. B. from Japan. That was still a good tour, but would have been cooler if Righteous Pigs were able to get on it.

		

		DEFECATION AND THE FIRST TRIP TO ENGLAND At one point, Mick Harris came over to the states to stay with me for about three weeks in Las Vegas, and we started jamming together what would be Defecation. He went home before the tracking was done and asked me to send the reels over because he was going to finish it back in the U. K. Because no one in Las Vegas had a clue of how to mix death metal or grind, it was the best option. However, he actually never got the reels, because he was on tour at the time, and in the U. K. they send back your package if no one claims it after three weeks. It was eventually lost, so I had to come over to the U. K. to finish it up. That’s when I met the other guys in Napalm Death, although I knew Barney already.

		So after they got back from a Japanese tour, it was kind of weird when one day he said to me, “Bill and Lee left … if you want to join the band?” So I was like, “Fuck yeah!” He said they were getting Jesse from Terrorizer, who I also knew already as a pen pal.

		As for the eventual Defecation album, Danny Lilker also ended up getting a production credit, which is funny ’cause I used to write him too. I got his address from a scene report he did for Maximum-rocknroll, so I sent him a Righteous Pigs demo. I remember he wrote me back in red ink! He said he thought I Hope You Die In a Hotel Fire was a classic, so I sent him a bunch of stickers and a shirt. After that, I finally met him when Nuclear Assault played in L. A. with Kreator, Voivod, and F. C. D. N. Tormentor, another band that was doing early blast beats from L. A. that people seem to forget. Danny was from Queens, and so was I originally, so we had some things in common. So later, when we were doing the Defecation record in the U. K., he was on tour in Europe, playing drums for this band called Extra Hot Sauce, who had an album out on Peaceville called Taco of Death. When his tour was over he came to the U. K. to stay with Mick, and it ended up being the same time we were mixing the album. Mick was like, “Dannnnnny boy!” I mentioned to Nuclear Blast that he was there, and somehow he just ended up on the credits.

		

		BACK TO ENGLAND I remember flying over there in February of 1989, and it was freezing with gale force winds. I got in and slept all day, just sick and out of it. I woke up at two minutes to midnight, and the TV was playing God Save the Queen, just before all the stations went off the air. I thought, “Oh my God … what am I gonna do now?!” The pubs all closed at 11 p. m. in town. They’d ring this bell and everything just closes! In fact, it was my first time ever being in a pub, because in Las Vegas everything was 21 and up. In that way I was happy, because I felt like an adult then, and I was finally happy to get away from the cops in Vegas that would always abuse me. If you had long hair in Vegas then, the cops knew you had something, or would try to intimidate you or search you. I was arrested for violating curfew and other ridiculous shit. So I was shocked when I got to the U. K. and the police just walked right past me. It was like I was the least of their worries, and that was cool. You’d go to a pub and see someone passed out drunk on the floor, and people would just walk around him. In Vegas then, if you bumped into someone, it’s like, “Ah, this guy is drunk—get him out of here!” Or if you are just sitting at the bar for a long time, it’s like you’re an alcoholic. In England, it’s more mellow, it’s more a part of the culture. People go to the pub on Saturdays and spend the afternoon there. So, let me tell you, we fit right in.

		Also, I couldn’t believe that everyone would congregate at these big rock clubs that played metal, hardcore, glam, and classic rock. They would be spread out on multiple floors, and everyone got along. We spent a lot of time at these places in Birmingham called Edwards No. 8, and Excels, and also Rock City in Nottingham. We never missed a weekend if we were in town. Coming from Vegas, where I wasn’t even allowed into bars, to seeing places like those was impressive. Everyone was nice to me, so there was never any anti-American vibe or anything. They were curious about me; just good people.

		So I went home and told everyone about it and I thought, “That’s a pretty cool place, what I am going to do now, go back and forth for rehearsals? No … I’m going to have to move.” I had just turned 19 and was still living at home. I knew it was a big step, but it was what I wanted to do. Later, I just kept going in and out of the U. K. as a tourist, because we’d leave to go on tour for a few months at a time and then return. With each single entry into the country, I was allowed to stay for six months, and that worked out for the most part over the years.

		

		NAPALM DEATH, EXILE IN GERMANY When Mick asked me to join Napalm Death, I was just a few weeks away from recording the second Righteous Pigs album, Stress Related. I was excited because we finally had a solid drummer who was into it and was willing to stick it out. I really needed to finish the album, it was ready to go and I wanted these songs to get tracked as they were, rather then trying to work the riffs into Napalm Death. So I told Mick, and he was cool with it. He just told me that Jesse [Pintado] would come over to the U. K. first, and then I would come over after and learn the songs from Jesse or Shane on tour. So I finished the record, and then came over right when they were doing the European Grindcrusher tour [November, 1989] with Morbid Angel, Carcass, and Bolt Thrower. I showed up a few days before the tour started, and everyone in the band was sort of just doing their thing. No one had time to teach me, and later when we were on the bus with Morbid Angel, I just felt like the odd one out. So after the first week on tour in the U. K., someone said, “Well, there’s no point in bringing this dude on the bus if he is not playing,” and I was like, “Well, no one is showing me the songs!” Anyway, I got off the bus, and I was like, “Damn, this guy tells me to come all the way to England, and now I am stuck here with nowhere to stay?”

		I was in Nottingham, and my friend Dave let me stay with him there for a few days, until I called Markus [Staiger] from Nuclear Blast, and I said, “Dude, I came over to join the band, but I couldn’t go on the tour. Now I am stuck here and I have no money; is there any chance I can stay with someone in Germany?” So thankfully he let me come and stay at his place with his parents for a month. He gave me some money to keep me going and pay for my flight, so it was a real lifesaver. I don’t know what people think about him, but he is a true friend. I actually ended up going to see the tour when I was in Germany, and they were pretty surprised to see me. There was no way to contact people then on tour, so it was kind of funny when I showed up. So Markus helped me out until I went back to the U. K., where I eventually got an apartment with Mick. That place was the dampest, wettest piece of shit with no heat that you ever saw in your life! Jesse would stay with us there too, while Shane was still living at home and Barney was sharing a flat with someone else.

		

		Moyses Kolesne (Krisiun)

		

		BRAZIL AND BEYOND

		

		In the beginning, it was incredibly hard. There was just zero support at the time, not even from the older bands, zines, or radio show. This was around ’91 and ’92, so perhaps no one had ever heard of us yet, or perhaps our music was just too brutal for them. I guess they didn’t know if we were grind, death, or black metal, but we were just looking to play metal—fast and brutal. Eventually, we decided to start doing our own shows locally, because it was just too difficult to organize a tour in Brazil in those days. However, there were these big festivals with bands like Iron Maiden and Black Sabbath, and later bands like Slayer and Metallica arrived in the late ’80s. Of course, Sepultura was already established and getting bigger, just drawing massive crowds in Brazil. So when we started playing shows, there wasn’t much space for extreme death metal.

		When we wanted to spread our name, we remembered what Sepultura always said in the magazines about trading tapes in the underground and sending out your music worldwide. We kept that in mind, and as soon as we recorded our first demo, The Plague, in 1992, we started spreading it around the world. We sent it out to all the zines, radio shows, and bands we could dig up. It was so much harder than nowadays, when all you have to do is send an mp3! We’d go to the post office and spend a ton of money, and then sometimes people didn’t even get the package. It was frustrating, but we kept doing it until we got some attention from a small German label, which in turn put us on some compilations. Eventually we put out a split with Harmony Dies from Berlin, Germany in 1993, and then the Unmerciful Order compilation by 1994, which was spread all over the underground.
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		Nicholas Barker (Lock Up, Monolith, ex-Cradle of Filth, ex-Dimmu Borgir)

		

		ONWARD, TO HEAVIER PASTURES

		

		When Scum dropped in England it was just a phenomenon. The fastest band in the world. The first time I saw Napalm Death was in Nottingham in 1987. It was the classic lineup: Dorrian, Steer, Embury, Harris. They opened up for Holy Terror and D. R. I. on the Crossover tour. The place was the size of a living room. Low ceiling, maybe a hundred people could fit in, and it was fucking packed. Back then, shows were crazy; there was no concern for health or safety issues, just total stage invasions and diving.

		There was a noticeable shift then from the thrash to the death metal. I think it culminated with Sepultura, when they released Beneath the Remains [1989], ’cause that album is kind of like the borderline for thrash and death metal. I remember seeing them at the time, and they were opening up for Sodom, and they blew them away. People left after Sepultura played. Beneath the Remains had just dropped, and they’d never even played outside of Brazil before; it was their first time in Europe and their first time in the U. K. I was about 16, and maybe 25 of us or so took a three-hour bus ride down to the Marquee in London, on Cherry Cross Road. It was unbelievable, and to this day one of the best shows I have ever seen [October 15th, 1989]. I think they played for 40 minutes, and they just fucking killed it. Sodom afterwards, it was just lame in comparison. After that I moved on to “heavier pastures,” let’s say.

		

		OUT FROM CHESTERFIELD I grew up in what is pretty much the central part of the U. K., in a place called Chesterfield, north of Nottingham. It was great for shows, because you could go an hour north and be in Leeds or Bradford, or an hour to the west and you’re in Manchester, and another hour or so south was Birmingham. So around 1989 or 1990, when the whole Birmingham-area scene was exploding with bands like Bolt Thrower, Napalm Death, Benediction, and Cancer, I could go to all the shows easily. I remember when I got Cancer’s To the Gory End on vinyl. I was like, “Fuck yeah.” I was totally into it: the gore, the cover, the concept. One night at an Obituary show, or maybe it was Bolt Thrower, I met Stokes, the drummer, and told him how much I liked the album, and that I also played drums. Back then I played in band called Catalepsy, but we later changed the name to Monolith. It was sort of a Napalm Death/Entombed-influenced kind of thing. That was around the time I started tape trading, and as the thrash became a bit boring I got more into death metal and the grind shit.

		

		FROM MONOLITH TO ‘THE PRINCIPLE OF EVIL MADE FLESH’ When I eventually got going with Cradle of Filth, it was about the time in the early ’90s when death metal was stagnating. Everyone started to sound like Cannibal Corpse and Suffocation, and labels like Road-runner and Earache were signing everybody. You could tell it was a time when people were looking for something else. I was always into the tape trading, and I had a good sense of what was going on. If you listen to the first two Cradle of Filth demos, they are very death metal influenced, and by the last demo, [Dani] began to double track the vocals with a low guttural mixed with a high scream, sort of like how Glen Benton did. But that is how I got to know Cradle: purely through tape trading, as well as when they opened up for Cancer on a few shows. So I was actually corresponding with them through the post at first. Later in 1992, my band Monolith opened up for Cannibal Corpse on their Tomb of the Mutilated U. K. tour, along with Anathema. Cannibal Corpse showed up without a drum kit, so I was happy to let them borrow mine. However, we did not get to do the London date of the tour, because Cradle of Filth was added to it.

		Then, about two months later [Cradle of Filth] asked me to come down to help them “produce” some EP they were going to do. So I said, “Sure, yeah,” and while I was down there, the drummer they had was not cutting it, so they fired him and asked me to join. There was already a really strong buzz around the Total Fucking Darkness demo, because it was so original and fresh for the time. There was just nothing else around then that sounded like that. So I joined the band, and we did a tour in the U. K. with Emperor, and by September of 1993 we recorded the first album, The Principle of Evil Made Flesh.

		As a drummer, I guess I come from a death metal background, but black metal drumming was sort of the same to me, really. I mean, if you mute everything and just play the drum tracks, you are going to hear blast beats, double kicks, et cetera. There’s just not really that much difference. I think the differences [musically] can be found more in the guitar tone and the vocal styles. I didn’t have a problem with the way Cradle of Filth developed in that sense because it was something new, and I just wanted to play music that was hard, fast and heavy. I was influenced just to play fast.

		

		Ola Lindgren (Grave)

		

		VISBY, GOTLAND, SWEDEN

		

		During the mid-’80s, there was a radio show on the national Swedish channel that was maybe two hours every Sunday evening, and later on there was something called Rock Box, and Leif Edling from Candlemass hosted that show for quite some time. We went on trips to Stockholm—our old drummer Jensa’s sister lived there—so we used to go up there for the weekend to buy records. There was a shop there called Heavy Sound; we would hang out there and check out all the new releases. In those days, when you saw the vinyl cover, the cover was so important to you; a CD doesn’t tell you shit. If the cover was scary, one of us would be like, “Hmm, maybe not,” but then one of us picked it up at least, and that was how we kind of got into more and more brutal stuff. The first was in ’84 or ‘85, the Morbid Tales album from Celtic Frost, that changed everything more to the darker side, away from the thrash. Also, Bathory was important in opening up different ways of thinking about metal. When we finally did Korpse in 1986, we were 15, and the demo was very thrashy, but also had those darker elements that would come later.

		

		FROM KORPSE TO GRAVE The first Grave show was in 1988. That gig is actually why we changed the name from Korpse to Grave. We had a guy who played bass in Korpse, another guy named Jörgen. He was really crappy to say the least, and we were trying to figure out a good way to get rid of him without hurting his feelings, because we went to school together from first grade. We thought we were smart, because we rehearsed with another guy named Jonas, and we got this outdoor showed booked in Visby [Gotland] in the summertime, opening up for this Swedish thrash band called Raving Mad from the mainland somewhere. So we were like, “We can’t put our name on this, ’cause Jörgen is going to find out,” so we changed the name instead so he wouldn’t know who it was, and then we could avoid having to really kick him out of the band. So we did a new logo for the posters and they ended up all over the city, so of course he saw them and got excited about the show. He ended up being at the show where he saw us on stage as Grave, but with another bass player. If it wasn’t for that we would still be called Korpse, I guess. We were thinking we had to change the name to make a break with him, and we explained it pretty much like, “This is a new band now, and you are not in it anymore.”

		

		Paul Speckmann (Master, Abomination, Deathstrike)

		

		THE MISSED COMBAT DEAL

		

		Looking back, if there is one thing I would have done differently, we would have signed the Combat deal that was offered to us in the fall of 1985. Don Kaye hooked us up with Combat, but the thing was, the original Master drummer [Bill Schmidt] was afraid to sign. I think he never really wanted to leave his mother’s house, and he still lives there today. At this time, another rock legend named Kim Fowley was doing some work in the same studio called Seagrape Studios in Chicago. Fowley was a big time producer working with the Runaways, Kiss and Alice Cooper, so this was a killer opportunity to meet this gentleman, or so we thought. We soon proceeded to some rich cat’s house where Fowley was living in a bedroom. He then charged us $1 per minute to read, correct and rewrite the Combat contract. Shortly afterward, Bill and his mother, a former Ziegfeld Follies dancer, made several more changes to the contract. Needless to say, we never heard from Combat again, and the original band split up. Afterwards, I recruited new members for the 1990 European tour. Later, Monte Conner from Roadrunner attempted to sign Master again by buying out the Nuclear Blast contract, yet Markus [Staiger] declined.

		So yes, things may have been different without such mistakes. However, as far as being satisfied, longevity is the key word here. Master continues to tour and write new albums every few years, and continually see the world through playing music. Several years ago, Master brought me to Europe once and for all, and life works over here for me. My life in the U. S. A. was just about moving furniture to make ends meet. Those were very difficult years for me, and I’ve never looked back since I took my final journey to the European world.

		

		SIGNING TO NUCLEAR BLAST The Nuclear Blast deal happened because of a chance meeting with an old friend in the forest where we used to drink beer after work. Two Harleys were parked in the same area where we drank, and a weasel from my high school was hanging out with none other than Joe Caper from Righteous Pigs, who I had seen from time to time at Master and Abomination shows in Chicago. I happened to have a copy of what we called the Abomination [or] Red Demo in my pocket. Joe was talking about a new label called Nuclear Blast, who Righteous Pigs had recently inked a deal with, and offered to forward our demo to them. I assumed I’d never hear a thing, like always with labels in the past. Afterwards, however, a deal for Abomination arrived in the post. As it turns out, Slatko from Nuclear Blast also spoke with Mitch Harris about Master and Deathstrike. Soon after that, I received a contract for Master as well, and that was followed by bootleg t-shirts from Nuclear Blast of all my bands.

		To make things clear right here and now, I would like to say that Nuclear Blast and I have buried the hatchet, and there is no doubt that my bands helped the then-fledgling label get off the ground. After all these years, it’s great to be speaking and in communication with the mighty Nuclear Blast once again.

		

		Pete Hammoura (ex-Nile)

		

		FROM MORRIAH TO NILE

		

		When Karl [Sanders] and I formed Morriah [pre-Nile] back in the early ’80s, all we could do was hit the pavement and try and get local gigs. We’d hit up booking agents, who in turn managed to get us a few shows in and around North Carolina, Virginia, and Georgia, so it was pretty regional. Where we lived in Greenville [South Carolina], there was a club called Amvets where we ended up playing often to a packed house. Then there was A. J.’s, which was another huge club in town that hosted many national tours, and where in 1987 we actually opened up for Queensrÿche. There were a few good local bands but none went on to do anything that I know of, except a little band called Jackyl. So by the late ’80s, many local bands were trying to do the hair band stuff, but we never followed that route. We played heavier stuff and wrote our own material.

		By the early ’90s, Amvets and A. J.’s closed down and the scene began to wind down. There was a shift in music at that point to more of a dirty thrash/death metal sound, and that’s about when we decided, “Who needs local support? Let’s change the name, and write even heavier stuff.” Then we simply focused on recording demos and sending them out into the underground, to fanzines and elsewhere for review and to spread the name. That’s when the ball really started rolling for us as Nile, because all of a sudden we were getting mail from all over the world. We ended up selling the Festivals of Atonement EP through numerous underground outlets, just by doing it ourselves. All the hard work we did paid off, because it eventually led to us getting a record deal with Relapse by 1998.

		

		Phil Fasciana (Malevolent Creation)

		

		ARRIVAL IN FLORIDA

		

		In 1988, Malevolent Creation moved to relocate in Florida [from Buffalo, NY]. Around that time we were really into Kreator and Dark Angel, so we were playing a sort of “extreme thrash” in a way. I’d heard of Death before, but at the time I didn’t even know they were from Florida. I saw Death in Miami at the Cameo Theater with Nasty Savage right before the Leprosy album came out, and there were about 30 people at the show. I brought a shitload of demos with me and just started trying to make connections. However, that first show with Death was where I actually met many of the other bands in the scene, like the guys from Atheist and Cynic, as well as Chuck and Death, and Nasty Savage. So we arrived in Florida, got the demo out, and it was a great time, because this was when everyone was getting their bands together. We traveled up to Tampa and saw bands like Amon, Nocturnus, and Obituary.

		When I finally saw Morbid Angel live, I just shit myself. We were watching Pete, and we were just floored. Our drummer at the time was Lee Harrison, who eventually started Monstrosity, and we all looked at each other and knew we had to do better. Morbid Angel and Pete set the bar for everyone then.

		The funny thing is, I don’t remember anyone really using or claiming the name “death metal” to describe the music by that time. Maybe it was because of Death the band; I can’t recall. But once you heard Death you knew the bar was getting raised again: it was like, “Christ, how heavy can things get?” The thing was, all the bands, even though they were from Florida, still pretty much retained their own sound. It was soon under the banner of “Florida death metal,” but the first wave of bands really each had their own identity.

		We connected a lot with the Tampa scene even though we were way down state in Ft. Lauderdale and Miami. We brought Morbid Angel, Obituary, and Atheist down for shows. The first club we had here that allowed death metal bands, and let us put on shows, was called the Treehouse. Once they caught on to how many kids would come out, they were all about it. It was in Hallandale Beach. The place ended up being legendary; it was like our own Whisky a Go-Go. The first time Obituary came down after Slowly We Rot was out, there was like 600 people in the place going apeshit! They were just great times all around.

		

		Aantar Lee Coates (Diabolic, Exmortis, Horror of Horrors)

		

		IMMORTALITY’S BEGINNING

		

		I met up with Exmortis in the Washington, D. C., area in the late 1980s. I was already listening to bands like Slayer, Possessed and Kreator, but those guys got me more into the underground, where bands like Morbid Angel, Autopsy and Death were being called “death metal.” They had already been tape trading with these bands, and writing with fanzines, et cetera, and were quite dedicated to the underground. At the time, we were just playing what we felt. We just had a style.

		We were already influenced by Sepultura, and I was already playing this type of music on this junky drum set I had even before I met up with them, around 1987. I put up a “drummer seeking band” ad at Chuck Levin’s [a D. C. area music instrument store] seeking like-minded musicians, and eventually I got a call from those guys to come and try out. I think after the first night we jammed, we knew we had something. It was then just a matter of capturing it in the studio. About that time I heard Morbid Angel’s Thy Kingdom Come demo, and they also had these rehearsal tapes floating around the underground. Then I heard Autopsy! Chris Reifert had just left Death, and we got that demo in as well. We were just hooked on it, and I remember getting the first demo from Immolation shortly after. When our first demo, Immortality’s End [1989], came out, we starting tape trading with everyone, and we started a mailing list that eventually was built up with thousands of names. I actually still used that same list to connect with people for years after, even when forming Diabolic.

		As for the art on the Exmortis demo and shirts, Brian [Werking] was heavily into gore movies, so he sought out imagery that reflected that. That is why he initially got in touch with the artist Drew Elliott [who also had done work for Bloodfeast, Indestroy and Necrophagia]. It was great; it just worked. It reflected our interest in the Evil Dead movies, which were particularly influential to the band’s imagery and lyrics.

		I remember our first show: it was at this place called the Paragon in College Park, Maryland. It was cool, because I never actually saw the other guys in the band bang their heads until then, and it was just a burst of energy for us to get out of the rehearsal room. I think we played with some other D. C. area bands like Malfeitor and Indestroy.

		I remember one show at this old venue in Washington, D. C., called the East Side Club. I saw Voivod and Kreator [April 28th, 1987, on the Tournado tour] there, along with Dark Angel, Possessed and At War from Virginia. Those were the shows that really got me hooked. Slayer at the Warner Theater on the Reign in Blood tour—that show changed my life. I knew right then and there I wanted to play drums. After that I remember playing other killer shows, like in New Jersey with Ripping Corpse and Goreaphobia, at a place called G. Willikers. Our last show was supposed to be the first Michigan Death Fest [August 11th, 1990], with Morbid Angel, Nuclear Death, Deceased and others, but we didn’t make it.

		

		Drew Elliott (Artist)

		

		FROM METAL BLADE TO NEW RENAISSANCE RECORDS

		

		When I started out, there was still not yet an identifiable genre called death metal. I was out in California around 1984 when I got hooked up with Metal Blade records for a few projects, and while I was out there I got referred to Anne Bolyn, from New Renaissance records—she was also the singer in the band Hellion, from Los Angeles. New Renaissance is actually the label I did most of my stuff for, including the covers for Blood Feast, Indestroy, and Necrophagia. It was actually because of Anne that I was the “art guy” for the label, and I hate to burst people’s bubbles, but I had no idea what those records sounded like when I was actually doing the art then. I just simply had not heard of those bands. I ended up doing almost everything for them, so I would consciously try and do different styles for different bands, because I thought the bands would not want all the same artwork, you know?

		Before that, I did a few things for Metal Blade. The first thing I did for them was a logo for this band called Predator. It was not a good logo, and it was not a good band either. I just showed up on Brian Slagel’s doorstep and he was nice enough to throw me a bone. Other projects for Metal Blade at the time include the Complete Death compilation for [Metal Blade’s] Death Records subsidiary in 1986, as well as a cover for a compilation called Speed Metal in 1987. In retrospect, a lot of that early artwork is pretty terrible. It’s funny, a lot of people know me for my ’80s stuff, which is cool, but it’s not my favorite work.

		So, Anne really saved my life in a way, because I was doing almost a cover a month for New Renaissance at that time, whether it was for a compilation album or for one of the bands, and by that time the art started looking better. The Satan’s Revenge compilation from 1988 is pretty good, which is the one a lot of people look for because it has Morbid Angel on it. That was also about the time I moved back east. Once I was back, I remember doing smaller projects like logo “fixes.” For example, I remember fixing up the Derkéta logo, as well as the Amorphis logo for Relapse, and then I did the Exmortis logo. That is actually my favorite period.

		I really like how the [Exmortis] Immortality’s End demo came out, as well as the Indestroy [self-titled] LP. As far as others, like the Blood Feast Face Fate EP, it came out cool, but it was not without its problems. I actually did a redux of that recently and drew it over just for fun—you can see that redux on my business card. As for the [Amorphis] Privilege of Evil EP, when Relapse came to me for that, I actually reworked the idea from their [1991 Disment of Soul] demo cover, reworking the image from its rudimentary origins, and the band was into it. It was the same thing with Goreaphobia, who were local to the Philadelphia area, who never really told me specifically what to do; they more or less just gave me the cover and the title, and I just went from there. The same thing with Indestroy—they had no idea and I never had a conversation with them. However, Killjoy [from Necrophagia] knew exactly what he wanted, and it worked out good; he loved [the Season of the Dead cover] at the time.

		As far as the legacy of New Renaissance, it’s kind of interesting because it was all about the timing. Anne got lucky in the beginning, because there were just so many good demos floating around. She is a really old-school metal person, and I am not sure if death metal was really her taste, because if I recall correctly she was more of a King Diamond, Judas Priest-type metal fan. It wasn’t like you would go over to her house and she would be listening to Necrovore, if you know what I mean. But she must have had a sense of what did and did not sound good, and I do not recall anyone else whispering in her ear about what record to put out, or not.

		Of course, not everything that New Renaissance put out was great either; she also got lucky with certain bands. I mean, I don’t know how many people consider those albums classic albums, but I guess some people do. For some, an album like Necrophagia’s Season of the Dead is a classic, and the Blood Feast stuff has aged well, while for others the Dream Death album [Journey Into Mystery] has had quite a resurgence in popularity. It was a strange time, because I was spoiled in a way. Anne would just give me the name of an album and I would just do it, with complete artistic freedom. These days, most bands want something so super-specific that it sort of takes the fun out of it. That is kind of like why these days I do not really seek out work, although it does come to me once and while.

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Dan Seagrave (Artist)

		

		IF I MAKE A DECENT PIECE OF ARTWORK, I JUST HOPE IT’S APPRECIATED

		

		[When approaching a project or album cover] it’s always a different situation for each commission. Sometimes a band doesn’t really know what image they need, so I develop an idea based on the overall theme of the album. Things like the title or some of the lyrics, for example. Actually, I prefer to have limited and concise information. I don’t work so well if I’m given a long list of possibilities, because it can kill the imagination as well as the potential to open up new visual routes. On other occasions a client will have a clear idea that they want me to bring to life. However, if I don’t like the idea, then it goes nowhere. Otherwise, I’ll just try to reinvent and interpret things in a way that I find interesting. I don’t really think about the “after effect” of how it’s perceived so much, or how it will end up being digested by the viewer. There is just no point in trying to see all the sides to the equation. If I make a decent piece of artwork, I just hope it’s appreciated.

		

		IT SEEMED TO HAVE THE GIFT OF BEING THIS UNDERGROUND, ILLEGITIMATE, RAW THING At the time [1989], the cover for Morbid Angel’s Altars of Madness was something that I was actually doing just for myself. When I brought the half-finished work to a meeting at the label [Earache] with David Vincent in attendance, it was decided then to use that piece for the album. I was aware of the death metal a little by that time, so I knew what I was getting into. [My thoughts on death metal in the beginning were] that it seemed like a heavier, grittier extension of the thrash scene. I was intrigued by it, though, because it seemed to have the gift of being this underground, illegitimate, raw thing [which I connected with] because that’s exactly what I felt like as an artist then, who had left art college with an E grade.

		

		REGRET IS BEST SAVED FOR MORE IMPORTANT LIFE MATTERS Whatever I’ve said about my disappointment with certain artworks [like Malevolent Creation’s Retribution and Nocturnus’ The Key] in the past would only have been in response to being asked about them specifically. Otherwise, after that, I never think about them whatsoever; probably in the same way that anyone would not think about something they wrote or sketched many years ago. So, certainly [something like the word] “regret” is best saved for more important life matters. All they are is just fairly amateur, rubbish artworks, and hasn’t every painter or art student made some rubbish art at some point? It is all just part of the learning curve. Sometimes you’re not into the idea, or you don’t have enough time.

		In terms of being proud of any of those older covers, I just don’t have favorites when it comes to my work. I don’t hang them up, or spend time looking at my album covers. I kind of fear the vanity of that. If other people like it, then that’s entirely the whole point, because I myself like to look at and appreciate other people’s art. Not that I have a problem with any of my work particularly; I’m happy to have built what I have, and I do the best I can. I just don’t think it’s healthy on a creative level to be surrounded by your own work. If new ideas are to evolve, then you have to have a clean page in front of you. Unencumbered.

		

		Alex Webster (Cannibal Corpse)

		

		ALMOST FAMOUS

		

		In Buffalo, around April of 1987, Jack Owen, Darren Pfeifer and myself went to go see Kreator and Voivod. Kreator was on the Pleasure to Kill tour and Voivod was on the Tournado tour, which is what they were calling the Killing Technology tour, for the song Tornado. Up until that point I’d only been to shows that were in big places with seats, so this was the first time I went to a show where there was stage diving and slam dancing. It was a totally different experience, mostly because the bands were somewhat more approachable. I remember Blacky from Voivod doing a stagedive at the end, and everyone was shaking his hand. So, beyond loving the music, it was like you were right there, hanging with the bands you looked up to just as much as the big bands in the arenas. [Back] then, you didn’t know anything about the music industry; you were just a teenager going to shows. You might wonder, is Kreator bigger than Iron Maiden, or is it the other way around? All you know is that every band is bigger than you and your local band, and in that sense they were all famous. It doesn’t matter if it’s Anvil Bitch—if you got their album, then they were famous to you. They might be underground, but to me, any band that had vinyl out was famous.

		When Jack and I left our first band, Beyond Death, which was a little less focused, we were getting more into the death metal-oriented “evil thrash,” like Sodom and Dark Angel, and wanted to go more in that direction. The other guys in Cannibal Corpse came from a band called Tirant Sin; those guys were more into the darker stuff we wanted to get into, playing what was almost a death thrash for the time. Then, there wasn’t too much of a difference between bands like Dark Angel and all-out death metal like Death or Morbid Angel. Vocally, yes, but musically the difference was not that much. Of course the Bay Area thrash was different, but the tremolo picking of bands like Kreator and Slayer was much darker, and that was something we were more into.

		

		THERE WAS JUST NO RULE BOOK FOR DEATH METAL THEN The pivotal moment for Jack and I was when we got into underground tape trading and got ahold of Morbid Angel’s Thy Kingdom Come [1988] demo. It was probably like a fifth-generation copy or something. That was a huge impact. There was just nothing like it; I’d never heard anything like that before. We’d been listening to Napalm Death as well; the Scum album was out by that time. It was super fast, and the vocals were certainly more of a death grunt, but it still lacked the dark-sounding riffage. That is where Morbid Angel’s demo was different; it just sounded like pure evil. The lyrics were incredibly blasphemous, and you knew it was death metal. Not grindcore, but death metal at grindcore speeds. That was the big thing—I was like, “I would love to do a band that was doing this kind of music.”

		Now Cannibal Corpse never ended up sounding like Morbid Angel, and I think that part of that can be attributed to us still being primitive on our instruments at the time, to the point that we couldn’t even imitate them if we wanted to. In that regard, a lot of the stuff that became a part of our signature sound kind of happened by mistake. There was just no rule book for death metal then. You couldn’t go out and buy a guitar or bass book, “how to play death metal,” or even thrash metal for that matter. There was just no precedent; you just had to make it up as you went along. These days, if you are a kid, the blueprints are already there, so the challenge for the younger musicians is to see how much they can add to it, or expand on it.

		Although we got signed pretty fast, we were still doing mail, and involved in the underground. Our old guitarist Bob Rusay was doing it then, because he was the one guy whose family had a P. O. Box. We sent demos to as many fanzines as we could, and a real cool thing, the magazine Metal Forces was around, which is basically the mag at the start of the family tree for Terrorizer magazine. Although it was U. K. based, you could still find it here at a couple of stores. They had a demo review section back then, and they reviewed Tirant Sin, as well as Chris Barnes’ old band Leviathan. It was a real big help for the underground at that time, when it was all based on letter writing and sending demos around.

		

		Scott Hull (Pig Destroyer, Agoraphobic Nosebleed)

		

		THE RECORD LABEL MATTERED

		

		My formative years were in the early ’80s, when labels like Megaforce, Metal Blade and Combat were just starting to get a foothold. I’d end up buying everything that was on Megaforce, even the shitty stuff like Lone Rager. It was just by virtue of the fact it was on Megaforce, and I did the same thing with Combat Records. Of course you picked your favorites, and I thought that Combat was far inferior to Megaforce, but then you had other labels like Metal Blade, which had Slayer. I broke things down according to record labels then, and I’ve ended up doing that through all my years in the scene. When Earache came along, and had those first few releases that were licensed in America through Combat, around 1990, I picked all those up, and from then on I was buying anything that came out on Earache. At first, those early Earache albums just seemed ridiculous. They didn’t make any sense to me the first few listens. It was absurd, but after a while I got into them. There had been a few accessible releases like Godflesh and Entombed that made it a bit more understandable, so after that when I heard Napalm Death’s Scum it would make more sense the more that I played it. Later, the same thing happened with Relapse Records to a certain degree. I followed their collaboration with Nuclear Blast, and that gave me inroads to bands like Repulsion and Meshuggah.

		

		DIEEEEEE! I remember when the first Possessed record came out, and people were calling it death metal. I think people were also calling Celtic Frost death metal. The same thing with the first Death album, Scream Bloody Gore. That’s an album in particular that I completely discounted when it first came out. The thing was, at the time, for the average metalhead, in comparison to bands like Metallica and Anthrax it sounded really rough, poorly executed, and shitty. I would put the album on with my friends and pretty much laugh at it, especially on the first track Infernal Death when Chuck screams “Dieeeeee!” over and over. The same thing happened with Possessed and Seven Churches; we’d laugh our ass off because the drum fills were just shitty, and it came across like a bunch of kids trying to be as evil as possible. Those are my first remembrances of bands or albums being called death metal. So I ended up skipping albums like Leprosy and Spiritual Healing. It wasn’t until later that I went back to Death and checked out Human on a whim, and it was a completely different animal. As we all know now, it was just a completely different band altogether, and great leap in maturity.

		

		NO ACCESS In Lynchburg, Virginia I was at school as an undergrad in the late ’80s, and there was really no access to anything. There were mostly only mainstream music options. However, I did get a part-time job at a local record store. While working there I started writing for the newsletter that went out to the franchise of stores which featured news about new releases, bands, and labels. So I decided to do a write-up for each issue that had a feature on different record labels and what they were about. So the first one was about Earache of course, and I ended up trying to flood each store with as much Earache stuff as possible. This all coincided with the second wave of releases which I think included the recent albums from Carcass, Confessor, and Entombed, among others. I ended up interviewing labels heads like Jim Welch who worked at Combat and Earache, and then later for Colombia Records. That is actually how Earache got the attention of Colombia during the early ’90s and picked up a few of their bands.

		Another notable: I was in contact with Kevin Sharp from Brutal Truth, who was working for Relativity Records at the time doing all the liner notes for their “best of” albums, among other things. I was just hungry then to find out about more underground bands, and it was actually Kevin Sharp that told me about bands like Anal Cunt.

		I also interviewed Shane Embury, and I remember remarking to him that it was strange that Napalm Death seemed like a progression of the thrash metal forged by earlier bands like Metallica. He then told me I was completely wrong about that, and it was more a natural progression from bands like Siege and Repulsion. Of course I later realized that he was right, and we can all see the historic trajectory in the underground now that gave birth to the grind of Napalm Death and others. So after talking to him, I tried to go back and find out about these bands he was talking about, and it was a lot harder then because there was still no Internet, and you really had to search around to find certain albums. So I’d look in magazines like Maximumrocknroll, and I’d just skip all the interviews and everything else and go right to the ads and see what the independent labels were releasing. There I’d see ads for splits and 7"s from bands like Sore Throat and Cripple Bastards, so I started sending away for those kinds of releases.

		This is right around the time I did my first demo. I had this project around before I did Agoraphobic Nosebleed, and it was called Surgical Disfunction. It was kind of stupid, but I sort of thought of it as my version of underground metal at the time. From that first demo, I later went on to the Agoraphobic Nosebleed project, and got hooked up with Chaotic Noise, which was the label by Jason Hodges from the band Suppression. At that point, I really dove in and started trading with everybody. I guess you can say I got more into the underground from the punk side at that point.

		

		FORMING PIG DESTROYER Later on when I returned to the Washington, D. C., area, I started a band called Treblinka with [vocalist] J. R. Hayes, who I knew from Enemy Soil. I actually recorded them at the studio I had back in Boston. That band didn’t last long; we did one show with Assück at the Club Soda outside Washington, and then split up. Then J. R. pulled me aside and said, “Let’s do something brutal, lots of blast beats, just like Arse Destroyer, just like Assück, no bass, we will find a drummer, so let’s just do it.” So that’s what became Pig Destroyer. Since I’d already been in Anal Cunt, which pretty much started the whole one vocalist, one guitar and a drummer arrangement, it was a natural fit to establish Pig Destroyer in a similar way. We never had the intention of really touring; we always wanted to keep it low key. I think all we wanted to do was just put out 7"s, and we didn’t shoot for much other than that. Then, Relapse Records picked up Agoraphobic Nosebleed, and after we had an initial talk with Earache, Relapse ended up signing Pig Destroyer as well. After that we got more attention and then started to follow the natural trajectory that signed bands sort of evolve into.

		

		Shane McLachlan (Phobia)

		

		ORANGE COUNTY OUTCASTS

		

		When we started Phobia, we called it grindcore. The term was around then; I think Mick Harris from Napalm Death is the first person I heard use the name to describe the sound. We were just into extreme music, and although it was more an extension of punk, it was about making it faster and more brutal. We were all from Orange County in California, and while the punk scene in the late ’80s was still punk, you could see the grindcore scene evolving out of it, ’cause the speed and aggression alienated a lot of the traditional kids, so we were sort of on our own in a way. We’d end up playing with death metal bands, because they were really in the same boat we were in. We were all outcasts from our scenes, you know? We were playing a lot of these backyard parties, which were really popular at the time, and would play with metal bands or whoever. We’d get up there and play with these growling vocals, and going a million miles an hour, and most people were like, “Man, you suck!”

		One time we played this party in Garden Grove, and the cops came out to break it up, and they pulled the cars right up into the backyard. Everyone started chucking bottles and chairs at the cars and began breaking windshields—it was a swarm. The grindcore kids were like the degenerates of the punk scene. I think there was a definite step up in brutality compared to the rest of what was going on. But then we started to realize there were other bands around L. A. that were playing similar stuff to us, in the same genre, so we got together and started having our own parties. The thing was, there was still only a handful of people really into the music we were doing at the time; it was still new.

		I met my drummer then in school because I was wearing a Discharge shirt and he was wearing a Death shirt. I was like, “Hey, man, you like death metal?!” “Yeah man!” So we started talking and it was on. It was hard to find other people into the extreme stuff, so you made it work out. When you found someone, it was a tight bond; the passion and the integrity was unrivaled. There was no drama; it was more like everyone appreciated being at the party, and appreciated creating our own scene.

		We were always a crossover band. We always loved death metal. The roots and the passion come from punk rock, and that’s really more of a way of life with me, but that doesn’t mean we only listen to punk. We played shows with Entombed, Deicide, Immolation, Amorphis, et cetera, and, yeah, some people didn’t like us, but then we would open up for the punk bands and their crowd wouldn’t like us, so it went both ways. The punks wouldn’t like us because we didn’t have mohawks, yet we were still too punk for the death metal scene, so in that regard I think most of our fans through the years tend be those who like it all, and do not limit their tastes to one scene or the other. We can play death metal shows no problem, because to us it’s more about the attitude than anything else. We are an extension of the crossover ethic that is rooted in bands like D. R. I., who also were playing to both metal and punk kids back in the ’80s. It’s just about the speed and the attitude, you know?

		

		Tony Lazaro (Vital Remains)

		

		YOU WERE ONLY AS HEAVY AS WHAT YOUR DRUMMER COULD PULL OFF

		

		From the time we put the first demo out in 1989, Reduced to Ashes, to when Let Us Pray was released by Death/Peaceville in 1992, we progressed tremendously. I was always aiming to get heavier and heavier. But back then, you were only as heavy as what your drummer could pull off, and I was pushing for a guy that could blast like Pete Sandoval. I remember when I heard Morbid Angel’s Alters of Madness and later saw Pete play for the first time. It was a revelation. Once I heard the blast beat, from stuff like Terrorizer and Napalm Death, I knew we had to play faster. However, it was just so hard to find a drummer at the time; there weren’t a lot of extreme drummers like there are now. You were really forced to work with what you had, so things tended to be slower and heavier with an emphasis on the double bass, mixed with some skank upbeats. I always wanted it to be faster, but at the time it was just not close. We kept pushing for speed, and by 1994, when we were preparing Into Cold Darkness, we had this dude Rick Corbett, and we pushed him more into the blast beats.

		Even though they had bands like Autopsy on the label, Peaceville still couldn’t do much for many of their bands. They were small, and they put your record out, and that was about it. I remember we asked Hammy [Halmshaw, from Peaceville] about coming over to Europe, and trying to get us on some tours in the early ’90s, and he’d say, “It’s just too much money to get things going, mate.” It was hard because you saw bands like Deicide and others going over there on these great tour packages, and I think we really would have benefited from getting some exposure over there. In the end, we had to do that ourselves, because we didn’t get over to Europe until later in 1997, when we toured with Malevolent Creation and Vader after we put out Forever Underground on Osmose Records. At that time in the late ’90s, there were more fans at the shows in Europe than in the U. S. Perhaps it was because we were always on European labels—who knows? After that we made a conscious decision to join a label with a U. S. office simply just to get the music out better in North America.

		

		Travis Ryan (Cattle Decapitation, Murder Construct)

		

		DAMN, I BET THESE GUYS HAVE SOME BIG HOUSES

		

		I lived outside of the city, well north of San Diego, where most everything was going on. So it’s funny, because being in the periphery I found out about death metal bands from the local drugstore that sold Metal Maniacs magazine. It was around 1990 or so, and in their early incarnation they would occasionally have features on bands like Carcass and Napalm Death. I recall reading about Symphonies of Sickness and being frustrated because I could not find the album anywhere. I had no concept of the global underground tape trading and zine network, so it was really just eventually finding Carcass cassettes at the Sam Goody store in the mall that opened the door.

		I went to high school with Diego Sanchez, now of Disgorge, way before they formed. We hit it off because we were both into death metal. At first I was like, “Who is this funky-looking skater dude with the bright pants?” But he was like, “Yeah, man, fucking Entombed man, fucking Incantation! Have you heard Napalm Death?” I found out he played guitar so we started jamming together in this death-thrash band called Stigmata, which was in turn renamed Strangulation. I was playing drums, and that went on to about 1994 or 1995 until I got kicked out. I thought they were musical Nazis, and they thought I was cocky and annoying, and where they wanted more blasting I was more into Sean Reinart-type stuff at the time. But before that, Diego and I went to see Entombed down in San Diego, where they were playing the old Soma on Market Street. The scene then sort of all revolved around the shows there. It was during the Clandestine tour, and I remember my mom saying, “OK, boys, I will be here at 10 p.m. to pick you up!” So, later it gets around that time, and they are playing Left Hand Path, and it just reaches that point where they get to the ambient Phantasm part, and I am like, “Fuck, we got to go, dude,” and Diego was like, “Nooooooooo!”

		It was different then, because the only time you ever saw a band outside of the album sleeve was to see them live, and maybe we were impressionable kids, but the way they would carry themselves just gave the shows then this larger-than-life feeling. You would just think, “Damn, I bet these guys have some big houses!” You just assumed they were huge, because they were a band on tour. There was a separation there then, and it was not like today where you can just message your favorite band on the Internet. It’s funny because I never in a million years would have asked one of those musicians then some of the dumb shit I hear kids asking bands today. In a way I think the instant accessibility makes it harder to view the musician as someone who is more than just the guy in your favorite band. Respect sort of goes out the window.

		I was one of those kids that stood by the tour bus looking for autographs back then. One time, I went to see Deicide at Soma, and it was on the Legion tour. I was the first out the door and around the club to stand by this motor home they were touring in. I walked up to it, and I saw Glen Benton sitting in the front seat. They had just got done playing. I guess he came out and threw off his armor and was trying to relax. I looked inside at him, and it appeared as though he was talking to himself. I saw his lips moving, so I was not sure. I tried to get his attention and I said—in a feeble teenager voice—“Um, hey, um, are you gonna come out and sign anything?” And he was like, “Just give me a minute, man; I am trying to clear my head.” I was thinking, “Holy shit, this guy is for real, he is evil!” So we were totally floored when he came out and kicked it with us, talking about whatever until we left. That is the kind of thing you remember when, years later, you are actually on tour with them, and he is showing his “Prince Albert” to everyone back stage, or you end up knowing where his favorite place to get pancakes is.

		

		Derek Boyer (Suffocation, Deprecated, ex-Decrepit Birth, ex-Disgorge)

		

		THERE WAS JUST NO ONE PLAYING BASS

		

		I was raised in San Diego, and like a lot of Southern California kids in the mid ’80s, I was heavily into the thrash scene at first. I loved the guitar attack. It just went hand in hand with surfing, skateboarding, and BMX/Motocross racing. All those California games just went with the aggressive music from the early days: Megadeth, Metallica, Slayer, Testament, Exodus, et cetera. My dad was a classically trained pianist, but still into rock music. So, as a kid there was always a guitar or bass around. I started playing guitar, and then one day an older kid who was into the thrash stuff showed me a Napalm Death album. I thought it was rad, but I just couldn’t get with the blast beats and the vocals at first—which is funny, because that’s what I love now. But from that, I dove headfirst into the late-’80s death metal explosion, the Florida and New York scenes, and then switched over to playing bass. With thrash I liked the guitar, but when it came to playing chunky, heavy death metal, there was just no one playing bass! That really fat, wet and sticky bass, you know … just gross! I knew then it was what I wanted to do.

		It’s funny: in San Diego, there weren’t a lot of shows back then. However, we had a big venue called Soma, which used to be downtown. I remember going down there when I was in ninth grade to see Morbid Angel, on the Covenant tour they did with Paradise Lost and Kreator. Also, Deicide came through. But I was so young I didn’t even know what a “scene” was yet. I just heard these bands on cassette tapes, and then CDs came along.

		After I started playing in bands, we began playing these keggers and backyard parties. That was what we did then, parties with thrash and punk bands. That was big in Southern California. You’d play some kids garage, or some kids backyard. Super fun times.

		

		Robin Mazen (Derkéta, ex-Demonomacy)

		

		IT WAS ALL ABOUT DEATH METAL BY ’90 AND ’91

		

		When I first met Derkéta, it was through a recommendation by Paul from Cynic. It was around 1989–1990 when he put me in touch with Terri [Heggen]. I was living in Ft. Lauderdale at the time. When I went out to Pittsburgh, I actually ended up playing guitar, and Mary [Bielich] was playing bass. Shortly thereafter, some internal things went down, and the band dissolved.

		Pittsburgh at the time was a lot like it is today, but I remember Derkéta would travel often to hang out with bands in other places, like Immolation in New York. The underground was very tight knit then, and friendships were formed easily between cities and across state lines. They went on to form Mythic, so I went back to Ft. Lauderdale after that and formed Demonomacy. In South Florida at the time, there was also Cynic, Malevolent Creation, Solstice, and Hellwitch, and the scene was thriving nicely around venues like the Treehouse—I really miss that place!—where there would be some kind of metal show every weekend. Both locals and nationals would play, and I remember one show in particular with Lääz Rockit and DBC—who I think never got enough recognition—and then also Nocturnus, Morbid Angel, and Deicide.

		About that time, the thrash was disappearing, and between Tampa Bay and South Florida, it was really becoming all about the death metal by ’90 and ’91. It was around then that the Malevolent Creation guys introduced me to Lisa [Antoniotti], the Demonomacy drummer, and we met Dana [Cosley, guitar] and Jaime [Avery, guitar/vocals] by placing an ad in a local music magazine. We ended up playing often at parties, as well as shows in the Miami/ Ft. Lauderdale area. We played with bands like Solstice and Raped Ape often, everyone knew everyone, and it was a very tight scene. We ended up playing the Milwaukee Metalfest VI in 1992, when it was all on one stage at a place called the Mecca Arena. I remember we went on right before Baphomet. It was amazing: Obituary, Suffocation, Deicide, Cannibal Corpse—everyone played. Mythic actually played too, and that was right around the time they were breaking up.

		Right after that we went back and recorded, and we were just not prepared. I was singing then, and I just could not fucking sing! We did it very quickly in the B room at Morrisound, and we were really happy about it at the time, but in retrospect it’s kind of embarrassing. All the bands were recording at Morrisound by then; even the bands from South Florida were going up there to do their demos. But shortly after that we dissolved, and I went on to play with another band called Acrimonium.

		

		Richard Johnson (Disposable Underground zine, Enemy Soil, Drugs of Faith)

		

		NOTHING’S SHOCKING

		

		The first issue of Disposable Underground came out in 1991. Before that came out I was into “regular” metal, and I kept following gateway bands into other gateway bands that were tuned lower, faster, and with increasingly more guttural vocals. It was pretty much going from Overkill and Testament to Death, Entombed, and Pestilence, then to Autopsy and Carcass. Then, through Napalm Death, I got into grindcore. I think I first heard them in 1989. Earache had a deal at the time with a record company in the States called Combat Records. This was an established label here that began licensing albums from Earache, among the first of which were Morbid Angel’s Altars of Madness and Napalm Death’s Harmony Corruption, and then they put out a second wave of albums after that under the banner of Combat/Relativity Records.

		However, I discovered death metal locally in Washington, D. C., when I saw Deceased play, and got their demo. I got a lot of demos from local bands, and then I would just go looking through the fanzines, which was another important way to discover new bands. When I got my zine professionally printed—I think I did my first four issues that way—the guy who printed them for me showed me Carcass’ Reek of Putrefaction on vinyl. I’d never heard of them, and I was shocked. I was looking at the cover, and then on the back, they had a little description of what the lyrics were all about. That feeling that bands tried to invoke from people back then, well, it worked! I mean, after you listen to death metal for a while, it’s like that Jane’s Addiction album, Nothing’s Shocking, you know? It’s like, where else was there to go?

		

		Jason Fuller (Blood Duster)

		

		WANGARATTA, VICTORIA

		

		I started getting into grindcore and death metal around 1988. In Australia, that’s when we began hearing whispers about bands like Napalm Death. I was more in the countryside in [the state of] Victoria, so even though I was tape trading, it still took time before that kind of stuff really began to appear. I think you could eventually find an album like Scum by late 1989.

		I grew up in a town called Wangaratta, about three hours away from Melbourne. It was a small country town and there were no record stores, so if you wanted to find out about new music, you bought—or stole—a copy of Hit Parader from the news agent. We would get the imported American version of the magazine. Once you got that, you would go to the back of the magazine where they had these little black and white ads for t-shirts and albums, and just guess. It would be like, “Fuck, what am I gonna buy!?” I remember one time I ordered Death’s Leprosy, and it took about two months before it finally arrived. When it came in, I remember riding on my push bike to go down and pick it up, and I was just horrified when I saw it. The thing was, the cover artwork ended up being pink, and I was thinking, “I can’t believe I bought this; this looks like shit … it’s pink!” Of course, it turned out to be an amazing record!

		

		Kevin Talley (ex-Six Feet Under, ex-Misery Index, ex-Dying Fetus, etc.)

		

		I WANT TO PLAY LIKE THAT

		

		I grew up heavily influenced by the drumming on albums from Pantera, Sepultura, and Metallica, and from that I gradually got more and more into death metal. Later, when I was in high school, I got into a local San Antonio death metal band called Deity, who did a lot of shows in and around the area. While jamming with them, they took me out to a lot of shows, but one in particular was very influential. It was Malevolent Creation, and they were out on the Eternal tour, which I think was in 1995 or 1996. I was curious about the drums, so I sat right behind the drummer, who at the time was Dave Culross, and I could not believe that it was humanly possible to play the stuff that he was pulling off. Until then, I thought the fastest drumming was old Sepultura, and of course Morbid Angel. However, I’d never seen blast beats performed like that in person. It was that night where I said to myself, “I want to play like that.” He was just a maniac, and from that day I aimed to incorporate that style of drumming into my playing and into Deity as well. Seeing firsthand how Dave was executing the blast beat was a tremendous help; it sort of brought to reality the idea that if he can do it, than I can do it too. I knew I had the chops for it—I’d just never actually seen it done until then. This was before any YouTube or anything like that, so when I heard Pete [Sandoval] blasting on Morbid Angel records, it was initially like, “What the fuck is going on?” It was just hard to tell what the proper technique was at first, but when I sat right behind Dave that night, the process more or less became clear to me, and I knew what I had to do to get to that level.

		Within the next month after that, we had a song where I was incorporating the blast technique that Culross was using. Also around that time I saw other bands like Cephalic Carnage and Deicide, and we ended up getting a show supporting Cannibal Corpse in 1996, on the Vile tour. The next year we ended up playing a show with Dying Fetus, in May of 1997, and that was where I ended up talking to them about joining, and by the end of that summer I moved out to Maryland and we began to write songs for the Killing on Adrenaline album.

		

		Dallas Toler-Wade (Nile)

		

		IT WAS PRETTY SHELTERED

		

		I am originally from Fayetteville [North Carolina], and while there was a little bit going on there back in the day, it wasn’t much. During the early-to-mid ’90s, I played in a band called Teratosis. We’d play out periodically at this old biker club called the Nite Owl, which was pretty much the only place around, aside from an old school auditorium that also had shows. Those early national death metal tours didn’t come around our area very much, but there were sometimes shows in Raleigh and Wilmington.

		One show in particular I remember going to in Wilmington was the Complete Control tour in 1992, that had Cannibal Corpse, Agnostic Front, Malevolent Creation, and Obituary. That was one of the first actual death metal shows I witnessed. Aside from that, there was not much. Everything would be at least an hour, or two hour drive away. The Raleigh scene was pretty kicking though, they had bands like Aftermath AD and Eldritch Horror, but that was about it. The thing was, I was pretty introverted at that time, so I just hung out and played my guitar for the most part, and kept to myself. I remember there was a little bit of tape trading going on, but mostly we were just trading shows in and around our area in cities like Raleigh, Durham and Wilmington.

		Growing up in the country in North Carolina, it was pretty sheltered. Especially back then, the gap between us and the rest of the world was a very large one. There was no Internet, so we just got into whatever we got into. However, there were a few record stores that gave us access to the early death metal releases—Paradise Records and the Record Exchange—and once we started getting more into the heavier stuff, we began trading VHS tapes. I remember that was how I found out more about underground bands, and one tape in particular I recall was a live show from Pyrexia. A friend of mine and I would hang out and just watch videos. By the mid-’90s, the scene was kind of dying out, and there were just not enough serious musicians or places to play. That is actually one of the reasons why I ended up moving to South Carolina, because the guys that I used to jam with mentioned that Nile was looking for a guitar player. So by 1997, I moved there. In South Carolina, they had a few clubs, but not necessarily a super-supportive scene. However there was a very tight-knit group of metalheads and musicians that would come out to shows regularly, which was cool.
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		While it is well known that the death metal underground was vomited out in the late 1980s from such notable hubs as Tampa, Stockholm and Birmingham, those towering scenes did not overshadow what was very much a dynamic, international explosion of like-minded creativity. From Bogotá to Tasmania, from Montréal to Malta, or from Tokyo to San Diego, the underground flourished in its nascent, snail-mail-connected unity. Every band was local before they crawled out of the bars and basements of their own cities and towns, diving into the networked swarm of the international fanzine and tape trading collectivity. While not exhaustive by any means, this section is a recollection of and tribute to each contributor’s local scene, highlighting their contributions and connections to the viral growth of the international death metal underground, from the early days onward.

		

		Ross Dolan and Robert Vigna (Immolation)

		

		STARTING OUT

		

		In 1988, the term death metal was already being used. The first time we remember hearing it was from Onslaught, who had a song called Death Metal on the Power from Hell album [1985], but of course Possessed had the same-titled song on Seven Churches [from the same year]. That term kind of stuck, because it was really just “thrash metal” being used as a term before that, but it was still just another type of darker thrash, not like some next-level concept, you know? But when we started, death metal was pretty much the name for the genre we found ourselves in.

		Our first show ended up being in May of 1988 at a place called Blondie’s in Niac [NY], with Revenant, Ripping Corpse and Deranged from New Jersey. It was cool because everyone was sort of doing their own thing then; all the bands had their own sound. However, we did do mostly covers that night: Morbid Visions from Sepultura, Regurgitated Guts from Death, Chapel of Ghouls from Morbid Angel, along with a few originals from our first demo. That was before Morbid Angel’s album was even out; we were covering their demo tracks! Death metal at the time had not yet become its own separate scene, and even before when we were called Rigor Mortis—the one from New York—we’d play with thrash bands all the time at places like Streets in New Rochelle, New York. Some of these bands had superstar musicians, and we are out there playing death metal, while they were wondering what the hell was going on! They couldn’t tell what was a cover or what was ours, because it was all still underground.

		

		BRINGING MORBID ANGEL TO NEW YORK About a year later, everyone knew what was going on. I think it was in October of 1988 that we had Morbid Angel up to Streets for their first show in the area, and we also played with them at Escapades in New Jersey, and at the Sundance on Long Island. There was a girl in our area named Kim August, and she used to do a fanzine back then called Ultimatum. We became friends with her after we sent her our demo, and she actually put us in touch with Morbid Angel about doing shows. This is right around when Pete Sandoval first joined the band, because I remember at the time Trey [Azagthoth, guitar] called me about the shows, and he was like, “We just got Pete from Terrorizer on drums!” and we heard this “rat-tat-tat-tat” in the background—it was him working on his double kicks. When they came up, it made us realize that we were green as hell, and could hardly yet play our instruments. They pulled up in this school bus, and they brought a guy named Jon from the Texas band Necrovore as a soundman. I remember they were using these little amps that they made themselves. They came to our rehearsal spot to jam first, and we thought to ourselves, “Damn, these guys got their shit together.” So for us, it was a learning experience and it kind of inspired us, and let us know we needed to focus more. Now, more than 20 years later, we are still striving for that! [laughs]

		

		THE UNDERGROUND EXPLODES When we got to play out of state, even crossing the bridge to play in New Jersey was a big deal. Playing the Day of Death fest in Buffalo in 1990 was very memorable. We actually made a few trips up there for fests, with Cannibal Corpse, Autopsy and others. It was packed, all underground bands, sort of like a mini-Woodstock for the scene at the time. A lot of the bands had not even put out their first record yet. The scene was just exploding, but it was small enough that if you were into it and you had the demos, this was the show to be at. People came from all over the place. This was obviously before the Internet, so it was all word of mouth through the underground. Just a whole roster of unsigned bands. Today, it’s like pulling teeth to get people to come out, even with the Internet.

		This is around the time that thrash was starting to get a little corny, and you were seeing those bands less and less. Also around this time Death had put out Leprosy, and we booked a show for them at Streets along with Prime Evil. When a show like that was completely packed out, or a death metal show at L’Amour’s in Brooklyn, then you knew things were really changing. People were starting to catch on. Thrash was still going OK, some people were into the newer albums from Vio-lence and Testament, but it lost its appeal to us as we were getting into the more heavier stuff.

		

		Doug Cerrito (Suffocation)

		

		ON THE ISLAND THEN, THINGS WERE SCARCE

		

		When we started on Long Island at the time [in the late 1980s], you could count all the other death metal bands on your fingers. The only other one I can recall was Sorrow, who were called Apparition at the time. There was still a transition period from thrash and speed metal, and although there were bands that had hints of death metal, it was still not there. Bands like Death would come through and we would get to open the shows, so we got to know the club owners at places like the Sundance, which was the best club around at the time. On the Island then, things were scarce. I mean, we had a scene, because when national acts came through the shows would be packed. It was more that there were just not many local bands. We opened the Death and Carcass tour in the summer of 1990, and the Some Tours Were Meant to Stay Underground tour that came through later that year with Sepultura, Obituary and Sadus. Shortly after that the Sundance went under. Another place we had was called the Right Track Inn, which was more like a bar with a stage. We would bring in friends’ bands to play there in return for bringing us out of state. Deceased was bringing us to Washington and Virginia, so we brought them up here, and did the same thing for bands like Malevolent Creation, Ripping Corpse, Human Remains and Cannibal Corpse.

		Our first out-of-state show was going down to Washington, D. C., to play with Deceased, to play this place called the Safari Club. It was a great show; Deceased had a great following then. To go out of town and play a show to more than a hundred kids then was out of hand. Packing up the van for the first time and heading down there, we were all giddy, without a doubt. We really had no clue at the time we were on the edge of anything, ‘cause even when we were a demo band, before bands like Deicide and Obituary started coming around, we just thought they were huge; we just thought everybody was big who had an album out. That’s how closed-in we were here on the Island. There just weren’t really any other bands to talk to here, to find out how things went in the industry.

		

		Sparky Voyles (ex-Misery Index, ex-Dying Fetus)

		

		DEATH WAS CERTAIN, THRASH WAS NOT

		

		Around 1987 to 1988 I noticed the term “death metal” started popping up in metal magazines and fanzines. I started going to shows around then, and I’d buy any fanzine I could get my hands on, because that was primarily how you found out about new bands at the time. One cool zine from our area that was pretty important was called Disposable Underground, from Virginia, by a guy named Rich Johnson. I think the first death metal show I went to was in the summer of 1989, when I finally saw Deceased play a house party in Maryland.

		I remember going to a record store in the area then called Kemp Mill Records in Greenbelt [MD], where I picked up an issue of Kerrang. Inside there were these letters printed that outlined a sort of war between the death metal kids and the thrash kids. Sort of like a, “Ahh, thrash is dead, thrash is old and tired—death metal is the new thing” kind of debate. It piqued my interest, and I noticed how it was unfolding locally. I remember a notable thrash band from Virginia called Medussa. Their bass player, Pete, could not stand anything associated with death metal, and would lament how, “Man, all these deathy-kids are coming to our show now, blah blah, I can’t stand bands like Grave.” It was just like, dude, whatever, it’s still metal, you know!?

		

		THE D. C./BALTIMORE SCENE It was around that time that heavier tours started coming through the D. C. and Baltimore area. There’d be mixed-bag tours with thrash and death metal bands on the same bill, and you could tell the newer bands were trying to take the sound past the borderline-thrash that was already established. A bunch of the tours would stop by places like the old 9:30 Club in Washington, D.C., as well as the Bayou in Georgetown [in D.C.]. However, those places were 21+ shows, which is why other spots like the Safari Club [in Northwest D. C.] began to thrive. That is the place were underage kids like myself could go and see all kinds of heavy bands from hardcore to thrash to death metal. The first show I saw there was Forbidden, Sacred Reich and, I think, Forced Entry. That show was in the summer of 1989. The owner there was this Ethiopian guy named Haille, and he would serve beer to anyone—he didn’t care how old you were. The shows were mostly afternoon matinees on the weekend, and you could go in there as a teenager and get smashed. Sometimes, after the metal show, they would have the go-go show. I was actually at one metal show that ran late one night, and while we were all heading outside the club, the go-go crowd was coming in. So you got all the fans rolling out from a death metal show, and a brawl erupts, and I ended up getting jumped. It was a particularly murderous time in D. C., with the crack wars in full effect and over 500 murders a year. Despite that, for the most part, it was a cool place for everyone, and Deceased would play there a lot and bring in other bands from out of the area. For the kids from the suburbs, driving in blind trying to find the place, it was always an adventure. No Google maps; you just rolled into the ’hood and hoped nothing bad happened.

		Sometimes, these places would just pop up, like Amigos’ Taco House in Virginia. Also, there were hall shows, or party houses that would have shows, like the notorious Indestroy house in Aspen Hill, Maryland. It was actually where the band Indestroy lived, and they would have regular weekend shows in the house where they would pack 300 people inside. It was crazy because the house was in a residential neighborhood, and it was three levels plus a basement. People would line the street just to get in, and there’d end up being 100 people packed in a basement that should probably have no more than 30 or 40 people. The cops pretty much left them alone, although I recall one time they showed up and gave my friend a ticket when he tried to serve them a beer from the keg!

		Up in Baltimore, we had Hammerjacks, Club K in Essex, and the Rage. South of there in Pasadena, Maryland, there was a club called the Network, where I remember seeing Slayer on the South of Heaven tour in 1988. In Brandywine [in southern Maryland] there was this sort of roadhouse joint called Wilmer’s Park that was famous in the 1960s for Motown singers like James Brown to play. The cool thing about that place was that they had both indoor and outdoor stages, and you could roll down with a load of beer in your trunk, or a few extra people, and pull right up. It was similar to the Safari Club because they didn’t care how old you were; they would serve beer to anyone. There were tons of cool shows there from Suffocation, Malevolent Creation and Cannibal Corpse, to the Relapse/Nuclear Blast festival in the early ’90s called the Nuclear Fest [June 19th, 1993].

		

		THE MILWAUKEE METALFEST ROADTRIPS We traveled a lot for shows then. It was always easy to cruise up to Philadelphia, and a few times we even made the trip out to the infamous Milwaukee Metalfest at the Eagle’s Auditorium in Milwaukee. I recall going to that from 1993 to 1995, and then later with Dying Fetus from 1998 to 2000. The festival started in the late ’80s, by this guy named Jack Koshick, who was a WWF promoter. At that point in time, there were not a tremendous amount of tours happening in North America, and he would bring bands from all over the U. S. and Europe, and make it a focal point. People would come from far and wide to see bands that they could never see otherwise in their hometown. However, it kind of sucked in a way, because most of the opening bands were forced to sell tickets. For example, a band that came from 1,500 miles away was required to sell 20 tickets at 50 bucks a head, and then get stuck playing at 11 a. m. on a Saturday morning when the only people in the building would be the janitors. But at least they could get in free and see a bunch of bands they liked, I guess. Also, sometimes bands would be advertised that were never even supposed to play the festival! With no Internet then, and no way to verify it, you just had to take it as faith that it was real. Sometimes you showed up and realized you got hoodwinked, but you were already there and you were hammered, so you just focused on having a good time anyway. You’d meet friends from all over the place, and you’d walk into the main ballroom there, and get to see a band like Morbid Angel playing in front of 5,000 people. Back in your hometown, you’d see death metal bands at your local club, but usually in front of a few hundred people. Most people would stay across the street from the venue, at the Ambassador Hotel, which was notable for Jeffrey Dahmer having done some dirty business there a few years earlier. Next to the hotel was a convenience store where you could stock up on beer, but a weird anomaly about the city, as it is “brew city,” is that you couldn’t buy beer at stores after 9 p. m., so we got screwed a few times on that one. But it was OK, because next door the Ambassador Hotel bar would be stocked with metalheads, and it wouldn’t be uncommon to see a door ripped off its hinges, or a TV smashed on the ground outside.
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		Ed Farshtey (Book of Armageddon zine, ex-Roadrunner and Rage Records)

		

		ARMAGEDDON DAYS, NYC

		

		I started The Book of Armageddon in 1985 with my friend Mark Sokoll, who was in the band Terminal Confusion from New York. Back then we just began contacting different bands we were into, like Death, Celtic Frost, Bathory and Dark Angel, just for the hell of it. Then, when a bunch of them actually got back to us, we decided to put out the zine. It went good, but by the second issue Mark pretty much bowed out. So the second and third issues I ended up doing by myself, and by the fourth, my friend Imran Malik came aboard to help out. He was good friends with Voivod, so that helped with getting them in the zine. The Book of Armageddon was available around the city, in places like It’s Only Rock and Roll, Bleecker Bob’s, Venus Records, Butterfly, Slipped Disc on Long Island, Generation Records, et cetera, and I would also send them out of state, to places like Ace’s Records in Tampa and Wild Rags in L. A. I would sell them at shows, like back in the day at L’Amour’s in Brooklyn. We would show up there at like 12 in the afternoon, hang out all day and meet the bands. We would bring copies of the zine and hope to sell them fast, because if we had to hold on to them all night they would end up getting ripped up! Nearly all the metal shows at the time would go through L’Amour’s, but there were a few other places like Studio 54, The Ritz, Irving Plaza, and even CBGB’s would sometimes do a metal show. But at L’Amour’s it seemed every week there was a big metal show coming through.

		As far as death metal, that term started getting used after Possessed and Death came around, about 1985 or 1986. Before then, it was just thrash, speed or power metal. But the sound and the terminology just sort of evolved from thrash metal, when the music became more tuned down, and the vocals and lyrics got more Satanic. I loved the vocals when I heard them. I preferred thrash, but I loved a good death metal vocalist. When death metal started out, I actually liked a lot of it, all of the early stuff like Possessed, Obituary, Autopsy and Morgoth. But later on, by the ’90s, so much of it was starting to sound alike and there were just so many bands that I started to drift away from it a bit. In New York, the thrash scene just sort of melded into the death metal scene, and even though we still loved our thrash bands, we were very much into death metal when it arrived. An Overkill show one night and an Obituary show the next. There was no separation in the scene yet, except for maybe when it came to hardcore and punk. Later on in the ’90s, it became more divided, usually between what was left of thrash, black metal and death metal.

		By early 1990, I stopped doing the zine when I began working at Roadrunner Records. That was the best time to work at the label. I knew half of the bands that were getting signed then, like Malevolent Creation, Suffocation, Immolation, Sorrow and Gorguts. Those were excellent times, meeting bands like Pestilence and Sepultura, and getting to work with them too. At the label, I was working with the press at first, and then later I was working in retail for a little over a year. After death metal was popular, they signed a lot of bands. Too many bands. But basically they capitalized on the genre really well, right when it was popular. By 1993 it was starting to dwindle in their eyes, as it did in the rest of the scene. But also while at Roadrunner, I and my friend Joe Pupo started Rage Records, and we used the contacts from Roadrunner to start sending out promotions. We ended up doing eight 7"es for bands like Prime Evil, Exmortis and Revenant, as well as running a sizable distro. But at that time, just like with the saturation of bands, there were also a lot of small, independent labels, and that just exploded by the mid-’90s. There were just too many bands, and not enough people at the shows. Just like what happened to regular heavy metal in the ’80s.

		

		King Fowley (Deceased, October 31)

		

		WASHINGTON, D. C., LATE ’80S

		

		One of the first places we ever played with Deceased was in Washington, D. C., at the Safari Club, on 5th Street NW. It was in a terrible location, and I remember doing shows opening up for bands from Maryland like Indestroy and Iron Man. The shows there in the late ’80s were nuts, because they’d do the metal shows until about 1 a.m., but right after that the go-go dance shows would come right in and party all night. By the way, go-go is a style of urban music, based on funk, found primarily in the Washington, D. C., area. So the metal show would end, and all the metalheads would pile out into the street and pass by the go-go crowd waiting to go in. Some nights would be bad, with people getting rocks and bricks thrown at them, but it worked out. It was funny: one night the drummer for the go-go band EU—Experience Unlimited—who I actually went to high school with, was surprised by my drums, saying, “Hey, look at him … he got double-kick!”

		We’d just get thrown together with bands we didn’t know, and we all became friends from playing out together. Our guitarist Mark [Adams] was the one talking to clubs and booking shows at the time; I was just running around crazy. But once we got in there and did well, the clubs kept wanting us back. Eventually I remember playing the old Bayou in D. C. and packing the place with 500–600 people. After the show, with Thud and Medussa, Lois, the lady that booked the shows there, handed us $3,000.

		We had a pretty solid following and we tried to build on it. Although the Safari Club was the place where a lot of shows would go, it sucked because there was always shootings outside the club. You couldn’t expand on that place because half the crowd would not even come out to that area. Later on, the shows eventually switched from there to a smaller place on U Street called the Asylum.

		We tried to play a lot in D. C., but we’d also play parties in Virginia. This redneck dude named Ricky Footes out in Falls Church, Virginia would let us play his basement. I mean hundreds of people; bikers, pagans, free shows, kegs, fights, whatever. To this day the craziest shit ever. I am talking circle pits in the basement with dog shit, laundry and clothes flying everywhere. It was so hot in that place I would hallucinate, seeing schools of fish coming out all over the floor. Great times.

		We brought down a lot of bands to D.C. at the time, trying to build the scene. We got shows for Suffocation, Corpus Rottus, Skeletal Earth, False Prophet, Atrocity from Connecticut, Ripping Corpse, Revenant. We also did these matinee shows at this place called the BBQ Iguana, also in D. C. on the corner of 14th and P Street. You’d just give the venue $100, and everything that came in the door was yours to keep. They’d have a sound guy there for you, and you had like three or four hours to do your show. At the time, it was either us doing the shows, or the old 9:30 Club. We really tried to help out the local scene, playing with local bands like Abominog, Morbius, Morticious and 32 Mildreds, but it was really a hardcore punk scene in D. C. The metal scene picked up on that DIY approach as well. We even played with hardcore bands, usually from the Sterling [Virginia] area, bands like Psychotic Symptoms, L. D. Kids, or thrash shows with the guys from Medussa and Silence. We’d get the MDC and Agnostic Front records off them, and they’d get the Artillery and Blessed Death albums from us. Trade off. We’d all smoke weed together and hang out. We had shows called “show up and throw up”; the crazier the better. Everyone just showed up and did their thing, you know? It all lasted a good 8 years, into the ’90s, until everyone got older and things slowed down. The Bayou closed down, the 9:30 Club moved to a big room, club Asylum closed. Speaking of Asylum, we were actually the last band to ever play there. We were on stage getting ready, when the cops showed up and shut the club down.

		

		John Gallagher (Dying Fetus)

		

		THERE WERE NO BOUNDARIES YET

		

		I started to hear the music being called “death metal” by the late ’80s. Around 1987 or 1988 it came to be a more distinct genre. Possessed had a song and a demo called Death Metal that came out in 1984, but so did Onslaught on their album The Force, which came out in 1985. Of course, those songs weren’t yet what death metal was to become later on, and it took bands like Death and Obituary to really make death metal “sound” like death metal, as something separate from speed metal and thrash. So for me, the “cookie monster” vocals, so to speak, were what eventually separated it from more extreme forms of thrash, along with the detuned guitars. However, from the other side you had bands like Napalm Death taking the crossover to new levels of speed as well, and that eventually creeped into death metal. I really became aware of the direction things were going when I was over at a friend’s house one night in early 1990, and he’d just gotten a bunch of the Earache releases that were licensed to Combat at the time. I distinctly remember hearing all on the same night Carcass’ Symphonies of Sickness, Terrorizer’s World Downfall and Morbid Angel’s Altars of Madness. That is when I thought, “Wow, there really is a movement towards a new sound going on.” That first wave of Earache bands, especially with the release of the Grindcrusher compilation, was a real watershed.

		For me personally, the pivotal moment was when I bought Leprosy from Death. It was also the subject matter: it was all very depressing, and of course everything was about death and dying. It was both fucked up and cool at the same time. At that point, everything was on this trajectory to getting more and more brutal, and it became increasingly hard to go back to thrash metal. It just felt like death metal was somehow more new and interesting, and it was still more of an “open book” with what you could do with it. However, even as things have progressed to what they are today, I still look back at those classic death metal albums and the ones that matter still hold up today. Good riffs are timeless in that way. When I finally saw those bands live, that’s when you really saw the intensity of what was going on. In 1990, I remember going to see Death at the Bayou in Washington, D. C.; I think they’d just released Spiritual Healing. Carcass were supporting them, and I think they were out for Symphonies of Sickness. To see Carcass play was a real eye-opening experience for me. They weren’t the tightest of bands then, but to see someone actually play blast beats in the live setting for the first time made quite an impact, because there weren’t many drummers in the world even attempting to play that fast. Going to that concert also showed me that there was a real underground out there. It was hard to bond with other death metal heads then, at least in suburban Maryland, so seeing a packed crowd moshing and going crazy was impressive. That show made me realize there were other people out there who liked this shit too, so you felt an instant camaraderie. I was a metalhead from the early ’80s, into bands like Judas Priest, and then the thrash later. But this was different—the music seemed more interesting to play, because there were no boundaries yet. The style was more or less being invented at the time, and there were so many new ways to go with the songwriting.

		

		Vince Matthews (Criminal Element, ex-Dying Fetus, Sadistic Torment)

		

		THE EARLY MID-ATLANTIC SCENE

		

		Around 1989, the New York, Philly and D. C. scenes were all very active among each other. Florida was exploding as well, but it was simply too far to trade shows, so the scene here became very tight-knit around places like G. Willikers in New Jersey and the Safari Club in D. C., as well as at house parties and various clubs in D. C., Baltimore, North Jersey and New York City. The bands that were doing a lot of shows were Rottrevore, Deceased, Human Remains, Nokturnel, Apparition—later Sorrow, Goreaphobia, Suffocation, Immolation and more. It was still really just considered a metal scene, because locally the death bands like Deceased and Exmortis were still sharing and trading shows with thrash bands, and in the D. C./ Baltimore area there was still a thrash scene thriving around bands like Indestroy, Silence, Skeleton, Ironchrist, Cutthroat, Desecration, Oblivion, Medussa and more. Everyone was still playing together. But by 1991 when death metal was a household name, there was then an identifiable, separate death metal scene. The thrash scene didn’t have a chance at that point, so with the change of the decade, [it] faded fast. Maryland also had a big doom scene, but they just seemed to stay away from everyone, up in the mountains somewhere, until Hellhound records exposed them to the world.

		But in the late ’80s, it was all about the house parties and the hall shows. It was a strong underground scene like that for about five years or so, because no clubs wanted to have a band play where the singer was up there “growling and screaming.” It was always the biggest complaint then: they’d be like, “I can’t understand what he is saying. No way this crap is going to play my venue.” No one would book death metal bands, even though shows at places like the band Indestroy’s house would easily bring in over 200–300 people. I actually lived there for a year at one point, and the parties were legendary. Even with the thrash bands, they were mostly still singing, so they were more accepted despite the heavy music. Death metal was just too over the top with the vocals to many people when it first appeared, and that turned a lot of people off. Of course bands like Possessed were starting to make inroads and taking things to the next level, but I think it was not really until 1989 when Sepultura released Beneath the Remains that things really began to change. Having that album come out when it did, with that Scott Burns production, really separated them from what was up until that point a lot of primitive attempts at death metal. They just got it right with that album, and it really set a standard. The same with Morbid Angel: they just had this professionalism that gave death metal even more credibility in the late ’80s, when it was still new to a lot of people who were just into thrash.

		

		ROAD TRIPS TO JERSEY AND PENNSYLVANIA A place we used to make road trips to was G. Willikers, in Pennsauken, New Jersey, across from Philadelphia. My first trip up there was with Deceased, who had a show booked with Goreaphobia and Apparition. That club was amazing, just so many good shows, and it reminded me a bit of the Safari Club in D. C. in a way. It was kind of a dive, with a stage about only one foot off the ground. It was kind of where the Philly scene and the Jersey scene crossed over, with bands sharing shows there, like Nokturnel, Vicious Circle, Damonacy and more. The only thing was that eventually the Nazi kids started coming out to the death metal shows and stirring shit up. I remember one time Internal Bleeding came down from Long Island to play in 1993, and those Nazi kids were fucking with them about their singer at the time, who was a black guy. That really put a bad vibe on things because they’d start fights, and after a while no one really wanted to drive up there anymore. But when it was good, it was good.

		Across the state, Pittsburgh was cool, because that’s where bands like Rottrevore, Nunslaughter and Mythic were from. The shows were OK, but it always ended up being more fun after the show, because the people were very down to earth, very blue collar and nice. The city was beautiful and the trips up there to places like the Electric Banana, as well as to this cool shop called Eide’s, were all very memorable. So, within that little stretch right there of Jersey, Philly, Pittsburgh and Washington, D.C., we had about ten bands that were doing very good and trading shows constantly with each other. In Maryland, Exmortis started off very good; they could easily have been the Morbid Angel from our area if they had managed to work things out. I remember seeing them at a house show in someone’s fucking living room, and I was just blown away.

		

		BALTIMORE, D. C., AND THE 9:30 CLUB A few other places I remember popping up in the Baltimore area in the early ’90s were the Polka Inn, the Rage and Club K out in Essex. In D. C. there was the BBQ Iguana, the Safari Club, the Asylum and of course the old 9:30 Club, which was kind of a hard place to get into for a local death metal show. They did all the thrash tours for a while, like the Celtic Frost, Nuclear Assault and Kreator tours that would come through, but they were more known for the punk scene, with bands like Scream and Bad Brains. I remember at one point, the 9:30 Club was stamping the concertgoers at the door with this little skeleton-shaped stamp, and when we found out about it we got the same little stamp somewhere out in Virginia, so when that Sepultura/ Obituary/Sadus show came through in 1990, we brought it along and ended up stamping all kinds of people into the show outside the club! We were trouble back then. But I remember you’d walk into the club, and they had this long-ass hallway just to get to the front door all the way in the back, and I recall that place always smelled like feet, like a fucking locker room. But once you were inside, it was just a great setup, and an amazing vibe. It was dark, and it was perfect for shows, except that there was this large metal pole right in front of the stage that people would often smack into if the pit ended up getting crazy. There were a lot of good memories there, because you could go right around back and hang out with the bands in the alley behind the place. However, by 1990 and 1991, when death metal was getting popular and the labels starting putting money into it, then the tours moved on to a bigger venue called the Bayou, in Georgetown. I think the first death metal show they had there was the Death and Carcass tour in 1990.

		

		THE DAY OF DEATH, 1990 One memorable show that until this day stands as among the greatest ever was the first Day of Death. It was held up in Buffalo in October of 1990. Just look at the bill: Autopsy, Cannibal Corpse, Baphomet, Immolation, Deceased, Suffocation, Mortician, Goreaphobia, and more. It was historic by today’s standards, but the thing is nearly all of those bands then were still relatively unknown and unsigned. The exceptions were Cannibal Corpse, because Eaten Back to Life had just come out only a few months before, and Autopsy had put out their first album [Severed Survival] in 1989. I drove up there with a crew from the D. C. area along with Deceased, and after we got stuck in a blizzard in the Pennsylvania mountains, we finally made it. It was the first festival that I can remember which was completely dedicated to the death metal underground. I think even the guys from Carcass might have been there, but they didn’t play. You could tell the future for this music was going to be good, because the place was just packed out with hundreds of people. Death metal was still being introduced as a distinct genre in metal then, and having an event like that somehow gave the death metal underground a sense of its own identity.

		I remember there wasn’t really much food around backstage, so King [from Deceased] and I went out and robbed every convenience store in the area, and brought back a ton of food for the bands. I think at the end of the night we even had a food fight with all the leftovers! Another thing was the guys from Suffocation got kicked out for drinking—twice! They snuck back in and were taking sips of beer, trying to stay out of sight.

		The thing was, since the lineup was all death metal, you didn’t have those other type of metalheads around, like narrow-minded thrash kids who might say, “Ah, this death shit sucks … whatever.” So you had this energy in the room where everyone just loved it. It was at that special time when the underground was really united behind all the bands, because just a few years after that you had all the different sub-genres sprouting up that divided the underground into even more factions. But that’s what happens to every genre eventually, I suppose.

		

		Dave Witte (Municipal Waste, ex-Human Remains, ex-Burnt By the Sun)

		

		AFTER WE WERE DONE PLAYING, THEY COULDN’T SAY ANYTHING

		

		Back then [in the early 1990s], the scene around New Jersey had a few important venues. There was this place called Murphy’s Law in Long Branch, which actually dissolved around the time Human Remains started. Bands like Deceased, Immolation, Ripping Corpse and Prime Evil would always play there. Another place was called Faces in Keansburg, New Jersey, where we’d play regularly with bands like Damonacy, Ripping Corpse, Brutal Truth, Incantation, Suffocation, Morpheus and Revenant. There was also the Café Bar in Long Branch. One thing I remember is that we’d find ourselves constantly sharing the bill with Nokturnel. They were our bros; I think we played with them more than anyone. The weird thing is, with Human Remains we started crossing over to the hardcore scene a bit earlier than everyone else. We were guys that wore jams, striped shirts and had short hair, you know? Everyone else had the leather jackets, black jeans and long hair. Sometimes we’d walk into the club where we were playing and they would laugh at us, but after we were done playing they couldn’t say anything. They weren’t ready then for some normal-looking dudes to bust out some crazy music. On the other hand, we would play these hardcore shows with bands like One King Down or Earth Crisis, and it was almost the same thing as a metal show, or sort of the same reaction. I would walk in the club with two kick drums and they would be like, “Ah, look at this … metal!” But when we’d get done playing, everybody would love it. That world accepted us somehow; it was really strange. That was the first time I saw people moshing the “kung fu” shit, around ’91. I’m pretty sure that style was born in New Jersey, to be honest with you.

		

		Tom Stevens (Nokturnel)

		

		THEY WERE SOME OF THE BEST DAYS THE UNDERGROUND EVER SAW

		

		I remember there being quite the divide between NJ and NY back in the early days. Most of us got along, but looking at bands from NY, like Mortician or Suffocation, compared to NJ like Nokturnel, Ripping Corpse or Human Remains, although we had different personalities, we were still more alike than different. Closer to the mid-’80s, before I knew any of the above-mentioned bands, it seemed like all metalheads were dying to meet each other. There was unity. We were a rare breed. When the first heavy demos were appearing and tape trading was the thing, metalheads appreciated shows and bands much more than they did later on in the ’90s—and forget about what it all turned into today. When we began playing shows with Nokturnel, the scene was tiny. Most of us knew the names of every person inside the club we were playing. The only exceptions were the demo bands from a few years earlier, who grew to be more well known and were already touring. Those tours that would then come through created a much more competitive edge in the scene. It became a race to reach out to promoters and see who could get on the bill to open the show.

		As for the venues, L’Amour’s in Brooklyn was my home away from home. That was a bit before I began playing shows, and the shows there were legendary. For NJ, G. Willikers in South Jersey had a lot of underground shows and many bands, from Virginia up to New York, would often come to play together there. Back then we bitched about how things could be better, but looking back now, they were some of the best days the underground ever saw.

		

		ON THE LEGACY OF JL AMERICA RECORDS This is not going to look right on paper, but it was a fucked up thing that I can look at now as “too little, too late … but not bad.” When JL America appeared [in 1992], and after we got signed, they were doing a ton of promo, yet they were still getting a lot of low blows. There were comments like, “Most of those bands suck, that label ain’t shit, what a stupid name,” blah blah blah. Look at some of the names on their early roster, whether from a license deal or otherwise: Nokturnel, Morpheus Descends, Immortal, Acheron, Impaled Nazarene, Beherit, et cetera. The label started off with a bang, but when they fizzled, a lot of their bands eventually went on to do bigger things. Bands like Immortal and Beherit really took a lot of shit back then only to be worshiped in later years. JL brought some great bands to people’s stereos, and since most of the bands on the label also did nothing but talk shit about them, it all looked totally rotten.

		However, now look at things. Beherit went total kvlt. Immortal went to the top. My own record is looked at as legendary, and tons of fans still hunt down used copies or whatever they can get today. Many JL bands are remembered and many still play today. Extreme metal became a money maker for indie labels and the scene exploded. It was awesome.

		JL was rumored to have been left hanging until they went bankrupt by Relativity Records, who was their distributor. Osmose Records was also rumored to have really turned on JL for reasons I know nothing about. So, as things often go in music, what was once under appreciated, or even mocked, ended up being the kind of thing collectors go nuts for. It was just another label with releases that are today still somewhat remembered, despite being overshadowed by much bigger competitors.
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		Drew Elliott (Artist)

		

		THE NICEST SCENE THERE EVER WAS

		

		I can’t remember how the Exmortis guys actually got ahold of me, but I got to be pretty good friends with those guys. We would travel often to shows together back then. I remember when we drove up to Streets [on November 18th, 1989] in New Rochelle, NY, to see Napalm Death’s first U. S. show, with Immolation and Revenant … I remember we ended up getting stranded there for an extra day because the car broke down.

		For me, that whole scene at the time was also a rebirth for my own interest in metal. When I lived in L. A., I was listening more to punk, but being back and hanging around those guys really rekindled my interest in metal. By that time, they were definitely calling the music death metal. Bands like Morbid Angel were already established, and locally in the Philadelphia area we had a record store called Rock and Roll Plus that helped the scene a lot. The store was located on South Street; it was the place where you went for underground metal CDs, vinyl, and demos. This was around 1989 and 1990. A local promoter named Annie Bowman worked at that store, who booked the shows over at G. Willikers in New Jersey. That club was huge for the local scene. I am not sure what the capacity was, but I remember seeing Carcass there on the Symphonies of Sickness tour and it was unbelievable. Many bands stopped there, from Godflesh and Napalm Death to the Sepultura/Obituary tour in 1990. I saw Deceased a bunch of times there. I didn’t drive back then, so I guess I was just lucky enough to know people who could help me get over there. All this sort of coincided with the Exmortis project, and I just loved the fucking scene then. I remember the Exmortis guys came up for that Carcass show [in August of 1990], and then right after, we went down to see them open up for Death at the Bayou in Washington, D. C.

		Still to this day, the bands and people [back then] made up the nicest scene there ever was. The kids were just so excited about the music then, and I have never really encountered an attitude quite like it since. All those dudes did then was talk about demos of their friends’ bands, and it was all really unselfish because the guys would talk more about other people’s bands than their own. It was always like, “Oh my god, check out this band!” I just don’t really see that anymore. No one was concerned about getting signed; people first and foremost were just happy to be doing what they were doing.

		

		John McEntee (Incantation, Funerus, ex-Revenant, ex-Mortician)

		

		THERE JUST WASN’T A LOT OF DEATH METAL BANDS

		

		At the time [in the early ’90s], the New York/New Jersey scene wasn’t really competitive, because I was already friends with the bands I was really into, like Immolation and Goreaphobia. Even bands like Suffocation, who were more technical, and Profanatica, who were more black metal, were friends. The bands were always doing shows together and would support each other to the end, and even though bands like Suffocation were different, they were always cool. On our end, I guess we had more of a “primitive” death metal clique, and maybe there was some competition with other bands, but we never noticed or cared about it.

		In North Jersey around 1990 and 1991, we played periodically at this club called Studio One in Newark. I remember doing shows there with Pungent Stench, and again I think with Entombed, Ripping Corpse and Exhorder. [It was the kind of place where] you’d often get stuck playing with poser bands … who were all over the place then. If we wanted a show at Studio One, you sometimes had to share the stage with bands like American Angel or whoever. At the time, there just wasn’t a lot of death metal bands. We’d be lucky sometimes to get Revenant or Immolation to play. Outside of that we’d often hit this place called G. Willikers in Pennsauken, South Jersey, which was a much more underground-based club. A girl named Annie Bowman used to put on shows there, and bring the touring bands in as well. She booked great shows for the time, bands like Hellwitch, Nuclear Death and others that I would know through trading demos. The fact that they were playing so close was incredible and meant a lot to me. She was a diligent promoter, getting underground bands like Rottrevore and Necrophile to play, and then some of the bigger tours would stop by as well like the one with Bolt Thrower, Sacrifice and Believer, as well as the 1990 Death and Carcass tour.

		

		Tony Lazaro (Vital Remains)

		

		SO WHERE IS PROVIDENCE?

		

		Around ’89 to ’90, our local scene in Rhode Island was small, but decent. We used to play a lot of hall shows, like the VFWs and stuff. The places where the veterans just go hang out and drink cheap beer, tell war stories and sit around and swear a lot. We played those joints, but after a while they started to get wind of our shows, because people would come in and start destroying the place. So we played all these halls in New England, in places like Attleboro, Massachusetts, ‘cause we were right on the state line there. It was like, either the clubs wanted glam rock or we were just too satanic. It was all DIY: just rent the hall, pass out fliers, charge $5 at the door, have the show, and literally like 400–500 kids would show up and just go crazy. We couldn’t get “real” gigs, so eventually we just decided to go to the venues, rent the place, contact the bands we liked, and bring them to town.

		The first band I did was Morbid Angel in 1989, and that became a legendary show. We did the show at this place called the Church House Inn, in downtown Providence, Rhode Island. It was an old burlesque theater, and the lady that rented it was an old burlesque dancer, and I remember her sons were all connected to the mob somehow. I remember going in there, and they were like, “You got some balls coming in here, kid. Who the fuck are you?” It’s still a strip bar to this day, but back then, there was the big lady in charge, and she had a couple of big sons. So I went to them, and they were like, “Give us $500 and you can have the room.” So when Morbid Angel came up, we packed this place with like 600 kids, and we had Vital Remains open up. After that, it was either we’d influence a promoter to do the show, or do it ourselves. I remember shortly after that my friends and I brought the Death and Carcass tour in 1990 to the same venue.

		Later, we talked a promoter into fronting a bunch of money to bring Deicide up on the Legion tour. I just looked at the record sleeve and saw they were on Roadrunner Records, so I called up their office asking for Glen Benton! I told them I was a promoter in Providence, and they were like, “OK … so where is Providence?” I replied, “In Rhode Island,” so they said, “Oh, OK,” and it was crazy because they actually gave me Glen Benton’s home phone number. So I called Glen, and he was like, “Who’s this? Oh … OK … what do you need?” So he put me in touch with their booking agent and the label sent me a big promo package of Deicide CDs. Soon after, they came to town, and then Obituary after that. So by taking the initiative, and doing it ourselves, we got the bands we liked to play in our city.

		

		Danny Nelson (Malignancy)

		

		THE HANGMAN’S BALL

		

		One show I particularly remember was Kreator, Biohazard and Morgoth, at the Marquee on March 15, 1991. I went specifically to see Morgoth. That’s how it started around here: they would throw a death metal band on to open a bigger thrash bill. That just kept happening until it reached this boiling point. I remember this festival in the city at the time, a one-day fest called The Hangman’s Ball. It was at the Ritz on March 14th, 1992. It was the best: Immolation, Suffocation, Gorguts, Massacre and Brutal Truth, right before their first album was released. So there were all these death metal bands, and they had Nuclear Assault headlining. Towards the end, when they started playing, almost the entire place emptied out. Those guys were insanely pissed off. I mean, I stayed because I love Nuclear Assault, I grew up on that stuff, so I was like, “this sucks,” you know? It was a great show and Nuclear Assault were like the cherry on the cake. But I guess it was not death metal, so nobody wanted to stick around. I have a friend who was at the same show, roadieing for Nuclear Assault, and he said it was more or less on that night when Nuclear Assault decided they were going to call it a day. They were mad at Lilker for doing Brutal Truth, and they were making fun of them, like “That shit is never gonna go anywhere.” They started drifting further apart and then eventually decided to call it quits.

		

		Chris Pervelis (Internal Bleeding)

		

		ONCE UPON A TIME ON LONG ISLAND

		

		After Suffocation, say by 1993 and ’94, you had some really amazing bands on Long Island—Necrosis, Embryonic Death and Afterbirth come to mind. Things were off the hook. Shows were good, lots of kids showed up and generally things were great. After 1994, more bands formed and things grew exponentially. There was some amazing stuff coming out of our corner of the world: radio shows, zines, compilation tapes, labels, et cetera. There was a lot of unity amongst bands, but there was also a good dose of serious competition too. This wasn’t a bad thing at all; it made every band strive to be the best they could be, and it elevated the music incredibly. There was always a bruised ego here and there, a few harsh words spoken and some trash talking, but in the end, everyone hung together and made it work. At one point we were sharing a rehearsal space with Necrosis and Pyrexia and we used to hold shows in our warehouse studio there. Those were some of the best times we had.

		As far as clubs were concerned in the early period, you had Sparks and Sundance. After that, the owner of Sundance opened the Roxy, which became a great venue for death metal bands. The owner, Frank Cariola, was very open to death metal, and as long as kids showed up, he was game for anything. He let me put on a few killer festivals. We had plenty of college radio support as well from SUNY Stony Brook Radio and Adelphi radio, who were both very supportive and always having bands stop by.

		As far as record stores, there were four big ones: Slipped Disc, Looney Tunes, Uncle Phil’s and None of the Above, owned by one of the members of Sorrow, Brett Clarin. I used to work Saturdays at None of the Above, as it was great promo for the store and the band.

		When the Roxy closed due to a lawsuit in which we were involved—a kid broke his neck at our show and sued—the scene pretty much dried up, as there was really nowhere to go.

		

		Alex Webster (Cannibal Corpse)

		

		BUILDING A SCENE, IN BUFFALO AND BEYOND

		

		When Cannibal Corpse had been together about three weeks, I remember seeing Death on the Leprosy tour. This was the first full U. S. run they made, a few months before the Dark Angel tour that followed. I ended up seeing them about four times on that album. This time it was in Rochester, and there was maybe 150–200 people. Death was still really underground at that time. They did a great show, and I remember Chuck was wearing a shirt for a band called Prime Evil, another New York band that was pretty underground. It had a really cool-looking logo, and we thought, “If Chuck likes it, it must be killer.” Later, we somehow tracked their demo down and it had the contact information, so we invited them to come play in Buffalo. However, we ended up planning shows for both us and Deicide as well. In 1990, after we made friends with Deicide during the Eaten Back to Life recordings, they moved up to Buffalo for a few months just to try living in New York for a bit. So we booked four shows with them that summer, in Rochester, Syracuse, Buffalo and Pittsburgh. It was cool, but after a while they were running low on cash and ended up moving back to Florida. Later, Prime Evil returned the favor and we went down to Brooklyn and did a show with those guys at L’Amour’s, along with Revenant and some hardcore bands. In New York at that time, there were a lot of Cro-Mags-type bands, which was cool, because it was hard to make a full-on death metal show in those days, so they had mostly crossover gigs in the city.

		We ended up bringing a bunch of bands to Buffalo, because we were friends with the local promoter, and eventually encouraged her to bring Bloodfeast up as well, which was amazing. Our first show in Buffalo was actually opening for Dark Angel, and that show went so well for the local promoter they started bringing a lot of heavy stuff through. We got to play with the Accüsed, and we opened the Death/Devastation tour, and the Kreator/Coroner tour as well. It was always either us or Baphomet. We were the two biggest bands from Buffalo, and we opened up for a lot of the nationals that would come through. Buffalo had a really good thing going at the time for a small city. It would have included Malevolent Creation too, but they moved to Florida already by the late ’80s, before Cannibal Corpse even existed.

		We never did a full U. S. tour after Eaten Back to Life came out. We really would only do regional stuff with the van that was within a day’s drive. I remember one show we did in NYC—we went down there a lot—where we met Vital Remains, and Tony invited us up to play a show in Boston the next day. However, our van broke down after the show, so by the time we got up to Boston, the last band was already playing. Because we were so fucking late, we ended up just partying with Vital Remains that night. The club wouldn’t let us play, it was curfew time and it was just too late. However, we do go way back with Vital Remains; they used to come to Buffalo often as well.

		

		Dave Craiglow (Baphomet, Banished)

		

		THE SKYROOM

		

		For the Buffalo scene then, there was this place called the Skyroom. It was an upstairs club in downtown Buffalo. It was a place we could go and always have shows, and it helped to build the scene up in the area. We’d trade shows with bands like Immolation, Derkéta, and Ripping Corpse. We never did a full tour, but we did smaller trips of four or five dates in a row out to places like Michigan and Chicago, although we always wanted to do more. We had jobs at home, but they were flexible with letting us take off here and there. It was very big around 1990, but when the Skyroom closed, we kind of ran out of places to play. This has always been underground music, but after that it went really underground. Even though we went through a lull there afterwards in the mid ’90s, guys like Brian Pattison helped to bring a resurgence to the scene and remembering those days with the Glorious Times book.

		

		Flo Mounier (Cryptopsy)

		

		LA FIN DU MONDE

		

		Certainly, there is something about being in a culturally and linguistically separate province [like Quebec] that lends itself to a tighter local music scene. The province had a separatist movement active for years that came from a feeling of marginalization from the rest of Canada, so perhaps the development of an underground music scene might be easier, because it could be called “their own” in a way. People here were die hard into the local music scene, and that had a lot to do with the growth of the bands in the Montréal area from the start. My first show with Necrosis (later Cryptopsy) was opening up for Suffocation at this place called The Terminal, which does not exist anymore. Steve [Thiebault] had fought really hard to get Suffocation up here at the time, and that show was just crazy; I think the cops even showed up at the venue. We had a lot of cops at shows then, I guess before the music was more accepted, or understood. Even after that time, throughout the ’90s, there was always a strong scene in Quebec, even after death metal was not as popular in other places. In fact, it never really “died down” here. However, these days, since there are more bands and more bands touring, it seems like people are starting to get a bit more choosy about what shows they go to.

		

		Eric Galy (Galy Records, Montréal Promoter)

		

		THE EARLY MONTRÉAL SCENE I

		

		The Quebec scene might be unique here because, although we are sort of Americanized, we are still culturally very European. There is a sort of passion here from that European side that comes out in metal music, and stuff like hockey, which is almost like a religion here. Even in those [old] days heavy metal and death metal were always “at war” with other styles of music; the kids were just so passionate about it. So maybe that persisted during the mid-’ços, when people in other places moved away from death metal. In Quebec, maybe we rejected that “consume the product and spit it out” mentality, so death metal still thrived. Like in Germany, you always hear about how the metal never died there from the ’80s, and they still wear the jean jackets and patches that people here long ago forgot.

		By 1990 things moved pretty quickly for the scene here, especially after Gorguts signed to Roadrunner. There was a noticeable shift away from thrash, and while people here knew about bands like Suffocation and Immolation, those bands had still yet to play in Quebec. We had a store here called Rock En Stock that was important for spreading the underground demos. The guy at Rock En Stock really brought in a lot of the death metal then, because even when the HMV opened up in Montréal they didn’t carry any death metal. People would call from everywhere to order new music; it was kind of like a mailorder by phone, because of course there was no Internet then. There was also Ali the Metallian’s radio show on CKUT at McGill University, which covered a lot of death metal, as well as others. Also, whenever a band practiced at their local jam room, it was a reason for everyone to come together and party. People would congregate for information on bands and shows, and it helped to integrate the scene here even more. I did a fanzine then in French called Stagedive, and after that I started promoting local shows at places like Les Foufounes Électriques, which is the longstanding punk/metal club in Montréal.

		The first non-Montréal band I did a show for then was Dead Horse from Texas, who contacted me after I wrote about them in my zine. At the time, it was easier for bands to cross the border, unlike now where it is notoriously more involved. We didn’t have all that paperwork and shit, and in fact I don’t remember if we were doing any work permits or anything then. I remember when I brought Suffocation and Immolation here for the first time in 1992. Suffocation passed in like two or three minutes; I don’t think they even got out of the van. Immolation, though, I think they got stuck for like five or six hours. Sometimes bands would bring drugs, even if I told them not to! Overall, it was much smoother back then compared to today, because now the border guards can use the Internet to check and see where and when bands are touring, so work permits are always required.

		

		Eric Jardin (ex-Necrotic Mutation, ex-Despised Icon)

		

		THE EARLY MONTRÉAL SCENE II

		

		Around 1992, I remember listening to a Tuesday night underground show called Decibels Rock. That’s where I first heard Obliveon from Quebec and other bands like Obituary, Deicide and Sepultura. It was on CFMG 99.1, and I recall there was a girl hosting the show. Here in Montréal and the province of Quebec, we always seemed to have good underground bands that broke out and became known internationally, the first being Voivod, and also DBC—Dead Brain Cells—who in turn influenced others like Gorguts. It was all part of the transition from thrash to death. For some reason during those years, there was not so many American or European bands that would come and play in Quebec. Bands like Slayer and Sepultura would pass by once a year. So the only bands you’d see on a regular basis were bands like Gorguts, Obliveon, Kataklysm and Cryptopsy. They were all local bands to us, and therefore accessible to see live on a regular basis. Also, perhaps because of our cultural and linguistic separation from the rest of the country, we were somewhat disconnected from other provinces where they had more speed metal bands like Razor. These bands were not too popular here for some reason, or much from the Ontario scene, and even for the American bands it took time for them to eventually cross the border for shows. By 1992 and 1993, that’s when we finally started getting more tours coming over, and even then it was just to visit Montréal and Toronto, ’cause pretty much everything happening in metal in Canada was happening in those cities.

		Back then, bands like Gorguts, Cryptopsy and Necrotic Mutation would do mini-tours of the Quebec province, playing all the cities, villages and towns on the way up north six to eight hours from Montréal. The music was getting very popular in these remote areas, with small festivals popping up here and there, where in places like Rimouski and Amqui, bands like Suffocation, Deicide and Internal Bleeding would play. In 1992 and 1993, they would drive all the way up to these towns and not even stop to play in Montréal. Years later, I would tour and play shows with these bands, and they would always talk about those crazy shows they played in the middle of nowhere in Quebec, like 15 to 20 years ago. Maybe it’s the rebellious aspect of the music, but people in Quebec really like extremes. Maybe it’s the weather, but for whatever reason the kids really jumped into death metal early on in Quebec. For myself, I was very intrigued by the complexity and musicianship of the music. When we first saw Suffocation, and saw them perform those riffs and beats, it was captivating. There was a record store in Montréal at the time that really helped the development of the scene, called Rock En Stock, downtown on Crescent Street. They had all the imports, and every band you can imagine. There was a geeky guy who ran it who looked like a child molester with a mustache, but he knew everything about every band.

		I’m not sure how it was in other places, but in Quebec, later in the ’90s, the whole brutal death metal scene was very strong here. Bands like Deeds of Flesh, Suffocation and Dying Fetus would play to huge crowds at places like the Medley, which holds like 1,800 people. They just couldn’t believe how strong the metal scene was in Montréal, maybe compared to the U. S. at the time. I always heard them sincerely say that Quebec was where they had the “best show of the tour,” so it was like, “wow,” something really is going on here.

		

		Andrés Padilla (Underground Never Dies!, Grinder Magazine, Violence zine)

		

		MAS VELOZ, BRUTAL Y OSCURO

		

		Death metal first appeared in Chile in 1983 through a fanzine called Censored Heavy Metal, the editors for which were Anton Reiseneger from Chilean band Pentagram and Andre Thorun. Looking back on it, I’d say the appearance of that zine was the first real evidence that an underground metal scene was beginning to happen in Chile. Then came other fanzines like Blowing Thrash, Rattlehead, and Total Hardcore, edited by Andre Marchante from the band Necrosis, and plenty more. The zines covered the bands that were forming in Chile at the time.

		We had a lot of shows locally. By the mid-’80s in Santiago there were shows every weekend with bands like Warpath, Necrosis, and Squad. I remember in December 1985 when the band Massacre, led by vocalist Yanko Tolic, organized a big show called Death Metal Holocaust, showcasing the bands I mentioned and others: Crypt, Belial, Rust, Nimrod, Pentagram, and Massacre.

		By 1987, the fans were hungrier. They were like these ravenous teenagers who wanted everything faster, more brutal, and darker—especially after hearing bands like Morbid Angel, Autopsy, and Possessed. That was how bands like Atomic Aggressor, Sadism, Totten Korps, Torturer, In Agression, Death Yell, Bloody Cross, and others came about here in Chile. By the late 1980s, the scene in Chile was massive, just gigantic, and began spreading throughout the country, even beyond Santiago, though it was mostly concentrated in the capital and Valparaiso [a port city on the Chilean coast]. “Valpo,” as we call it, had groups like Belial, Betrayed, Distorsion, and DOD, plus great fanzines like True Metal and Rotting Flesh. As for concerts, most of the shows happened in Santiago and Valpo, but there were gigs in other cities like Temuco, Concepcion, and La Serena [a town at the foot of the Elqui Valley], but that’s about it.

		In 1988 I decided to begin my own fanzine, which I called Impulso Repulsivo zine and later renamed Violence zine. In the early 1990s, after Kreator played their first show in Chile, I changed it to Grinder zine, and that’s the one I’m still editing now, 20 years later. It’s still completely underground. To me, really, fanzines have been the single biggest tool for developing and promoting metal in Chile. And not just in Chile, but around the whole world. Fanzines are the voice of the underground.

		

		A BLAZE IN THE SOUTHERN SKY Throughout the 1980s, a few bands traveled outside of Chile to play. For example, Necrosis went to Brazil to play with Kreator, but for some reason Kreator never made it. Necrosis didn’t want the trip to be for nothing, so they stuck around Brazil for a little while to record their classic thrash metal album The Search. Massacre also ended up playing a really important role for both the Chilean and broader South American underground scenes. They organized a lot of concerts here, even the very first one in which a metal band from another country came to play in Chile, when the Brazilian band Vulcano played here in 1987. Then Massacre traveled to play in Argentina and Uruguay. Other South American bands then came here to play, like Alvacast from Argentina. The band Warpath was the first Chilean one to play in Peru.

		But in general, it was still difficult to get out of Chile, or to bring bands to Chile to play. Chile’s a naturally isolated country in the geographic sense due to our Andean mountain range, which cut us off from Argentina, and the 1,000 km Atacama desert in the north, which separates Chile from Peru. Then there’s the fact that South American death metal bands weren’t exactly living the life of luxury, so the question of resources also came into play. Stuff like that just made it nearly impossible for any band to really consider going out on a proper tour even after some of the cool one-offs they did outside of Chile.

		By the 1990s, bands like Brazil’s Sarcófago and Sepultura started coming to Chile, and you could see the scene gradually developing. By that decade, newer local bands like Undercroft, Execrator, Criminal, and Slavery laid the foundation for international bands to play. I was even personally involved in the first Kreator show in Chile. It was in April 1992. We had something like 4,000 people show up for the gig, just out of their minds and euphoric at the prospect of seeing the Germans destroy everything that night. That’s when I started to see things were definitely getting better for us.

		

		UNDER THE FIST OF PINOCHET I’d like to first point out something most people don’t think about: probably 99 % of Chilean death metal bands sang all in English. And that’s strange, right? We’re a Spanish-speaking country, and we’re really far from anywhere English is spoken; just think about how far the U. S. or England are from us. You might ask yourself how something like that happens in a place like Chile.

		Well, the reason all those bands sang in English is because of what happened in the years following the coup here in 1973. That year, our democratically elected president Salvador Allende was removed from power by the infamous Chilean general Augusto Pinochet, who ended up staying in power for the next 17 years. He was fully supported by the U. S. the whole time, and one condition of that support was that Pinochet accept the U. S. free-market economic model based on the doctrine of Milton Friedman. This meant we imported a lot of stuff” from the U. S., and Chilean culture began to stagnate. Chilean music suffered greatly during this period. Pinochet basically censored it, since so much Chilean music was political in nature, and he believed it posed a threat to his regime.

		It was strange and contradictory to say the least. Pinochet totally closed off all freedom of expression within Chile, including Chilean music, like I said. At the same time, we got all sorts of imports from the U. S. One of those imports was metal music, always in increasingly extreme forms, which is how we eventually ended up hearing our first thrash and speed metal bands. And those bands led us to discover death and black metal later. Probably one of the big reasons that the government didn’t try to stamp out metal here was because our metal bands weren’t taking on political themes in their music; they basically sang about the occult like Morbid Angel, or about gore like Death did at first and, of course, Obituary. We just took our influences from them and other U. S. bands like Possessed, Slayer, Exodus, and later Immolation, and European bands like Sodom, Kreator, Destruction, Venom, Carcass, and Napalm Death. Even in our musical inexperience in those days, we could easily tell that those were the best bands for this kind of music in the world.

		

		Alex Oquendo (Masacre)

		

		LAW OF THE JUNGLE: THE 1980S IN MEDELLÍN, COLOMBIA

		

		The scene here was active beginning around 1984. The first band I remember in Colombian metal, and still the one I consider the forefathers of Colombian death metal, is Parabellum. Those guys were the primary influence for everyone, and once they started, plenty of other bands started doing the same style. I would call it death metal, but those bands would only say they were playing metal or something like “ultra metal,” but it was all basically death metal. People thought those early bands must’ve been crazy playing music that brutal and sick, but soon it spread through Medellín like a plague. We called them “parches,” which were these groups of young guys who would get together in the poorest neighborhoods around the city. In those days, metalheads in Medellín were almost always poor kids from the lower classes whose attitude toward life was a perfect fit with death metal, given the music’s sense of rejection and non-conformity. And on top of that, in the 1980s there was plenty of material for bands to write about, since Colombia was beginning to have serious problems with narco-trafficking, the big kingpins [like Pablo Escobar], assassinations, corruption, guerrillas and paramilitaries. So while all this was happening, Medellín started having its first metal shows in parking lots, at house parties and in abandoned lots. You could see bands like Parabellum, Mierda, Gloster Gladiator, Necromantie, Sacrilegio, Reencarnación, Blasfemia, Astaroth, Necrofilia, Danger, Babilonia, Agressor and others that, around here, we consider to be from the Colombian metal “golden era.”

		

		YOUNG AND FEARLESS It’s a fact that when we started Masacre in 1988 the country was in really bad shape. The drug cartels practically ran Colombia, and the government had been brought to its knees and was begging the U. S. government to help fight the problem. Then again, the government was also largely responsible for the narco problem due to corruption, because a lot of officials were directly involved in it, or they looked the other way when the cartels paid them. In fact, Pablo Escobar, the biggest cartel boss of them all, paid or forced a lot of people in the government to help him, and he was always getting more powerful. In either case, the Colombian people were always the big losers. But despite that, we still played shows all over Colombia. Even in the midst of all the problems and danger, we believed in what we were doing—we were young and fearless. Maybe we were in that time in life when you think nothing can touch you, nothing can detain you. We had a lot of energy, and that energy was stronger than any news of bombings or deaths we’d hear. We went all over Colombia and didn’t think about it too much, and we didn’t really take any precautions.

		But in all seriousness, our situation back in those days was very real. We lived in an extremely radical environment, in the middle of a war brought about by narcos, guerrillas and a bad government. The guerrillas were always on the highways putting up roadblocks, and they’d make you get out of the car and identify yourself. They were looking for government workers, and if they found out you were one, they’d kill or kidnap you on the spot. This happened to us many times: if you were just a normal person, they’d let you go, but first would talk to you about their political ideals and reasons for wanting to get rid of the government. Then they’d burn the bus you were traveling on and disappear off into the mountains. A lot of times this made it hard for us to travel to other cities to play, but we’d eventually do it. Like I said, we were really young and our only thoughts were of drinking and playing metal.

		

		YOU COULD LITERALLY HIRE A HITMAN OFF THE STREET Here in Medellín, we played everything from the smallest garage to bull rings, small arenas or wherever we could. Masacre’s first gig was in 1988 at a community center in a Medellín neighborhood called Guayabal; it was really fuckin’ dangerous there. At the show in 1988, about 1,000 people showed up, if I remember correctly. It was Masacre, Apocalipsis, Blasfemia, Deskoncierto, Babilonia and some others. The gig began at one in the afternoon and went until late in the evening. The neighborhood where we played was highly disputed by different drug gangs, and you could literally hire a hitman off the street. There were tons of petty thieves around, all that sort of shit. But we weren’t scared of anything in those days; we were young and invincible, like I said before. And anyhow, the hitmen didn’t see us as a threat to anything they were doing. We were broke, didn’t have anything to offer them, and weren’t in any way part of the war they were fighting, so they left us alone. But at this show, we did have a problem. One of our friends, a woman we all knew well named Natasha, was working the door for us at the gig. Some local hitmen were curious about the show and they came to the door to get in. But they didn’t want to pay; she didn’t know they were hitmen, so she told them they couldn’t come in. They walked away. But later that night, after the show, they went looking for her, and they shot her three times. She died. Every metalhead in the city must’ve gone to her funeral, man. We played nothing but metal at her wake and viewing, then at the funeral itself, and everyone was putting their favorite albums and demos into her casket so she could be buried with them. It was like this big ritual, so after that, every single time a local headbanger died, we did the same thing, putting the albums and demos, especially of great Colombian bands, into their caskets before they were lowered into the ground.

		

		Moyses Kolesne (Krisiun)

		

		BRAZIL, EARLY ’90S

		

		In the early 1990s, there were many fanzines and radio shows supporting death metal in and around São Paulo. Magazines like Rock Brigade, Roadie Crew, Metal Gods and Metal Blood, which were covering and supporting at least some death metal at that time. Rock Brigade was a label too, and they licensed a couple of death metal albums back in the early ’90s, giving bands like Morbid Angel, Napalm Death, Pestilence and Death their first albums released in Brazil. So that gave us the opportunity to finally hear these bands, and eventually become more connected with the international scene. There was also Cogumelo Records from Belo Horizonte, the label that discovered Sepultura and Sarcófago. They were releasing some local death metal bands like Mutilator, Sextrash and others, and of course Sepultura were already on Roadrunner by that time.

		Brazil had brutal shows, just like any other part of the world. There was nothing all that different in that respect. People would be going crazy in the mosh pit and would just be all over the stage, diving and jumping off. However, there were a lot of fucked up places with bad stages and bad backlines. It’s funny: the first gig we ever played wasn’t in a club, but at a school. It was in South Brazil in the state called Rio Grande do Sul, and the city was Porto Alegre, the city/place where we actually came from. It was in 1991, the very early days of the band, and the show was in the morning, when we came out and played for the students! I guess it was like a “culture week” at school or something, so they decided to put some bands on to play.

		

		Donald Tardy (Obituary)

		

		THE LATE ’80S IN TAMPA

		

		In Tampa back then, it wasn’t like there was a ton of bands starting to play death metal right away. It was more so that the local scene heavily supported those 5 to 10 bands that were really getting noticed in the underground. It started around 1986, once you saw a band like Morbid Angel: just seeing Mike Browning play then was the sickest shit. He was back there with a microphone on, just blasting away on this big-ass drum kit. It was the original lineup before David Vincent was in the band. I remember at the time we played a show with them in Tampa, at this place called the Rocky Point Beach resort, and the bands were set up to play on this outdoor festival tent stage which was located right on the beach. It was just sick. I think all the bands that were happening at the time were on the bill. I could be wrong, but I think at least Amon and Atheist were on the show too.

		Tampa was just a prime spot for death metal to really thrive, because all the primary venues in the city were centrally located, all within a half hour from most directions. There were not a lot of bands in the area, but the ones that were just exploded. Atheist, Deicide, Morbid Angel, Obituary and Death. Think of the ’80s and the early ’90s, just knowing that bands like that were the core of your local scene. Compared to other cities, that is some epic shit.

		We opened up for Chuck and Death on Halloween 1987 at the Sunset Club, and it was just Xecutioner [Obituary’s original name] and Death. I think we did another Halloween together again at the Volley Club. That place was more of a glam-type venue catering to the hard rock scene, but death metal began to bring in more and more people so you could see things were starting to change. Another important part of the scene then was Ace’s Records. Frank Dances from Ace’s Records was that guy, one of the “Terry Butlers” of the world that just loved to find out about new music, tape trade, and communicate with other fans—Terry Butler was really studying the music from a very early time. Frank was just the perfect guy for that. He would always get what you wanted, even if it was an import, and just simply promote the local metal scene like no other. That was way before the Internet; you’d just have to flier the town for a show and hope people would notice them and spread the word, or just check with Frank to find out what shows were coming up.

		

		Tony Laureano (Eulogy, Insidious Disease, ex-Nile, ex-Angelcorpse)

		

		GRAVITATING TOWARDS TAMPA

		

		During my teenage years in the late 1980s, I was living in Orlando, Florida. I was in a thrash metal phase when someone at a local record store told me about a metal radio show on weekends run by someone at the University of Central Florida. This show was great because not only were they playing all sorts of non-mainstream and aggressive metal, but they always played one entire side of an album, so you were always getting something new. I remember, the first time I heard the show they played half of Wargasm’s Why Play Around? Of course, I made it a point to record the show from then on, so I ended up having these tapes full of random tracks from all sorts of bands. It was on that show that I first heard of Death. They’d just released Leprosy, and they played Pull The Plug, which was the absolute heaviest thing I’d ever heard. Between Chuck Schuldiner’s vocals and the production, which featured the heaviest, most in-your-face bass drum sound that had ever been recorded—still is, in my opinion—the band made quite an impression on me. Even more so, once I found out they were local, from right there in Orlando.

		Listening to this weekly show meant that I started buying more records, and luckily, there was a pretty decent record store in Orlando that catered more to alternative and hardcore music, but they also had a good amount of the more obscure metal. They also had fliers for shows and a local publication called Jam that focused on the Orlando music scene. In Orlando, there were bands like Iron Cross; Azrael, who had in their ranks guitarists Bobby Koble, who went on to play on Death’s Symbolic, and Ken Andrews, who is a well-known guitar tech now playing in Obituary; Naphobia, whom I would eventually end up playing with; and several others. I started checking out these bands, as well as bigger shows at the Beachum Theater including tours like Kreator/Coroner, Testament/Annihilator, Overkill/Dark Angel, Death/Sanctuary/Devastation, Sepultura/ Obituary/Sadus and many others.

		Around this time I came across a death metal fanzine called Comatose which was produced by two guys from the Orlando area, one of them being Massacre vocalist Kam Lee. This led me to discover a whole new world full of demo tapes, fanzines and, best of all, tape trading. I immersed myself in this, and got a lot of good underground music that I would never have heard otherwise. I also found out about the original Ace’s Records [in Tampa], which was a record shop that had insane amounts of metal and demo tapes, a lot of which you couldn’t find anywhere else in the state. So on occasion my friends and I would make the two-hour trip to Tampa and pick up boatloads of stuff. Actually, at first the store was in a flea market in Oldsmar before moving to a proper storefront in Tampa. While there, I managed to pick up the Tampa version of Jam which was called Players, and right away I noticed how much bigger the local metal scene was there. They had more shows and more venues like the Ritz Theater, Jannus Landing, The Rocket Club, The Brass Mug, and the shows had more people, even for the local bands.

		So it was the combination of college radio, small record stores, fanzines and tape trading that allowed me to expand my metal horizons, and it was the local scene publications that opened my eyes to the difference between the Orlando and Tampa scenes. While the Orlando area had a decent amount of thrash bands, it was lacking in death metal bands, and there were only a few around like Infamy, Arcturus, Rupture, and Killing Addiction from Ocala. Also, there weren’t many competent musicians that weren’t already in bands, whereas Tampa and its surrounding areas had a multitude of bands such as Morbid Angel, Obituary, Deicide, Atheist, Eulogy, Nocturnus, Burial, Brutality, Resurrection and many others. So once I started playing myself, I moved to Tampa.

		

		Ben Falgoust (Goatwhore, Soilent Green, ex-Paralysis)

		

		NOLA STOMPING GROUNDS

		

		In the late ’80s, there was a place in New Orleans called the Storyville Jazz Hall. There were many classic shows there, like the D. R. I./ Kreator/Holy Terror tour; Suicidal Tendencies; and Exhorder would always play there. They had a nice-sized room, and that was the place where, for example, Death played on the Spiritual Healing tour. Other venues were The Howlin Wolf and Tipitina’s, but the smaller, more DIY shows were usually held at VFW halls. There was one on Franklin Avenue in the city, where my dad was cool enough to drop me off for a lot of the shows. I’d just call him when the show was close to being over, and he’d drive into the city and pick me back up. We had some hall shows in the suburbs too, where Soilent Green, The Slugs, Graveyard Rodeo and Incubus would play. It was easier to rent a hall and a P. A., and have an all-ages show, rather than trying to get into one of the venues and deal with all the overhead costs. You had to pay to rent the hall also, but it was easier to make your money back and split it among the bands. That’s pretty much the way a lot of shows still happen.

		Eventually, I remember it got to a point where bands just weren’t coming to New Orleans much anymore. Our scene tended to fluctuate a lot. Because of that, tours would often skip us. I remember when I was really young, Morbid Angel were touring around when Altars of Madness [1989] came out. They were doing a string of shows going around in this giant, gray schoolbus. I and a few friends drove to Houston to see them, because it wasn’t too far of a drive and they had a much bigger scene. The show was at a place there called The Axiom. I think it was close to the ghetto, and it was basically this gutted-out warehouse with a stage in the corner. I was standing there at one point in shock, just floored at how chaotic the show was. I thought shows in New Orleans were crazy, but there the people were fucking losing it, just hanging from the rafters above and dropping into the pit.

		New Orleans has a sound, but all the bands are still really different from each other. When I was a kid, there were two bands, Exhorder and Shellshock, and they were both quite different. Shellshock went through a change when Kirk [Windstein] joined the band, and they became Aftershock. Again, there was also Incubus, who were signed to Nuclear Blast at the time and released the album Beyond the Unknown [1990]. The band consisted of two brothers from Brazil, and they had a guy from New Orleans who played bass and sang. They played a sort of death thrash, and they were another one of the odd bands out here. Then there was Exhorder, who existed before the whole death metal explosion, and had roots more in thrash and speed metal. Today, looking back, I would not really compare them to death metal at all. I think it was the Morrisound production they got that sort of lumped them in with all the other bands on Roadrunner that were going to Morrisound.

		

		Phil Fasciana (Malevolent Creation)

		

		1992 WAS THE PEAK FOR SURE

		

		After a while, I’d say by the early-to-mid ’90s, there was just a glut of bands. It was like it was becoming a fad or something, it became over-saturated, and the popularity began to fizzle away. It was like any band that had a guy growling into a microphone and a cool-looking logo was getting a record deal, or somehow was getting an album out.

		I think that being on a big label like Roadrunner at the time kind of hurt us in the long run, because they eventually got a huge roster of somewhat-similar bands. For them, the big band to push, as far as the heavy ones, became Sepultura, but also Obituary and Fear Factory were doing really well. By the time 1995 arrived, things had just lost their impact. It was just not as exciting to go on tour as it was in ’91 and ’92. I think 1992 was the peak for sure. From what I saw stirring around 1988 to how popular it got in the years after, it was certainly cool. I love this music, so to see bands playing songs this heavy and being famous was kind of cool. After that initial explosion, bands were getting cut and getting less money to record, and unless you started playing lighter music, or in Roadrunner’s words, “if we toned it down a bit,” we might get more of a push. Take the song Coronation of Our Domain from Retribution, it’s one of the slower songs that we have ever done. They said that if we wrote a whole album along those lines, it might work better. We were like, “fuck that.” We just wanted to get faster, more intense, and more extreme.

		

		Lee Harrison (Monstrosity)

		

		THE MALEVOLENT CREATION DAYS

		

		In the beginning, I moved down to Miami [Florida] in the late ’80s, where I eventually met Cynic along with a few other local bands. Later, by 1989, I moved up to Fort Lauderdale and joined Malevolent Creation for about a year, and played out nearly every other weekend. They were doing pretty good then, because they were new on the scene, and there wasn’t really much going on other than Cynic in South Florida. Everyone would meet up at a Slayer show, or at this one club called the Treehouse, in Hallandale, where many local shows were held. They were known for having a really good sound and sound guy. It was always fun to play there … it always just sounded so killer.

		We were getting things going with Malevolent [Creation], and ended up doing the first demo at Natural Sounds Studios in Miami. That demo was still more of a thrash-sounding demo, because we still weren’t doing blast beats. However, before I joined they had this guy Joe “Witch” Schnessel, from Hellwitch, playing, and he is the guy who actually invented the two-foot blast beat, as far as I know. He was doing what Pete [Sandoval] was doing, but he was doing it with two feet, where the snare is in-between. Right after that demo we started incorporating more blasts, ’cause we caught wind of the Tampa scene, and noticed that things were just getting heavier and heavier … bands like Terrorizer and stuff. It all went cool [with Malevolent Creation] until one show, when we brought Obituary down for their first out-of-town gig. Because we didn’t have the money to pay the rent that month at our rehearsal space, our gear was locked up at the warehouse where we jammed. That whole thing ended up being a fiasco, so soon after that they got Mark Simpson to play, and I headed back to Tampa.

		

		JAMMING (BRIEFLY) WITH ATHEIST We had sent Roger [Patterson] from Atheist a copy of the Malevolent Creation demo, and he was quite a fan of it, so when I got back to Tampa, I called them up, just to hang out. As it turned out, their drummer was supposed to be going back to school, so one night we were all hanging out, and they gave me a copy of the Mean Machine release—the record label they were originally signed to. So a month goes by, and they call me up, and say, “We got a show tonight, and Steve [the drummer] can’t make it. You gotta do it with us.” So I ended up playing the show with them, never having even practiced once. They were all the songs that ended up on Piece of Time. The songs I knew went pretty good; the songs I did not … well, it went pretty hideous. But it was cool to jam with Roger before he died; he was such a killer bass player. It’s funny, ’cause you look at him, like when I saw his picture before I knew him in Metal Forces magazine, you have this perception of him, but in reality he was just this super-nice-type guy. He was the type of guy that would go out of his way to do anything for you.

		

		THE TAMPA SCENE, EARLY ’90S You could tell something special was happening in Florida then, but it took a while, because the Bay Area thrash thing was still going on. The second-tier Bay Area bands like Vio-lence and Defiance were on their second albums, and the scene out there was just starting to cannibalize on itself. Another wave of bands imitating the wave of bands before them. But in Tampa, it was exciting. We’d go to a lot of shows at places like the Ritz Theater and the Masquerade in Ybor City in Tampa, the Volley Club, and the Rocket—which was more of a poser hangout club. There was also a place called the Sunset Club, which is near where the Brass Mug is now. Bands like Morbid Angel and Nasty Savage would play there a lot, along with a lot of local, underground bands that never really made it out of the area. At those shows, you would see Chuck [Schuldiner] and Death hanging out. Cynic were friends with those guys even before the Human album was recorded, and I recall them hoping that Chuck would see them and sort of mentor them and help them get signed. But you never envisioned that the band would be completely replaced, like it was with the Human album.

		I remember the first show in Tampa for Monstrosity was at the Ritz, with Deicide. It was still kind of early on for them; it was around 1990 or ’91. They were still doing the whole blood and guts thing. I recall one show, they had like this 50-gallon drum full of just blood and bullshit, and they’d have friends there just running around wearing that stuff all over them by the end of the night.

		

		Takaaki Ohkuma (Necrophile)

		

		JAPAN, LATE ’80S AND EARLY ’90S

		

		In 1986, Jun [Kokubo], Masahiro Nakagawa and I formed a band called Criminal Christ and recorded a demo. At that time, there were death metal bands like Crucifixion, Deathspeed and Beleth, but there was nothing yet like a death metal scene in Japan, although in that year S. O. B. released the legendary Leave Me Alone EP, but they used to play more with the Japanese hardcore bands. After releasing the demo of Criminal Christ, Jun and Masahiro formed a band called Messiah Death, and their demo tapes were well received in the foreign underground scene. They played a couple of local gigs with thrash/speed metal bands, too. In 1987 I formed the band Necrophile with Keisuke Matsunaga, and we released our first demo in 1988. Keisuke was also the guitarist of Messiah Death, and indeed Jun, Masahiro, Keisuke and I were all going to same school. Kenichi Matsunaga, who later became the bassist of Hellchild, was also my classmate.

		By the late ’80s, many good death/grind bands began to appear in Japan, and I think a kind of scene formed around that time. It was around 1986 that Jun started the Deathrash Mayhem zine, and after that several other good fanzines appeared like Samurai, F.E.T.U., Circle of the Grind, Total Gore and so on. The writers of these fanzines contributed to the introduction of death metal and grind to people in Japan. I am not quite sure about the local stores outside Tokyo, but in Tokyo there were several stores such as Kinnie, UK Edison, Disk Union, Shinjuku Records and more, who imported the death/thrash metal records from abroad. I used to import Morbid Magazine from Norway myself and then sell the copies to UK Edison. Another thing: in Japan there was no college radio culture, so chatting and mailing were the only ways to really exchange information.

		As for live shows, it was in the late ’80s or 1990 when death metal bands began to play gigs regularly, and in Tokyo it was clubs like Explosion, 20,000 V, Los Angeles or Morgana where the shows were often held. Hellchild was a popular band then, and they played out quite often. They were really superb. I joined the grindcore band called Multiplex in 1990, and we often played gigs together, as well as actually doing tours in Japan. Multiplex were on a few compilation CDs with such local bands as Satanic Hell Slaughter and Gibbed, but we also released a full-length album called World in 1992, produced by Tottsuan of S. O. B. As for S. O. B., they were occupying an utterly different position, and were already quite famous as a hardcore band, and only later began to be partly regarded as a death metal/grindcore band. They were godly, anyway. For me, Napalm Death’s Japan tour with S. O. B. in 1989 was the first one to be remembered; the live show of Napalm Death was incredible!

		Also then we had really good death metal bands such as Transgressor—the drummer/vocalist Takashi toured in U. S. as the drummer of Necrophile—Eroded, Voidd, The Equinox—ex-Beleth—Maggoty Corpse, Terror Fector, Sigh, Unbiased, Damnation Alley, Gore Beyond Necropsy and so on. Some of these bands were on a compilation CD called To the Marrow: Japanese Deathnology, released in 1993.

		

		David Haley (Psycroptic, Pestilence)

		

		TASMANIA

		

		To us in Tasmania, being isolated from the rest of the Australian scene, the bands from the mainland were just as big as the international bands like Morbid Angel or Deicide. Tasmania was isolated from Australia, and Australia was isolated from the world. I’d go into my local music store and go to the metal section, and I’d see bands like Suffocation sitting side by side with [Australian] bands like Blood Duster, Abramelin, Damaged and that sort of thing. So to a 16-year-old metalhead in Tasmania, the Australian bands were on par, or in some cases better than, bands from other parts of the world. So, when I was younger, I was more into the “local” Australian scene than the international scene. My personal favorite was Abramelin, who released a self-titled album in 1995—which, if you haven’t got, track it down, ’cause it’s unbelievable—and they had an EP before that one, Transgression from Acheron. In 1994, Damaged released Do Not Spit, which is one of the most widely recognized Australian extreme albums, primarily in Australia, where they had very widespread appeal. However, before that in ’90 and ’91, there was Corpse Molestation, who turned into Bestial Warlust, and would often pack the shows with 600 to 700 people. So the scene was pretty thriving. Later in the 1990s, newer bands like Destroyer 666, Gospel of the Horns and Cemetery Urn all came out of the ashes of Bestial Warlust.

		

		AN AUSSIE SOUND I think there is a definite “Australian sound.” It’s hard to put in words, but it kind of matches the Australian ethos: we are pretty easygoing and non-pretentious, but we can be fairly extreme when we need to be. For example, Damaged—while they don’t sound anything like Bestial Warlust, they have the same intense, extreme ethos, and for the time it was completely cutting edge. So in that way, it’s not so much an Australian sound, but more a “vibe.” So bands like Sadistik Exekution, Gospel of the Horns, Bestial Warlust and Destroyer 666 are very extreme bands with a similar thread, but they all have that vibe, if that makes sense.

		Melbourne seemed at the time to be the most thriving metal scene on the continent, and might still be. Sydney has always been up and down, but it produced bands like Mortal Sin. In Brisbane, there was Misery, who were another band that found their own sound pretty early on, and were doing something different. In this way, if you played most Australian bands side by side, each one sounds completely different, or at least has its own identity. But again, it’s just that vibe that’s running through them all. These days, I think to some degree, we have shaken the sound off a little bit, which is unfortunate, but I guess with the Internet and such, people have become more integrated into the global metal scene. In the past, you were limited to whatever you could order from the store, or whatever the distributors carried. That probably helped foster the sound as well, as because of the isolation a lot of Australians were primarily just listening to Australian bands.

		

		THE BIGGER NAMES DID COME OUT I used to work at this label called Modern Invasion Records, who were very instrumental in the late ’80s and early ’90s bringing those important early releases into Australia and distributing them. They ran a store in Melbourne called Pipe Imports, but then changed the name to Metal for Melbourne, and from all reports that was the place to go, and where people would meet and hang out. My boss there was Daniel Janecka, and he is the guy who started to bring some of the bands over to Australia at the time, bringing Morbid Angel, I think around 1991, to astronomical crowd numbers, in the thousands. Then he went on to bring out Carcass after that, then Deicide. So the bigger name bands did come out; it was just somewhat sporadic.

		

		Jason Fuller (Blood Duster)

		

		AUSTRALIAN ISOLATION

		

		In the early days, the Australian scene more or less had its own thing going on. There were bands like Slaughterlord and Sadistik Exekution at the forefront of what was a very strong crossover sound, and then there were punk bands like Depression, the all-girl band Gash, and Renegade, who were more like a thrash-death mix. So, I don’t think there was a direct influence from the European or American scenes at the time, because it was all very much homegrown in Australia, as least until later. Bands like Sadistik Exekution were just coming completely from left field, and the thing is, Australia was just so isolated that the bands here tended to be a little oddball, or just not quite right in some way. None of the bigger death metal and grind bands came to Australia in the very early days, so we never saw them live until about 1992 or later. In that way, the scene here developed very much on its own. The music was still very new and underground at that point, and it was not too big overseas yet either.

		Another thing: the bands here tended to strive to be unique from one another, because the scene was so small that if you sounded like another band, the people would take the piss out of you, you know? You could see some influences, but bands didn’t really sound like other bands in the scene. I remember Acheron, who later became Abramelin, had a kind of Immolation thing going on, while other bands like Christbait had that sort of early Earache vibe echoing Carcass, Godflesh and Napalm Death. So while there were some influences, Australia was just kind of an odd place; you could not do what someone else was doing without being mocked.

		

		THE EARLY PUB SCENE Initially, a lot of the bands were from Sydney, like Slaughterlord, Mortal Sin and Sadistik Exekution. Those groups were really important to the metal scene, while I think Melbourne had more of a punk rock thing going on at the time. Eventually, it all blended into more of a broader crossover thing, and I guess that was about the time bands like D. R. I. and S. O. D. were already established.

		Another thing is, Australia always had a very strong live music scene in the pubs. We would hear things about the scene in America, where the venues would not allow this or that, but in Australia the bands were playing often, because there was this strong culture for live music in the pubs. Generally, you could book a Friday night and it would be a full show. Most were all ages, but more so because when you were 16, it was common to just sneak into the pubs. You would just grow a wispy little mustache, and then walk in with your older friends and have a beer. Everything just seemed a little more relaxed back then, because now when you go to a venue everything seems far more regimented and organized.

		I was going to a venue called the Sara Sands Hotel in Melbourne from the time I was 16, and I remember I had my 18th birthday there. When they realized I’d been drinking there already for two years, the publican—the guy who owns the pub—lost his shit on me! He was like, “You have been coming here for two years? I could have lost my license!”

		Another important place for the scene here was the Tote Hotel in Collingwood, Melbourne. It’s had different owners through the years, but it’s always been this dingy pub that has a main room which holds about 300 people. They recently tried to close it down, but a massive community protest ended up saving it. There is actually a good documentary out on the Tote called Persecution Blues. Bands like Blood Duster and Christbait did some of their first gigs there, and it’s still going today. There was also the long-running Art House that did shows, which was more punk rock-based but also did death metal.

		

		SUPPORT YOUR LOCAL BANDS! Because the international bands were not really coming to Australia yet, the local bands in the metal scene were the focus and would regularly draw hundreds of people. Also, being cut off from everything, Australians had this weird sense that somehow everything was better overseas. We’d be like, “Support your local bands,” and when 200 or 300 people would show up, it would be, “Well, this is nice, but overseas it’s much better.” The thing was, people would only see these huge shows at festivals or something on video, and that would create the false perception that all the shows were always that big in Europe and America. So when I eventually made it to the States, it surprised me when there would be a hundred people at the show, and everyone would say, “Wow, this is a really good turnout!” So I was like, “Fuck, I’ve had it wrong all these years!” We were actually doing quite well comparatively.

		I think the death and grindcore actually took off a bit earlier in Melbourne before the other cities, and that might be attributed to the record stores there like Extreme Aggression, that was originally called Pipe Imported Records, also known as Pipe, which was a smaller store that focused only on the heavier side of things. Albums from bands like Obituary, for example, when they first came out. Later, by I think 1992 or 1993, the international bands began arriving. I remember Blood Duster were one of the bands that opened the Carcass show in Melbourne. The promoter was this Yugoslavian guy named Daniel Janeka, who also ran the music distribution network called Modern Invasion. He was the guy who first started bringing the Earache and Nuclear Blast titles to the continent. Those labels were the bread and butter, but he also had some other smaller labels he was importing as well, mostly left over from the thrash days. From that point he began bringing bands over like Morbid Angel and Fear Factory. I was also working for Modern Invasion around that time and I convinced him to carry those first Relapse 7"es—he was originally so against me about that!

		

		Paul Speckmann (Master, Abomination, Deathstrike)

		

		SOMETHING IN THE WATER FROM LAKE MICHIGAN

		

		Thinking back to the early days, we recorded the Deathstrike demo in the spring of 1985, followed by the first Master demo in the autumn of the same year. There was a certain unity among the bands in those early stages for sure. When we played the first Master show on October 11th, 1986, many of the newer, younger bands like Terminal Death and Devastation were in attendance, as well as members of the local Chicago scene like Zoetrope and Witchslayer. At that point in time the unity flourished. But afterwards, when some of the bands began achieving small underground success, Master included, there was a rift for sure.

		People in Chicago were just playing metal. I really never understood where all these sub-genres came from. I think it must have been something in the water from Lake Michigan, because bands like Macabre emerged, and Trouble were heading for big success at the time. The ’80s were happening in Chicago and several of the bands from this time even appeared on Metal Blade’s Metal Massacre Volume 4. After that happened, things were never the same, I guess. I quit Warcry before it was released, although I recorded the bass on the song Forbidden Evil [for Volume 4]. I guess it’s safe to say that after Deathstrike recorded the Fuckin’ Death demo [1985] the scene in Chicago, as well the rest of the world, changed and became more death metal orientated. However, although I personally think the Deathstrike demo is punk rock, it was labeled as early death metal.
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		Tom Knizner (Cardiac Arrest, Severed, Dogod)

		

		A CHICAGO SOUND?

		

		Before trying to categorize or classify [Chicago] music as either death or thrash, it was more about just playing heavy music. However, I would say that while every band was different in those early days, they still had that death edge. Like Devastation for example, from Chicago, which are considered thrash, but who I’ve always thought of as a death metal band. I don’t remember the distinction of thrash or death being that important then. Macabre, for example, were never really thrash to me; however, Master/Death-strike sounded more death metal. People might call it thrash now, but back then the terms did not fly around so much; we just knew what was heavy and that is what we gravitated towards. So, you’d hear about the Florida sound, or you’d hear about the New York sound, but we didn’t have anything that uniform in Chicago. You would have a band like Cianide and another like Burnt Offering, who were both heavy bands, yet both very different. You also had bands like the Dead Youth, who later split off into Usurper and Scepter, who did not have a core sound that you could pigeonhole, which is probably why you never heard anyone talk about any specific Chicago sound.

		That is not to say that some bands weren’t influential, like for example a lot of the Swedish bands then especially liked Devastation and Deathstrike. The Chicago bands at the time had a lot to do with influencing the Swedish death metal that would come later, even though the Chicago bands didn’t really sound that way. If you read the early thanks lists on the Entombed album and others, they mention a few Chicago bands, and any time a Swedish band comes to Chicago, [Devastation drummer] Pat Buckley is on the guest list.

		Another band was Sindrome, who hardly ever played shows, but put out a great-sounding demo in 1987 called Into the Halls of Extermination. The singer Troy [Dixler] also used to be in Devastation; they could have been huge, but were just waiting for a bigger deal that never came. Shaun Glass was also in Sindrome before he went on to Broken Hope, but before that he was in a band called Terminal Death, circa ’84/’85, which was another awesome death metal band from the Chicago suburbs.

		

		NORTH SIDE/SOUTH SIDE RIVALRY Chicago was a very supportive scene at the time, especially the bands on the South Side. It was probably rooted in a kind of working-class pride, but that is not to say that the North Side did not have a good scene as well. There was just a bit of a North Side/South Side rivalry going on, that still continues. Nothing bad or anything, just a bit of competition. For example, back then, when we’d get out to the suburbs and hear bands from the suburbs claiming to be a Chicago band, that created a little resentment. Back then, something I really remember was when you’d see those kind of bands from the deep suburbs showing up with this great, new equipment, while we had a bunch of crappy gear that was pretty much duct-taped together. We had to go out and get the gear any way we could, while those bands obviously had a lot of parental support.

		Then there were bands in the scene at the time who were from as a far away as the Wisconsin border, who would claim affiliation with the Chicago scene. But as soon as the Milwaukee scene started building up, all of a sudden they were claiming to be from Milwaukee, you know?

		

		MILWAUKEE METALFEST While they don’t have as many bands as they used to, one thing that was important about Milwaukee then was the Milwaukee Metalfest, which did a lot to help the scene there. I remember I used to do a lot of mail with Milwaukee bands like Dr. Shrinker, Phantasm, and Mortal Dread. The Milwaukee Metalfest was very important back then; it was sort of like the Maryland Deathfest of the old days. We always went because it was only an hour and change right up Interstate 94. I think the first one I made it to was Metalfest III [December 2nd, 1989]. I remember the year that Impetigo and Macabre played, they both only got a 10-minute set. They would just load it up with bands [which would often cause scheduling problems]. Later, while there were a few other good ones in the mid-to-late ’90s, Milwaukee soon became a disaster by the mid-2000s. I think that by that point [promoter] Jack Koshick had just burned too many bridges.

		

		ON THE CHICAGO SCENE We had a place then called Fotch’s up on the North Side, which was very cool. The guy that ran the place was named Heavy Eddie, and he played drums in a band called Mortar. They had pool, fussball tables, and video games, and they were all free. It was cool because if you had a beer and you were underage, it was kind of like, no problem, just keep it under the pool table. So, needless to say, it was always fun going there. The shows then were about $6 to see a band like Impetigo, who were kind of like an honorary Chicago band, and I think Macabre, Repulsion, Deceased, and Obituary all played there as well.

		Earlier, I remember seeing Obituary at a place called Medusa’s on Sheffield [on August 9th, 1990] with Forced Entry and Sacred Reich. Other places active back then were the Cubby Bear on West Addison (over by Wrigley Field) the Exit, the Vic Theater on North Sheffield, and sometimes there were shows at the Metro on North Clark St. I remember seeing Death at the Cubby Bear [March 4th, 1990], as well as later on at Medusa’s, I think on the Spiritual Healing tour [September 16th, 1990]. Before that they played a place called the Iron Rail on Irving Park Road on the Scream Bloody Gore tour [January 21, 1988]. Medusa’s was the big venue where all of the nationals ended up coming through.

		However, by the time the mid-’90s arrived, a place called the Thirsty Whale started doing death metal shows. The death metal bands were always treated like shit there, because we were kind of like a joke to them. The club was like one of the last bastions of the hair metal scene; they were just hanging on to that stuff for dear life. So when it finally faded they had to find something else, so they did death metal shows, especially when the clubs on the North Side started to close, like Medusa’s. The [Thirsty] Whale was sort of out in the suburbs, in River Grove, IL, but now that it’s gone, you sort of miss it because it was at least a dependable place to play.

		

		Rick Flemming (Embalmer)

		

		HELLO, CLEVELAND

		

		In Cleveland, the only band really doing anything close to death metal in the late ’80s was a band called Terror. They were the first band to sort of bridge the thrash with the death metal, and their second bass player even went on to play in Embalmer. Those guys were listening to more of the Death, Autopsy and Terrorizer sound that was coming up in the underground, and Embalmer was also more into those bands, even though the thrash scene was still thriving at the time. There was a club we had called Flash’s that was around at least from 1989 to 1994, which was called Flash Gordon’s before that. That was the place everyone called home around here. I remember when I was in high school I’d sometimes be there up to five nights a week. It was all ages, and they had “open band” nights where anyone could show up, sign up and then play a 15-minute set on a shared backline.

		All the national tours would come there as well. The original death metal scene probably peaked here around 1992, but before that I remember the Morbid Angel/Entombed/Unleashed tour that came through in 1991. It was the Blessed Are the Sick tour and it was Embalmer’s first really big show. It was huge, and I remember it being packed with nearly a thousand people. The stage diving and pits were insane. I recall beating myself up pretty good there a number of times.

		One show in particular I recall was when we opened up the Autopsy/Incantation/Vital Remains tour [May 29th, 1993]. Towards the end of the night when Autopsy was playing, a guy in some Chili Peppers-type band smashed a bottle over the head of the guy from Mushroomhead. It just so happened that every bouncer that worked in the place was there just hanging out that night at the bar, and the next thing you know there were guns drawn, baseball bats coming out and cars getting smashed in the parking lot. I looked over and saw Chris Reifert puking on his snare drum while they were playing, and then he just wiped it off with a towel and kept going! After that, I saw him walking out the back door carrying his drums, and he looks over at all the mayhem and it just doesn’t even phase him. I thought, “Well, he is from California; he probably sees shit like this all the time!”

		The scene has chilled out a lot here these days, mainly because most of the people that caused trouble back then are either dead or disappeared. But it was just ridiculous; there’d be overly crazy fights after nearly every show we played … for some reason.

		There’s also a club called Peabody’s, but back then it was just called Peabody’s Down Under, and it was in a part of town called the “Flats,” which was a really low area between the west side and downtown where all the clubs and bars were. We also had a cool radio show called Metal on Metal, which was named after the Anvil album, on 88.7 WJCU that helped the scene tremendously. It’s run by this guy named Bill Peters, who’s been on the air roughly 30 years now. He probably has the biggest metal collection in the city. Even as the music progressed and changed thought the years, he kept playing the new stuff, and I found out about a lot of bands through him.

		During the second half of the ’90s some other places popped up like the Red Eye, which is where some of the shows were after Flash’s closed down. That’s right around the time the Cleveland Death Fests started to happen, and I am pretty sure Brian Baxter [of Sodomized and Regurgitation] was involved in getting those together. He did things no one else was doing, and really took the shows to another level by starting a record label [Ablated Records] and a record store that featured extreme music. He would have the festivals at the Phantasy Theater, and also at the Flying Machine out in Lorrain.

		

		Ola Lindgren (Grave)

		

		FROM GOTLAND TO THE MAINLAND

		

		I remember it was on September 26, 1986, when Metallica and Anthrax came to Stockholm, so we took a bunch of the Black Dawn Korpse—pre-Grave—demos with us and sold them for maybe 15 Kroner or something. That was actually my first real show. Totally life changing. About 10 or 15 of us came up from Gotland, and the show was at a place called Solnahallen, which maybe holds 3–4,000 people. We met the Nihilist guys there, as well as other guys in the Swedish scene, and exchanged demos. Notably, it was also the last show for Cliff Burton, because as we all know their bus crashed later that evening after the show on the drive down to Copenhagen.

		Another big eye-opener was Slayer on the South of Heaven tour in 1988. We brought maybe 200 demos to that one and sold or traded them all. We’d also go to Stockholm for Treblinka shows, Dismember and Nihilist of course. The first one was an early Dismember show, in a place called Bredäng, southwest of Stockholm.

		In that way, the shows never seemed to actually be in Stockholm; they were always at some youth center outside the city. They were always non-alcoholic places, so everyone usually ended up outside drinking in the bushes. All those guys in the those days, like Fred from Dismember, and Nicke and Uffe from Nihilist, we were writing letters back and forth and trading stuff. I remember once we got a tape from Uffe with the Morbid Angel and the Autopsy demos, and we had never heard anything like that before. So he kind of put us onto that, which got us more interested in what was going on over in the U. S.

		

		SIGNING TO CENTURY MEDIA Eventually, it was the fanzines that helped us find out about other bands, and provided a channel for us to get our music out to the world. We’d sit down every Sunday evening, go through all the mail, answer interviews, and pack t-shirt and demo orders. By this time, it was ’88/’89 and we were doing the Grave demos. At first during Korpse, we’d been contacted by Steamhammer and Noise Records, but when we changed to Grave they said, “Aww, this is not thrash; we can’t do this,” so they weren’t interested anymore. However, by 1989, Century Media offered us a deal, and they ended up signing us along with Morgoth, Unleashed and more as the first bands on the label. Robert Kampf contacted us in 1989 after the third demo, and wanted to hear some more material, so we recorded a promo thing in Gotland that just went out to labels. In late 1990, Century Media then invited us down to Germany to record the Tremendous Pain 7", so we stayed down there for a week and ended up recording five or six songs [in October 1990 at Nobel Studios, Bielefeld]. Then, we met the people from the label, which was only like three or four guys back then, and ended up signing the deal.

		

		THE MOVE TO STOCKHOLM Other early shows included one we did in Visby, Gotland, with Entombed in 1990. Also, every year, Robert [Becirovic] from Close-Up magazine organized the Thrash Bash in Norrköping, on the mainland, and we ended up playing that in 1989 or 1990, I think with Merciless and Dismember. By 1991, we ended up moving to Stockholm. We just needed to be more where everything was happening, like going to shows and recording for example, especially as Century Media began getting tours lined up for us. In one way, we were separate from the Stockholm/mainland scene, but we sort of wanted it that way. Although we ended up being a part of that, the Stockholm sound to me was more like Nihilist, Entombed and Dismember, because of their guitar tone and that kind of riffing. When we first heard it, it was very overwhelming. We were like, “Man, these guys can play; what the fuck are they doing?” It was a totally different level. But on the other hand, they liked our stuff because it was so straightforward and simple, and I know they really appreciated that, so we ended up influencing each other.

		

		Dan Swanö (Edge of Sanity, Pan-Thy-Monium, ex-Bloodbath)

		

		ROCKBORGEN MEMORIES

		

		When we started in Finspång [Sweden], we were lucky enough to have Robert [Becirovic] from Close-Up magazine living in Norrköping, which was about 20 minutes away by bus. He had a radio show at first, but then he started having these “Thrash Bash” shows. Thanks to him, we didn’t have to go to places like Stockholm as often to see good shows. However, we did go to another city called Fagersta, where there were many cool shows at this place called Rockborgen. I saw Forbidden, Sepultura and Sodom there. It was this completely small place I never heard of until someone mentioned a cool festival there with Kreator playing, on the Extreme Aggression tour [November 24th, 1990], I think. The year after, Pestilence played, in this small café place inside, while on the big stage Morbid Angel played. I remember meeting Jon [Nödtveidt] from Dissection there, before I even knew who he really was. He was just a kid then, sitting outside on the grass playing Dissection rehearsal tapes really loud out of a boom box … we were like, “Hey, who are you!?” We ended up meeting all kinds of weird people in this place.

		There were many classic moments. One night Morgan [Håkansson], the guitarist from Marduk, was pretty drunk, and he ordered something like four glasses of Coca-Cola, and somehow he managed to throw them all over Pestilence. We were sitting there with Pestilence, talking with Patrick Mameli who we thought was the coolest guy in the world, when Morgan was like, “I have to buy you a Cola-Cola.” Then somehow it ended up all over Patrick. Then Dread from Edge of Sanity was really clever because within two seconds he gave Patrick his Edge of Sanity shirt, and Patrick said, “Thanks—I’ll wear this on stage tonight.” Later, there he was on stage, spitting some kind of black blood, and wearing our shirt. That was a special memory, because those guys were like gods to us. I remember trying to talk to Morbid Angel that night too, but they were just not really “there.” We couldn’t get one word out of them.

		

		Sebastian Nilsson (Aeon, Defaced Creation)

		

		ON THE PERIPHERY IN ÖSTERSUND

		

		In Sweden, we come from a place that’s more on the outside of things, a city called Östersund which is more northern and to the center of the country. In the early ’90s, there were some death metal bands in our area, but not that many. However, considering the size of the city, I guess we were doing OK. Perhaps because there wasn’t much to do? But either way, enough people were playing instruments and enough of us were trying to get bands together that it worked out. Even back then, I never remember any difficulties finding other musicians to play with. At that time, the bands from the south like Stockholm didn’t really come this far north for shows, at least until around 1992. Then, Dismember and also Entombed made it up when they performed at this sort of city festival we have here every summer called Storsjöyran, or “The Great Lake Festival.” It was right around the time that Clandestine [by Entombed] came out. After that, we started a band called Unorthodox that later became Defaced Creation, and there were two or three other death metal bands around at the time, like Celeborn, who had Magnus Sahlgren who later played with Dismember. I was totally into the Swedish style at the time. I actually didn’t really encounter the American style until I saw the Ace Ventura movie, where they had Cannibal Corpse performing in a segment of the film. It left a strong impression on me, and from that point I became more interested in the American style of death metal, which was kind of unique to hear from a Swedish band. At that point, we changed our name to Defaced Creation and adopted a different approach to the music.

		We were playing the music as a hobby at first, but it increasingly became more and more of a lifestyle. We always wanted to push ourselves to get out there and tour, and get our albums in the stores. That was the whole idea, really. I know some bands could seek financial support through cultural subsides from the government, which is an interesting thing about Sweden, but we actually never tried to do that. For the first few years it was always just doing local shows, mostly at our rehearsal space which was a kind of youth center of sorts, and the kids seemed to really get into it back then, moshing and all that. There was no alcohol, but all the kids would have it anyway. Actually, when I think about it, we traded shows with some bands from the north of Sweden to come and play, and there was also Setherial from Sundsvall. By 1998 bands like Deranged were coming up, and shortly after that we ended up doing a full European tour in the summer of 1998 with them and Dying Fetus.

		We had a cool local record store at the time called Guntan’s that actually would get demos in from underground bands all around Sweden, and that helped out the scene tremendously. We have continued to play this more American style of death metal since then with Aeon, and while we have gotten criticism for it, we are never looking for anyone’s approval. It’s just what we enjoy playing. In the end, we all do it for ourselves anyway, you know?

		

		Jukka Kolehmainen (Abhorrence)

		

		FINLAND, 1989

		

		Back then, there was still a scene for thrash and speed metal, but seeing as we were one of the first active death metal bands in Finland, death metal didn’t yet have a proper “scene.” Helsinki did have a venue called Lepakko—“The Bat Cave”—which was sort of like the “metalhead hangout,” with lots of punks too. But seeing as the ’80s punk scene was sort of dwindling, it was mostly metal kids. There were metal gigs there at least once a month, featuring mostly local bands but also sometimes foreign bands. We played a show there once, and they had this sound guy working who just had no clue what to do. For example, I asked for some wide-space echo for my vocals, and he just turned on repeating echo for the whole show, so it was like, “thanks-hanks-anks-nks-ks-s.” Most of the Lepakko memories are related to other bands and mini-fests like Metal Massacres I–V. For these shows the venue built a special “stage-diving stage,” and once when Nuclear Assault played, this little stage collapsed during the first few minutes. Lots of kids got trapped under and within 10 minutes the band stopped playing, shouted at the security until the kids broke the fucking contraption to pieces and carried the remnants out over everyone’s heads. Fifteen minutes later the show was back on and only one kid went to the hospital for severe ribcage bruising. Fun times.

		We played there a few more times as well, but most of our gigs were in youth centers and away from the Helsinki-capital area. Places like Riihimäki, where we played at least three times, Orimattila, or Turku, where they had a nice run-down venue called A-Panimo as well. Also in Turku we soon found our kindred spirits in bands like Xysma, Disgrace and Funebre. We played some gigs with those bands as well. Abhorrence all lived in Vantaa, sort of Helsinki suburbia I guess, so Helsinki was our hometown as far as the band was concerned. One cool show was in Klaukkala, about 60 km out of Helsinki. I’m guessing late 1989, but it could have been 1990. We had our rehearsal place there for a while, sharing a spot with the thrash band Antidote. The locals were sort of violent and prejudiced, so the area was a scary place to be in with long hair and metal looks in general, especially if you didn’t know anyone. Due to the gig, though, a lot of metal kids ventured out in groups and mostly got in and out without getting the shit kicked out of them. The venue, an old movie theater, had its bathroom downstairs covered in blood, and it quickly became obvious that one shouldn’t venture there alone and drunk. You’d get a severe beating. The show was great; we opened for speed and power metal bands and were well received, even though most of the audience was there for Stratovarius and local guys Antidote.

		

		A FINNISH SOUND? I don’t think that Finland really had an identifiable “Finnish sound,” not like the “Sunlight sound” anyway. However, I think Finnish bands have always been very keen on having their own particular style and approach. What I mean is, we tend to have our emphasis on being different than everyone else, and we take the things we like from outside sources and then combine that with our own ideas. That’s what we did, and I feel like a lot of bands are still doing it here. It’s just not as easy anymore.

		

		Jari Laine (Torture Killer, ex-Adramelech)

		

		FINLAND IN THE ’90S/METALLILIITTO RADIO

		

		During the early ’90s in Finland, we’d either go to summer festivals or drive to Helsinki, where clubs like the historic Lepakko would get international acts like Dismember. Back then, before the Internet and YouTube with its low-standard cell phone live clips, these events had a real magic to them. The only time you ever saw a band was on the back of their album, or perhaps some xeroxed pics in an underground zine. Other than that, you’d have to wait until they came around to play a show to find out what they were like. In that sense, there was a mystery around a lot of the bands then. They only existed on the album and by extension in your imagination, until you could see them live. The anticipation for the show would begin weeks in advance, and once the band actually appeared, you’d be so pumped that you felt like you could run through a brick wall without a bruise.

		In Finland then, we had a reputation of being skipped by bands because of the seas surrounding us, yet these days, there’s a metal concert of some kind almost every week. That was not the case in the early-to-late ’90s, when there simply weren’t many promoters, organizers or venues to regularly make them happen.

		However, more than any single band, there was a radio show that aired once a week on national radio called Metalliliitto—“The Metal Union”—which had the biggest impact on all things metal-related. This was one of the most important ways to hear new music then, and it was run by a guy named Klaus Flaming. I can’t overstate how much this program meant to me personally, and I’m sure it did the same for every other metalhead at the time. Flaming was smart, had a great sense of humor, and interviewed bands over the phone, in the studio, or at the venues. That was the highlight of the entire week, and you’d have your blank cassette ready, hand on the controls ready to record every song he played. Metal fans would tune in religiously for this show every week, and it had a huge hand in letting Finns know about new international and national bands. From this show, I first heard bands like Death, Demolition Hammer, Killing Addiction, Dying Fetus demos, unreleased Obituary and Sepultura albums, Gorefest, as well as new demos from local bands like Demigod and Mordicus. One of our favorite bands to visit the show was Impaled Nazarene. Those shows were fantastic; they had this tongue-in-cheek humor as Flaming and [Mika] Luttinen, Impaled Nazarene’s vocalist, were just on fire interacting with each other. Flaming still runs radio shows regularly, but as time moved on and people use the Internet more to find their music, the importance of that channel has nearly vanished. Still, for my generation of metal fans in Finland, that show was priceless.

		

		Mitch Harris (Napalm Death, Righteous Pigs)

		

		ARRIVAL IN LAS VEGAS

		

		When I was 10, we drove from New York to Las Vegas. That was sort of like my first tour, I guess, and those six days conditioned me for the road early on! When I arrived I was disappointed, because I remember I expected there to be sand and desert, but it was just dirt. After living there for a year or so, I ended up going over to this guy’s house and he had all these metal posters on the wall, and I was like, “No way, you like this music?” I thought I was the only one in town who’d ever heard of Witchfinder General, you know? So I found out he was getting the posters from a store called the Record Gallery. From then, my opinion has been that any cool local scene is based on having a good record store in town. Like, take for example Tampa in Florida: they had a record store called Ace’s Records that carried great music. That’s probably why there were like 50 bands from there! That’s how the kids could access the music then, through local places like that. In Vegas, we also had Odyssey Records on the Strip, who had a cool imports section. You would spend all day going through the records and just looking at the names and the covers, but also what the band looked like on the back, or what shirts they were wearing. You had to make a decision based on those things … and you didn’t always win.

		

		THE DESERT PARTIES In the ’80s, there was quite a big hardcore scene in Vegas. There was the Maximumrocknroll and Thrasher magtype following, with both dreadheads and Nazi skinheads as well. I saw the Nazis develop from 2 people into 50 people over time.

		Being that it was Las Vegas, everything was 21 and over, so unless it was a show at an arena, you were looking at just playing the bars. When you have a band at 16, and everyone you know is not even old enough to buy beer, there is no point in playing those places. A way around that started when people began putting on shows out in the desert. They’d bring out a generator, lights and a P.A. with three or four channels. The place was cool; it was out in this reservoir of sorts. Las Vegas has no drainage system, so when it rains all the water goes out into these massive channels that lead to these places in the desert where the water is dispersed. There are these massive tunnels that bring the water out, and we’d play on what looked like a racquetball court, with concrete walls around us. Great atmosphere. The bands would bring out their gear and play, and there’d be this dust bowl from all the slam dancing. There was dirt everywhere, fights and people selling drugs. Everyone would drink, it was complete freedom with no police, and just out of control at some points.

		The word would get around by making up fliers, and then dropping them off at the schools around town and passing them out. You’d only need a one or two week notice, and still get like 350 people out there. There was also this party network where you’d call certain people to find out where the places were that everyone could meet and hang out. In that way, it wasn’t just that people were going out to see specific bands, it was just a thing to do. There were only a handful of us actually into the music; the rest were more into just doing something. There was sort of this collective consciousness, where everyone was already into music that was heavier than what was played on the radio, so there was quite a mixture of kids at these shows. Also, as the Nazi group became bigger and bigger, they started bringing M16s with them and began shooting them in the air, usually around 1 a. m. when everyone would start leaving. I remember thinking, “Well, damn, these bullets are going to come back down eventually!” Sometimes there were fights and confrontations, but there was this mutual respect where different groups would not fuck with each other too much. With Righteous Pigs, we went to every show out there, whether we played or not; there was always something going on. In some ways, we were like middle men, because we had confrontations with them, a sort of standoff, and after that they never fucked with us again. They never really hurt anyone at the shows; it was like they had their beliefs, and that was it.

		The shows there were notable. D. R. I. played and they did great. Everyone was selling shirts out of the back of the van for seven bucks. I saw C. O. C. in the desert. I remember when they were playing, we looked up and the moon had this huge circular cloud around it; it was surreal. We would have fires. It was fun; you just had to know when it was time to leave. After a while, the desert shows stopped when two Trans Ams crashed into each other at the top of this hill. The wreck ended up blocking the road out, one driver was killed and four of my friends were trapped in a car. This was before cell phones, so someone had to run to the nearest payphone. There was about 400 people stuck at the party while the cops and helicopters came in to help. After that, the parties were over and the police were everywhere. However, in the years since I left, I’ve heard that new scenes have grown up to occupy the same space we used to use.

		

		DISCOVERING THE UNDERGROUND Until then, Righteous Pigs had never played on an actual stage, or with monitors. That didn’t happen until later when I brought down Cryptic Slaughter and Wehrmacht to Vegas. At the time, there were a few people into the more speed aspect of things; I only knew three or four people into bands like Napalm Death or the Accüsed. After a while we started getting the odd all-ages show, and you could do a $5 cover and it would be well attended. The first time we did it we got a soundboard tape, ‘cause it was the first time we ever had mics on the guitars, kick and snare. So we circulated that with the demo, and it was like, “Hey, we are a real band—we have a soundboard tape!” With my friends, primarily these guys named Brian, Kevin and Arhue—Kevin and Arhue formed The Horde of Torment and Ahrue went on to play with Machine Head at one point—we were all kind of picking up instruments at the same time. I went over to Brian’s house one day and he showed me this tape trading list, where he was getting demos in the mail. He was playing me bands like Intense Mutilation, Decapitation and the first Death demo. I was like, “Wow, you can do anything with this underground network.” He was getting lists with things like Slayer bootlegs, Kreator soundboards, and live Sodom VHS tapes in PAL. I was like, “What is PAL?” And he was like, “Ahh, it’s a different system; it won’t work here, dude.” He brought Dark Angel to Vegas one time, so he had a video of that. He started circulating that and eventually got tons of stuff back. So while I was conscious that there was an international tape trading scene, I wouldn’t have known where to get started with it. I was still into just buying records, at least until Righteous Pigs did our first four-track demo [1987], and I thought, “Hey, maybe I can send out our demo through that underground thing.”

		At the time, I knew Les from Cryptic Slaughter because we used to write then. We used to write every week. I sent him the Righteous Pigs demo, and I didn’t expect anyone to actually like it, ‘cause it was really like our own thing. From that, he gave me the addresses to zines like Slayer in Norway and DOD from France. Then I also learned about the dark side, where fliers would go around for zines that did not actually exist—they were just rip offs that existed to get free demos sent to them. I made up the ads, the pictures, et cetera, and sent them around, until three weeks later I started getting replies and requests for interviews from places like Indonesia, Japan and Bulgaria. My parents were freaking out. They were like, “I like the music, but I can not understand a word he says … what are you gonna do for money?!” But for me it was just about doing what I wanted to do first, and then figure out something else later. I felt like we were playing something totally different from what I grew up listening to, so I felt I had to push it somehow. It seemed like Europe took to it really quickly compared to the States. From there we made t-shirts and sold them for seven bucks. We’d put the stamps on the letters, and then cover them with glue, and then ask the people to send them back so we could reuse them. Everyday after school Brian would drop me off, and it would be, “Look! I got a letter from Mille from Kreator, and Tommy from the Accüsed.”

		I met Tommy because one time I went to stay with Wehrmacht up in Portland, OR, for a few weeks, and traveled with them up to Takoma, Washington where they had a show with the Accüsed. I was watching the show from the side of the stage, and Tommy got slammed into by a stagediver. He was knocked on his ass, and all his cords came unplugged, so I picked him up, and plugged him back in. He was so thankful that he sent me a big package full of posters and stickers, all Martha Splatterhead-era stuff. On the envelope, he had drawn the Righteous Pigs logo in a 3-D looking image, with a green highlighter pen. I liked it so much we ended up using it to replace the logo on our demo, which was more of a Napalm Death-looking logo that I thought was too similar to theirs. I was like, “Cool, we have a logo from Tommy from the Accüsed … just like Hirax have a logo from Tom G. Warrior!”

		

		Derek Boyer (Suffocation, Deprecated, ex-Decrepit Birth, ex-Disgorge)

		

		STAY BRUTAL, SAN DIEGO

		

		My first band was a thrash band called Cremation; I played guitar. No blast beats, no guttural vocals, just thrash. At the time, we didn’t know what was up yet with the whole “band buy-on” thing, making kids sell tickets and local band politics, et cetera. Our first show in a club was in 1994, when we opened up for Deeds of Flesh and Disgorge. It was at a place called Kay’s Club in Vista, California. It was a real club, with a real soundman and a real stage, but we were just treating it like another one of the backyard parties we’d normally play in and around San Diego at the time. Later, after we played, Disgorge came on, and we were like, “Holy shit, that is brutal … that’s what we want to play.” I was instantly like, “OK, I quit this band today.” I wanted to remake a new band, more like Disgorge. After that, I eventually became friends with both Deeds of Flesh and Disgorge—I was slightly younger than them—and later I actually played in both those bands for a stint. It was like, the next thing I know I am playing bass for my favorite bands. It was that way right up until I joined Suffocation … When they called and asked me to join, it was like having your favorite supermodel try to marry you! So once I was in Disgorge, I learned more about how local scenes worked, and other aspects like the “buying onto shows” thing.

		I remember we [Disgorge] opened up the Kataklysm/Monstrosity/ Dying Fetus tour at the Showcase Theater in Corona, California, in 1996. That was a great venue because the owner, a guy named Izad, would do all-ages shows, which was and still is very important to any local scene. Of course, in L. A. we had the Wild Rag, this distro and sort of zine run by a guy named Richard C., who also had a store and label named Wild Rags in Montebello. However, for San Diego, people more than likely ended up having to travel to the L. A. area to see most tours.

		The mid-’90s were an intense time for death metal in Southern California. We began to get more shows, and I could see Vader one weekend, and Cannibal Corpse the next. I came into the music so stoked, but it was after the first wave of bands had already blown up and established things, so I just thought it was always like that, you know? By the late ’90s, though, things drifted more back underground. The heavyweights would still come out, but much less often, and the support-level bands even less so. I don’t know what happened, but shows started thinning out.

		

		Travis Ryan (Cattle Decapitation, Murder Construct)

		

		WE CAN NOT GET A SHOW TO SAVE OUR LIVES

		

		Locally, in San Diego, one band I really liked back in the early ’90s was called Damnation. They opened the shows for all the nationals that came through, and I had all their demos. Some people would complain, “Fuck, Damnation again?” but I thought they were pretty rad. Their demos still hold up today, and they just never got noticed for whatever reason. Other notable locals at the time were Blackkness, Laceration, my band Stigmata, and Silent Ovation—Matti Way’s band before Disgorge. Certain bands had a monopoly down on the local scene, and we could not really get a national show to save our lives. In retrospect, I thought it was very competitive among the bands then, and maybe it was the people I was hanging around, but for some reason death metal always had this sense of competition around it. Maybe it was teenage arrogance and testosterone, but it was still different from today. It seems like kids have more control over what they want to do. Although the clubs then were not pay to play, which is notable in Los Angeles, they still would do this thing where they take tallies at the door, while asking people what band they are there to see. Whoever had the most ticks at the end of the night would then get offered the national shows. But when you are a band from 40 minutes north of the city, it’s hard to get people to come down. I think that is one reason why Ben and Diego ended up joining Disgorge, because it was hard to get anywhere being way out in the suburbs.

		By the time it got to the mid-’90s, certainly by 1996, death metal had really dropped off and went way underground again. Probably up until about 2001. That was around the time Cattle Decapitation started, so when I eventually joined we were just playing grind and trying to rip off Carcass for fun, and failing miserably. Then we discovered in the ensuing years that there was already this entire scene of Carcass-worshiping bands, like Impaled and Exhumed, and we eventually became friends with them all.

		It’s funny, one of the first shows we had, that I thought I booked for us, was at this place called the World Beat Center, which is actually the venue where Carcass played years before. In 1997, we were to open up a tour that had Monstrosity, Vader, and Broken Hope, and I was fucking stoked because I loved Broken Hope. We had a 7" out then, and we were still very much a powerviolence-style band. The funny thing is, as the show got closer, I noticed we were not listed on a lot of the fliers. I know we were booked on the show, and I saw at least one flier with our name on it, but when we showed up we found out we were not on the bill, and the promoter had added three other bands. So we are there with all of our gear in the back of [drummer] Dave [Astor]’s pickup truck, when at the last minute we get an offer to play a house party out in Chula Vista. So, we leave and head over to find this small house packed with hundreds of people. We loaded in and set up the gear, yet right when we hit the first few notes of the song, the cops just come busting right in. They were screaming at us to stop, and it was just like, “Fuck, we can not get a show to save our lives!” We didn’t even try to play out for another six months, when The Locust actually helped get us some gigs.

		

		Matt Harvey (Exhumed)

		

		THRASH WINDS DOWN

		

		In the early ’90s, I think most metal people in the Bay Area were in denial that thrash was winding down. I think that bands like Forbidden, Mordred, et al., were all still hot on the trail of the brass ring: the coveted major label deal. There were even cheesy “Thrash Awards” shows at clubs where members of different bands would jam together and shit. In the wake of the success of Faith No More and Primus, funk thrash was on the upswing. Slap bass was cropping up everywhere: there was Fungo Mungo, The Slambodians and others who I’ve had to forcibly erase from my memory. The whole attitude towards death metal in the “scene,” as far as I could tell, was that it was not only stupid, but a bunch of noise containing no value whatsoever. Of course, that was one of the main things that hooked me in. To me, I saw it as the heir to the legacy of hardcore, thrash, crossover, et cetera. Just as Slayer and Metallica had shocked Rainbow and UFO fans in the early ’80s, Napalm Death and Carcass were shocking Slayer and Metallica fans in the early ’90s. The local band scene was oversaturated with third- and fourth-rate thrash bands like Nocturnal Treachery, Warfare D. C. (sorry Will!), Wrekking Machine, Bacchus, Mystic Rage, Laughing Dead, Skeletal Bliss, Aggro, Biocide and way too many others to name. I thought it was killer to go against the grain—to rebel way beyond music that was already rebellious.

		

		DEATH ACROSS THE BAY Death metal was never embraced in the bay area the way thrash was, but there were a few local bands that came up after Exhumed, Immortal Fate and Plutocracy. One was Colostomy. This was Dan from Dekapitator’s old band from Fair-field. Then there was Burial; this was [Exhumed guitarist] Mike Beams’ original band, from Gilroy. Of course there were about 1,000 bands named Burial in the early ’90s, and about 500 named Exhumed for that matter, but not too many people have heard these guys. They had one barely released demo and did a few shows, but were awesome Suffocation/Morbid Angel/Autopsy-influenced death. Their singer, Mark Smith, also used to play hockey with our singer, Jake—he was the guy who played me the Leprosy cassette for the first time back in ’89. He also sang on our Cadaveric Splatter Platter demo. Their other guitarist, Jeff Saffle, played bass for Exhumed for about a month in 1994, but we didn’t know he was heavily into meth, and he stole our P. A. and disappeared, never to be heard from again. Exhumed recycled a few of Mike’s Burial riffs years later on Vacant Grave, Arclight and even on the [All Guts, No Glory] album for As Hammer to Anvil. Another band was Abhorrence, who were one of many bands with this name. These guys were from Redwood City. They were the token poseur band that had only heard Deicide, Death, and Morbid Angel; nobody seemed to really like them. For some reason they decided that Exhumed were their “rival” band and they started writing graffiti at clubs and at the House of Faith studios about how they were going to get signed before us or whatever. We later played a show with them where they insisted on headlining over us, and the crowd thinned from about 150 to 15, and two of those people were batting a balloon around for some reason. They then convened a band meeting onstage and played for about 15 minutes and left. After opening for Deicide in 1993 and getting a trash can thrown at them—not by us, in case you’re wondering—they dropped off the map.

		Other bands included Enucleation, Stigmatist and Athrenody, who were all from Redwood City, and then there was Necrology. These guys were a pretty bad death metal band from the West Bay, but they had this really hyper singer that always used a really goofy-sounding pitch shifter who was just about the nicest, most affable person you could ever meet named Pete Pontikoff, later of Benümb. There was also Aceldama. These guys were from the East Bay, and I remember them being kind of “pro”—they had nice gear and shit. Their guitarist, Bill, was a genuinely nice guy. Later, they sounded a bit more Carcass-y; this was maybe in ’95 or ’96, when their new guitarist was a young kid from San Francisco with a Symphonies of Sickness shirt named Sean McGrath.

		From San José there was Bonesaw. I did vocals on a couple of demos with them as well as a few shows as their singer, and the band was a really good Napalm/Terrorizer worship project. I wish I had a quality recording of those tracks. They were one of the best bands around the area in those days, but their drummer was this nutcase dude named Brian Rubio, who wanted everyone to call him “Terrorizer.” The first show I remember doing with them was opening for Sleep in their very, very early days when they sounded like Neurosis instead of Black Sabbath.

		There was also Von, who was the other band that stuck out as being very weird. I think they were from the Benicia/Concord area. Before they were considered kvlt by black metal record-collecting nerds, they were the total oddballs in the Bay Area underground scene. When every other band was wearing jeans or shorts and Grave shirts, they looked like a budget version of Venom. When every other band was singing about autopsies, cannibalism or politics, they were being totally satanic. No one really seemed to get into them. I liked them, half ironically, half seriously, but didn’t really admit it to my friends at the time. Backstage, they would lift weights and apply each other’s makeup. The whole sight was unintentionally hilarious, but very sincere and endearing. I also remember that they seemed to play every riff at the ninth fret or higher; they never used the top of the scale, which baffled me. It was quite a sight to see these guys with their obviously home-made inverted crosses and sort of Venom-meets-Danzig look playing before us when we opened for Cannibal Corpse in 1992. Joe—I forget his black metal name—was later the bassist for Abscess, and now is playing bass in Autopsy.

		Of course, Autopsy was the band that everyone looked up to. They were legends to me before I ever met them. When I did meet them, they were great, fun guys who drank a lot of Jim Beam and smoked a lot of weed, and were always goofy, modest and very nice. We would see Danny Coralles every year at the Wondercon comic convention in Oakland buying Star Trek shit back in those days. They were from Benicia and were respected by everyone. I remember seeing Chris Reifert throw up after playing when we opened for them in January of ’92—also the first time I saw them live—and thinking it was the coolest thing ever. ‘Autopsy vomit” became an in-joke within the Exhumed camp to describe anything awesome-it was like a high-five or something.

		All the really heavy bands in the Bay Area back then were from the suburbs. I think all the Oakland/Berkeley/Hayward guys—that’s where Exodus, Testament, Vio-lence, Forbidden, et cetera are all from—kind of ended up laying low until the Machine Head sound got started up a couple years later, and then all the old thrash guys were in bands like that: Wardance, Man Made God, Parking Lot Prophets, et cetera. But the scene kind of came to an abrupt end in terms of local death metal bands by the end of 1993. Roger Nady, of Nady wireless systems fame, owned the three leading metal clubs in the Bay Area: The Stone in San Francisco, as seen in Cliff ’Em All, the Vio-lence World in a World music video, and some vintage Kiss footage that pops up on a few different videos; One Step Beyond in Santa Clara; and The Omni in Oakland, as seen in the Suit and Tie Guy music video by D. R. I., also the place Jeff Becerra from Possessed got shot outside of. I don’t know the business specifics of what happened, but by the end of ’93, they were all closed down. There were a handful of clubs that still did death metal shows, but local band bookings were incredibly scarce. We went from playing nearly once a month, often opening for a national act—we opened for Morbid Angel, Entombed, Master, Cannibal Corpse/Atheist/Gorguts, Suffocation/Dismember/Vader, and Sadus/Autopsy between January ’92 and June ’93—to having no place to even see death metal shows, let alone play them. It wasn’t until 1994 that bands started to come through the Bay Area again, and by then we had gone from being a five-piece band to three dudes in search of a bassist and a singer.

		

		Paul Ryan (Origin)

		

		NOT IN KANSAS ANYMORE: THE OUTHOUSE

		

		I will never forget the Outhouse in Lawrence, Kansas. I think it was 1991. It was in the middle of a cornfield! Bolt Thrower played, I think it was on the Warmaster tour [November 23rd, 1991], with Sacrifice, and I think Vengeance Rising. We would drive 30 miles, and there it was, a place right off the highway. It’s a BYOB strip club now, but back then it was where all the death metal shows happened. We went there a bunch of times. I saw Cannibal Corpse, Gorguts and Corrosion of Conformity, and others bands like Bad Brains. But when Bolt Thrower played, I’d never seen anything like it. I mean, they were blowing the speakers down. I’d been going there since I was 15 years old, and I just turned 20. It was just the craziest show I’d ever seen. It had a monumental impact on me. I know my music in Origin doesn’t reflect it, but Bolt Thrower just had all these blast beats then, and I was infatuated with it. Bolt Thrower had the heavy shit, and you know, you’d go to a punk show and people would move, but when Bolt Thrower played the crowd really moved. I mean, they just went crazy. It was just different after Bolt Thrower; that was the monumental show where it all made sense to me. Like, “This is why I love this music.” We are somewhere out in the middle of nowhere, and everyone in this room is enjoying this moment; the rest of Lawrence just had no fucking idea what was going on there. It was a big deal. It was like, Bolt Thrower is here from the U. K., in the middle of a cornfield.

		One thing I will never forget … I was with the original singer of Origin, Mark [Manning], and I don’t know what happened exactly, but this girl got trampled. The pit was so crazy I was hanging off the rafters. People were pulling me down. It’s kind of what you did: you’d hang upside down, jump on the stage, whatever. Well, this girl got totally crushed, so Mark and some other guys were trying to make a circle around this girl, and they dragged her limp body across the stage and out the back door. That was kind of the mentality of this place.

		Earlier on I saw Slapshot from Boston there, and I remember walking in with my Slayer Show No Mercy backpatch on my jean jacket. This was like in December, 1987. This guy comes up to me and says, “You are a fucking poser wearing that Slayer jacket to this punk club. We are gonna shave your fuckin’ head.” That was silly, ‘cause the Kansas scene was not so divided; there were just not that many of us metalheads. One of my favorite bands then was Cryptic Slaughter, and another guy, Curtis, turned me on to S. O. D. I mean, it was like, “OK, I like Slayer, you like D. R. I.—we are kinda on the same page, you know?”

		

		Shane McLachlan (Phobia)

		

		TO LIVE AND GRIND IN L. A.

		

		Back when we started, the clubs around L. A. wouldn’t have us, and even if we got a club gig they wouldn’t have us back after hearing our music and seeing the type of people we brought in. It was just a whole new generation of brutality, and the reaction was similar to the same response punk first got in the ’70s when those bands struggled to get shows. It was just outlaw music and nowhere near as widespread as it is today.

		In Orange County, it was bands like Phobia, Mindrot, Confrontation, Apocalypse, Pestilence and more, and then L.A. County, where they were doing it a little before us, they had bands like Sadistic Intent, Excruciating Terror and Entity. We would end up trading shows with each other, and then it spread out to where we would trade shows with bands from the Bay Area. We would get calls like, “Hey man, we got this scene up here; we got Plutocracy, Immortal Fate and more.” There was no Internet then, so it was all about writing letters and tape trading. You’d meet people at a show, and then build the scene around local connections.

		The first tour we ever did was in 1993, when we went to Seattle and back, and then after that we went to Arizona with Lack of Interest and Capitalist Casualties. We were young, it was all DIY and it was a fun time. Just drinking, partying, and playing fast. You’d call up whatever kid you heard about in whatever city, and say, “Hey, are you into this shit? Can you do a show for us?” You’d show up, and it’s like, “Hey, play in my house, play at this warehouse I know about outside of town,” et cetera. A lot of times you’d get into town, and pull over to a pay phone on the side of the road, and call the guy to ask, “Hey is the show still going on?!” Sometimes the number would be no good, or it would be like, “Sorry man, that show got cancelled last month.” It was really all just trial and error then. I think the kids might be a bit spoiled today; it just wasn’t like that then. There were no booking agents for this stuff; it was just word of mouth until Book Your Own Fucking Life came out from Maximumrocknroll.

		

		Steve Goldberg (Cephalic Carnage, Adnauseam)

		

		ROCKY MOUNTAIN HIGHS

		

		One of my earliest memories from seeing death metal shows in and around Denver was Obituary’s first U. S. tour. They were supporting Sacred Reich, along with Forced Entry. It was pretty sweet: I recall James Murphy was with them at time; it was right around when they recorded Cause of Death. It was at this place called the Colorado Indoor Sports Complex in Englewood [on July 25th, 1990], a place where they haven’t had shows in years. After that, when I really began to get into death metal, it seemed like the scene was already starting to go into decline.

		Around 1990–1992, the shows were huge and packed out, and bands like Hideous Corpse/Skeleton of God and others would play often. Those bands were a part of the early wave, before bands like Adnauseum, Dismembered Fetus, Catheter and Cephalic Carnage were really established. The bands here were always unique and retained their own identity, so that’s something that’s been consistent since the start.

		A good way to find out about a lot of the new bands at the time were from label compilations. For example Earache Records would do the Grindcrusher compilation [1989], Nuclear Blast had Death Is Just the Beginning [1992], and Roadrunner did At Death’s Door [1990]. These compilations were nice because you could hear firsthand how all the bands were not only awesome back then, but how they actually sounded quite different from each other.

		There was also Mosh Pit Records, which was both a store and label from the area that contributed to growth of the scene. They did the Pit magazine which eventually went national, and the first issue even featured all local Denver-area bands. However, shows were in a steady decline around the mid-’90s, when the first-era bands both internationally and locally began to break up or change their sound.

		Around that time John [Merryman] and I were in another band called Molester, and a lot of the shows started happening at this venue called the Aztlan Theater. That was also the place where we’d all go to hang out, and one night there at the bar we agreed to join Cephalic Carnage. Another place in town that did a lot of shows was the Pythian, which was this hall where they would have parties every Friday night, as well as the Mercury Café, where we played with D.R.I. in what was my second show with Cephalic Carnage. But up until then I thought the shows were always killer. Historic tours like the Campaign for Musical Destruction and other big ones would always be packed.

		The thing about Denver was, and maybe still is, that it has the curse of always catching on to things later than they happen in the coastal, or more populated, areas of the country. This was before the Internet, so it took time for things to trickle into the middle of the country. So when death metal really got into our area, people were already moving on to other things everywhere else. I’m not trying to rag on our local scene; it’s just more a result of geography than anything else.

		

		Stephen Gebidi (Hail of Bullets, Thanatos)

		

		EAST SIDE VS. WEST SIDE

		

		When Thanatos formed in 1984, there wasn’t even a real thrash metal scene yet in Holland. There were just a few New Wave of British Heavy Metal bands, and then there was a sort of underground scene going on with people who were into bands like Accept and Mercyful Fate. There were two pretty legendary clubs back then, the Dynamo in Eindhoven, the one that would later spew forth the Dynamo Open Air, and then you also had the Scum Club in Katwijk, which is in the Western part of Holland. That was the first club where I saw bands like Slayer and Deicide. So, you sort of had these two scenes that developed separately in the Eastern and Western parts of Holland. The first thrash bands came around this time: Pestilence formed in 1986, and also Asphyx in 1987. The funny thing is, even though it’s such a small country, the bands that came from the Eastern part of Holland meant much less in the Western part, because the bands in the East were close to the German border. Because of that, they were able to get shows around the border more easily than we did, and as such they became bigger in Germany.

		Thanatos and Pestilence started out more or less as thrash bands, but then got heavier and more brutal. You had bands like Death and Possessed coming out, who were great bands we really liked, but at the time I think nobody was actually yet calling it death metal—that came later on. But when Asphyx appeared, they were more pure death metal I think, and there was another band from Holland called Sempiternal Deathreign that formed in 1987, who never got big outside of Holland. They were a real cult death metal band, and some people say they were the first “real” death metal band in Holland. They only made one record, The Spooky Gloom, and it was something of an underground classic in the scene back then.

		I was into tape trading as well, and I had regular contact with bands like Wehrmacht, Dark Angel, Possessed, Carcass and Massacre, writing with all those guys and exchanging demo tapes. I also contributed to a fanzine for the Belgian/Dutch scene called Death Scythe, started by this guy Wim Baelus, who’s still some sort of cult figure in Belgium.

		But the West-side East-side separation carried on a little bit. It wasn’t that bad, but there was some bad blood, I guess, between Thanatos and Pestilence in the beginning, so it’s really funny to hook up with Martin van Drunen in Hail of Bullets after all these years and play shows together. We are even doing a split 7" with Thanatos and Asphyx, so I think the first singer for Asphyx [Theo Loomans], who died in the ’90s, would be turning in his grave if he knew this. At first we were all friends, and then some sort of rivalry was going on, because the major metal magazine in Holland, Aardschok, they used to have a reader’s section, and I can remember that for months and months each band’s fans would be bashing each other, with people constantly writing letters and being upset. It was really childish, like the western part of Holland against the Eastern part of Holland. We were all about 20 years old and with big egos. I think maybe even football teams were involved a little bit. It was funny, but in the end, all the bands that survived the ’90s came back together and all get along now.

		

		A DUTCH SOUND? I don’t think that the scene at the time, by 1990, had an identifiable Dutch “sound” or “style.” I think there was a bigger difference among the Dutch bands at the time than, let’s say, the Swedish or the Florida bands. They had a particular sound; you could tell where a band was from. If you listened to a band like Asphyx, Thanatos, Gorefest or Sinister, I don’t think they sounded much alike. Maybe on the outside there is some sort of comparison, but those bands that made up the underground scene here back then were quite different from each other, so it was not like some “typical Dutch sound.” Bands like God Dethroned came a little bit later, and they were also different again; they sounded more Swedish, I guess, than the other Dutch bands.

		

		THE DYNAMO FESTIVAL The first Dynamo Open Air was in 1986. Then, they were basically still held in the parking lot of the actual club in Eindhoven. I think the venue itself fit like five or six hundred people, but it grew to have a really good name. Bands from all over the world wanted to play there after the word spread about how crazy the crowds would get.

		We played a couple of times there in the late ’80s, when the festival started out small, drawing maybe a thousand people. Later, the second one I attended was about 1,500 to 1,800 people in the parking lot outside. I can remember they had both Stryper and Destruction on the bill, which was really weird. Then as the festival grew, they moved to a different location; I think it was an old airport. It used to be a free festival in the beginning, but they eventually went to a symbolic entrance fee of one guilder. By 1991, it became a two-day festival, and had over a hundred thousand visitors on the whole weekend. It still has the record for the biggest traffic jam in Holland of all time; every road to Eindhoven was blocked for a day. They then had this feeling that “we shouldn’t grow any bigger, this is getting out of hand.” After that, they had to switch locations every year, and also other festivals started appearing in Europe, like Wacken and Graspop, so the festival went into decline at that point. From what I recall, at the end of the ’80s and the beginning of the ’90s, Dynamo was basically the only open air heavy metal festival in Europe. People were coming from everywhere, and it was some kind of magic, I guess.

		

		Seth van de Loo (Severe Torture, Centurian)

		

		DUTCH OVENS

		

		Tilburg was always good for shows back in the ’90s, and now they have the famous 013 club. Before that they had the Noorderlicht, where we saw bands like Death and Morbid Angel for the first time. There were also a lot of underground shows going on at the time at the Dynamo in Eindhoven, and the Wilhelm II in Den Bosch. Another band that was popular at the time was Altar, whose first album Youth Against Christ did very well in 1994. We were introduced to these bands and others like Thanatos, Acrostichon and Creepmime by an older metalhead friend who was in the scene longer.

		Although we started playing cover songs and such around 1992 to 1993, and rehearsing for years, we never really got our own projects together until around 1997, when Severe Torture and Centurian materialized. Around the same time bands like Inhume and Houwitser began playing around a lot.

		Looking back at the ’90s, even as big as Pestilence and Gorefest were then, it seemed like there was still not a Dutch band that made it that far and attained some form of longevity. But even in the mid-’90s, when things were a bit cooled off with death metal internationally, we still had really good shows in Holland. I remember going to shows like Suffocation and Deicide at the old Effenaar Club in Eindhoven, and the place would be packed out the doors. But even as the older bands were breaking up, the one band that was doing things and moving up in Holland at the time was God Dethroned.

		By the late ’90s, there was a new generation of more brutal bands coming out, including Severe Torture, Pyaemia, Prostitute Disfigurement and Disavowed, which I think was a response to the brutal death metal movement that was really defining the underground scene in the United States at the time.

		

		Sven de Caluwé (Aborted)

		

		FESTERING IN FLANDERS

		

		In Belgium, in my area called Beveren-Leie, we used to have a festival called With a Dragon’s Blaze. It took place in the football field down the street from where I lived. They had bands like In Flames, Dark Tranquility, Benediction and Cradle of Filth playing there in the mid-’90s. I think it lasted like three or four years, until the community grew tired of it and had it shut down, as what usually happens. For other big festivals, we had—and still have—Graspop, but that was not metal until about 1995. The death metal scene in Flanders had about three big bands at the time: Caducity, who were from my neighborhood, and are still going actually, Exoto, who were cool death thrash, and Chemical Breath, who played a sort of technical death metal.

		As far as other aspects of the scene, there was the Metalysee Booking Agency, who were dominating pretty much everything as far as the extreme metal scene was concerned at the time. The problem with them was that they were not supporting Belgian bands at all, and would never put them on tours. Even by the time Aborted got a Dying Fetus tour a few years later, it was a huge task to get that accomplished, and our label had to fight for it. But as far as the international bands, they were pretty much the only agency booking large death metal tours across Europe back then [in the 1990s].

		The most legendary club in Belgium for metal is probably the Bebop in Vosselaar, and down the street from this venue was the Metal Zone music store, which was also very important. For bigger shows there was the Hof Der Lo in Antwerp, where the old Full of Hate, No Mercy and X-Mass Festival tours would always stop. But by the late ’90s, when Aborted was starting to play out, we were playing mostly in youth centers. It took us a couple of years to get our shit together. Like anywhere, it was just hard to find a lot of shows when you are a new band, but we tried to play once or twice a month somewhere in the country.

		Our very first show was actually with Dying Fetus in 1998 at the Vort’n Vis in Ieper; it literally means “rotten fish”. By the time our first album was out, we finally got to travel all over Europe and lose money on the road traveling in other countries, instead of just our own! The first time we played outside of Belgium was at the Baroeg in Rotterdam, Netherlands. I remember shortly after that, we went to play in Paris at the Gibus Club, I think it was with Sublime Cadaveric Decomposition. After we played, the club turned into a disco, so the bouncers would grab all of our stuff and just start throwing it outside. Later, we went back to sleep at the promoter’s house, where we crashed on his floor. Our driver slept outside in the van, but he told us the next day he didn’t get any sleep because people kept trying to break into the van and steal it! Needless to say, it was a shitty neighborhood.

		

		Kai Mertens (Harmony Dies)

		

		EAST OF THE WALL

		

		In the former East Berlin, our first contact with metal was in the early-to-mid 1980s, and although the scene overall was not that big, it was nevertheless very strong and dedicated. We had this radio show that would broadcast every Sunday here called Heavy Metal Stunde, and we’d always have our cassette tape recorders ready to tape any new bands that might get played. It was a cool show, because whenever they’d get something new in, they’d play not just a new song, but sometimes the entire record. The broadcast still continues until this day, although they changed the named to Stahlwerk. We also got new music through the tape-trading underground, where the exchange of second- and third-generation copies of cassettes was possible, especially when some guys had friends or relatives in the Western part who’d make the recordings and bring them over to us. There were also a number of thrash and power metal bands that would play in and around East Berlin/East Germany in the late ’80s at these youth centers and cultural community halls. I remember bands like Biest, Manos, Rochus—later Moshquito—Darkland, Plattform, Blitzz, Hardholz, Metall/Headless, Formel 1, Merlin and Pharao, to name a few.

		Of course, once the Wall fell down in November of 1989, a lot of things changed. You then had the possibility to go to West Berlin and get an actual, original copy of an album, or go to a show in a West Berlin club. From the early ’90s onward, the scene grew together in Berlin, and although there were some local hangouts in the various neighborhoods, it still became more of a citywide scene.

		By 1989, there was still more or less only thrash bands in the GDR [East Germany aka The German Democratic Republic], but of course as the years went on, some began to change their style to more of a death metal sound, and even more younger bands like Golem began to appear that were death metal from the beginning. One very historic show here at the time was the Kreator/Coroner/ Sabbat/Tankard concert held at the Werner-Seelenbinder-Halle, East Berlin, on March 4, 1990. This was very cool, because it was only a few months after the wall fell, and of course it ended up being the Doomsday News III live album put out by Noise Records later that year, as well as being used for live videos from the bands. I’m not sure what the bands did with all that East German money they got for their merchandise that night, but I know I still have my shirts!

		The thing was, Germany had such a strong tradition when it came to the thrash metal that even though death metal was becoming more popular, the thrash was still very hard to turn against. Bands like Kreator, Sodom and Destruction were all very much scene-defining bands, and as such we still appreciated the thrash just as much as the newer death metal bands like Morgoth and Atrocity. Shortly thereafter, we finally got the first death metal shows, when bands like Carcass, Dismember and Benediction arrived. I remember those first shows were held at this little club in West Berlin called Ecstasy, later Trash, and Carcass actually played there in July of 1990. The concerts there were very intense, because it was a very small club and when it was sold out, the ceiling would start dripping water from all of the heat inside and the crowd would be falling onto the stage from all the moshing and slamdancing.

		

		Bruno Kovařík (Hypnos, Krabathor)

		

		BOHEMIAN HERESY

		

		While the censorship culture [in Czechoslovakia] back then [in the late 1980’s] was very strong, there were still shows from time to time with mostly “major” bands, who had released an LP. For example, bands like Citron, Arakain, Törr, Titantic, or Tublatanka always brought anywhere from a few hundred to 2,000 people per show. However, if you wanted to perform your own music in public, you had to place an application with the culture ministry. Then one member of the band had to go through six months of [what was called] a “band leader course” that contained a lot of musical theory—notes, classical composers’ bios, et cetera. If he passed the exam, his band could then go to another examination where they gave a live performance for the committee that had the final decision. You could be rejected outright, or accepted in one of three levels: A, B, or C. If the band passed this committee review, the band was then permitted to be paid to perform publicly by designated gig organizers. However, the amount of money given for live performances was stipulated by the government. Because the quality of the bands varied, each band would then fall under one of those three levels that the review committee ultimately decided upon. Krabathor were designated category C—the worst, so we were paid the least. Category B was then paid better, and category A bands were paid the best. For this exam we had to have “different” lyrics about love, peace, and/or a nice future. It was just the law. You know, if you wanted to perform publicly and even take money for that, you had to be strictly controlled. The regime back then was possessed and afraid of any so-called “inner enemy.” So, we made the fake lyrics to be sung during examination and additionally when we had any live show, all the lyrics had to be passed to the official representatives for approval. Live on stage we then sang the original versions, but sometimes we were a bit scared of being disclosed because some civil employees would still visit the shows.

		So, Krabathor managed to get the approval for live performances by 1988, but after three months the secret state police came and took it away. They never told anyone why they did it, but we guessed that someone “informed” them that we supposedly dealt with Satanism, Nazi ideology or other themes potentially dangerous to regime. They took our permit away without any explanation.

		Later, our introduction to the global tape trading/letter writing/zine culture truly began after 1989, when the communist regime finally broke down, the borders were opened up, and we could send letters and packages to the whole world. Before that it was almost impossible: all mail to foreign countries was controlled and censored, there were strong controls at the borders, et cetera.

		The secret police in Czechoslovakia at the time were called the StB, or Státní bezpečnost. In translation, it means something like the “state’s safety.” Everybody was pretty afraid of them. However, even before the revolution, some friends, like for example this one well-connected guy named Jakub Jodl, helped to promote Krabathor through the underground in places like South America and elsewhere.

		

		Omar Grech (Beheaded)

		

		MALTA IN THE 1990S

		

		The first death metal band from here was probably Biblical Infamy, which formed in 1988 and managed to put out a demo in 1992. The thing is, the Catholic Church has always been quite strong here, but back in the early ’90s it was much more pervasive. Moreover, I think that the culture here and the mentality of the people have an aversion to such music. If you were playing in a death metal band, the older generation would still sort of look at you with great suspicion, but that was about the extent of it. Malta is a small island, but the kids were still getting tapes from bands like Venom and Celtic Frost, and then a little later from Deicide and Obituary, when people here really got into the Florida death metal scene. Bands like Morbid Angel and Massacre were big, because the magazines were featuring them often and the kids picked up on it. Another important link to the global death metal underground were these mailorder catalogs we used to get, like Round Diamond from the U. K., and also the tape trader lists in the back of the magazines. There was also the Rancid Soup fanzine, and that later became a radio show.

		Also at the time there was a small local festival called Malta Five, but really no big bands would come, and they still don’t come! Some notable exceptions were when Anathema played here in 1995, and when finally Cannibal Corpse came to the island recently. There were a few local venues where death metal bands could play by the mid-’90 s, like Rock Café in a place called St. Juliens. Bands like Beheaded, Norm Rejection and even some doom metal. In the early ’90 s it was a total headache to find other musicians who were into death metal. It was bloody expensive to even get the right equipment because everything was imported from so far away … and then there were the taxes.

		By the time we did the first Beheaded album in 1996, Temple studios had opened on the island. The owner, David Vella, actually bought a reel to reel recorder from the BBC, and he tracked us more or less as an experiment because he did not really know death metal. I remember we tracked the vocals at a faster speed on the tape, so when they played back the pitch would actually be a bit lower than normal. So we were experimenting as well! However, still to this day, even though Pro Tools is available, we record the drums live and without a click track.

		These days on Malta, many people moved on to other genres of metal, like doom, et cetera. But in recent years we decided to start the Malta Deathfest, just to help bring the scene back to where it was in the ’90 s. We even had a “growling” competition! It was a success, so we hope to keep it going year after year.

		

		Alan Averill (Primordial, Twilight of the Gods)

		

		DUBLIN IN THE EARLY ’90S

		

		The first “real” all-death metal gig I went to in Dublin was probably Massacre, with support from Immolation and Morgoth. Also about 1991, there was Morbid Angel touring for Blessed Are the Sick, and Deicide slightly before that, in 1990 I think. Then there was Death supporting Kreator, but it was that tour where it was not really Death, because there was no Chuck Schuldiner. Before that even I think there was a show with Bolt Thrower, Carcass and Hellbastard, who came over to Ireland in 1988. Those were demo-era shows, more or less. It was more of a crust punk show, for about 25 people, so the first “real” death metal tour to come over was probably that Deicide show. Before the death metal, there was a strong thrash scene with a lot of slamming, based around bands like Xentrix and Sacred Reich. It changed a lot though from ’89 to ’90. In ’89, there were a lot of punks involved in the thrash scene, with one particularly insane gig being Suicidal Tendencies, along with M. O. D., Onslaught, the Crumbsuckers and Slammer. We just had a huge crossover punk/thrash scene at the time. When death metal arrived it sort of split the crowd, because it was too brutal for most of the punks. So by the time Morbid Angel finally came a couple of years later, it was a very different scene. Not many old punks anymore.

		It was a really violent crowd in those days; you’d walk up the main street [where the show was], and there would be cunts beating the fuck out of everyone, and robbing their tickets and shoes before the show starts. It was just a very aggressive atmosphere before the shows. You’d just be there, lining up for the gig, as a young lad of 15 or 16, and the older lads who were 18, 19 or 20 would just go up and down the street, trying to rip t-shirts off of people, or taking your cigarettes. Just robbing the fuck out everyone, taking their shoes. I say this, and people go, “ Yeah, yeah, whatever,” but to put it in the proper light, the Irish scene in the 1980 s was a bit like South America or East Europe. No one ever came here. So the people would get very aggressive.

		There was a lot of unemployment at the time. In certain areas it was really bad, like 40 %. I remember going to this metal shop called the Sound Cellar on a Saturday afternoon, and there were running battles up and down the street in front between metalheads and football guys with track suits on. I mean like 50 or 60 people, smashing each other through shop windows, and with sticks. We were different, metalheads with long hair. There would be a few hundred of us out there, drinking cider with our ghetto blasters, listening to Sepultura, and then maybe 50–60 track guys would come around, and there would be a war. Open warfare on the street. I know it sounds like I am telling a fib, but it was insane. We would redouble our efforts and call up more people from the shop and tell them to get down there. This is how it was at the metal shows too: cunts would come down to rob people.

		The shows were usually at this place called Mc Gonagles in Dublin. It was a big venue. I think for Morbid Angel and Unleashed there was at least 800 people. In particular, the Massacre show in 1991 was extremely violent [September 20th, 1991]. I think it was only like six pounds. There were about 60 people fighting in the street, and a friend of mine called the police. Just kicking the fucking heads off of each other. There would be these scumbag ticket-bashers, who were derelict, drug addict punks. Just robbing kids for their tickets, their runners and their shirts. You’d see kids with their faces bloodied and no shirts, no shoes, and no ticket. You’d be standing there taking a piss in a Venom shirt, and an older punk would come up and say, “ Nice fucking shirt—give it to me,” and I’d say, “ Well, try and take it off me.” If you were a kid, you had to give them your shirt or they would knock the shit out of you. In gangs of 5 to 20 they would jump someone, and even cut your hair. I had a friend who got held down and had his hair cut.

		When we got inside the Massacre show, it was massive, maybe 500 to 700 people. It’s certainly the best gig we ever remember going to. From Beyond was just released. Immolation opened the show, and I never saw a band play so fast. After that it was Morgoth, who were really popular in Ireland. It was the days of climbing up on the speaker cabinets and just flipping off. The club security was just like, “whatever,” and you might even get in a fight just going to piss. If we didn’t get into a fight at the show, we sometimes made our own fights when we got off the night bus later. I don’t want to exaggerate, they were great days; you just had to keep your head down.

		But by the time Death came in 1992, I remember these older punk guys were getting their asses handed to them by these younger, inner-city death metal kids. I mean these kids leathered the fuck out of these old glueheads.

		I think there was a sort of sacrifice you had to make to be into metal then. You had to save up your bus fare, and just to go into town to buy the new Morbid Angel you could actually have a thumping match with someone you didn’t even know. I remember the day Blessed Are the Sick and Mental Funeral came out, and each one sold 600 copies. There were literally 500 metalheads out on the street that day. You might go home with a black eye, but you had the album. So when you got home you were like, “This is my record, and this is my music.” It didn’t always happen, but sometimes. I’m not trying to paint Ireland as a gloomy place … but it was a great scene.

		

		Wacław “Vog” Kiełtyka (Decapitated)

		

		POLSKA: SPHERES OF RADNESS

		

		In Poland, growing up in the 1990 s, I was all about Morbid Angel, Deicide and Vader. The Florida death metal scene was very important to me. I loved the first three albums from Deicide endlessly, but also bands like Sepultura were very influential. I grew up in Krosno, in the south of Poland. It was a really small town, sort of like a “middle of nowhere” place. If any band ever made it there it was a special event. There were a bunch of metal dudes around me at the time, and my older cousin got me into a lot of bands, especially a lot of the underground death metal at the time like Autopsy, Pungent Stench and Napalm Death.

		In Poland, there was Vader for sure, which is obvious. But we also had these sort of thrash metal bands that were very influential to me, like Acid Drinkers and Kat. When these bands came to play, it was very important for me, along with international bands like Morbid Angel. The Covenant album is what actually got me into death metal. However, when I heard Dying Fetus, that was kind of an important thing in my life. The groovy riffs! When I saw Dying Fetus play in Rzeszów in 1998, in the south of Poland, it was brilliant. They played this theater called the Gambit, which doesn’t exist anymore. From about 1993 to 2000, this was the place for metal in the area. We had a lot of tours there. However, Dying Fetus remained a very special show for me. It was amazing, and it was the first time I’d seen anything like that: the guys came all the way from the U. S., and they had these good guitars and good amplifiers. They showed me and my friends something special that night; just an amazing show.

		

		Shawn Whitaker (Viral Load, Insidious Decrepancy)

		

		TEXAS DEATH METAL

		

		The Texas scene has roots that go way back to the late ’80 s and early ’90 s, with bands like Rigor Mortis, Devastation, Dead Horse, Necrovore, Gammacide, Embalmed, Premonition, Severance and Crucifix, just to name a few. The state is so big that each city and region in Texas really did tend to have their own sound. By the time I got involved in the underground, the place to be in Houston in the ’90 s was definitely the Abyss, where everyone from Suffocation to King Diamond played. It was a huge, cavernous venue on Washington Avenue, and that was the place where I saw my first underground death metal show. It was the Brutal Truth, Pungent Stench and Acid Bath tour in November of 1994. That show was life changing for me, because it was the first time I went to a concert where I could actually stand right in front of the bands. It was so much more intense than any previous arena show I’d been to that I became instantly hooked. The Abyss used to be called the Vatican even before that, and that’s the place where all the early death metal tours would go, along with this other venue called the Axiom. It was a good scene then, with bands like Imprecation already well-established in the underground, as well as another band called Kathonik, who were ridiculously heavy on their early demos. Another local band that was a huge influence on me and others in the scene was Nesga, who never really did anything, but played a sort Demolition Hammer-style of death thrash and were insanely tight.

		Around 1996, when I started playing music seriously, I became more interested in the underground brutal death metal coming out at the time. Playing the music I have in recent years was really the result of a journey that goes back to when I first heard Suffocation. I thought they were the heaviest thing in the world. Then I heard Internal Bleeding, and they were like Suffocation, except it was like they had all the best parts in a row. I would be like, “yeah, Suffocation is the shit, but you have to wait until they get to the badass riff!” Yet with Internal Bleeding, it was like every riff was the badass riff! So finding out about that New York and East Coast style with bands like Internal Bleeding and Dying Fetus, that’s what took things to the next level for me. Frank Rini’s [from Internal Bleeding] vocals were simply a huge influence. I remember hearing when they came to Dallas in 1996 with Six Feet Under and Immolation, and Frank just walked on stage, and all he did was point at the pit, and everyone went crazy even before the music started. He started a pit by pointing! That’s how badass he was!

		By 1997, we started branching out, and one night at the Abyss we were at the Cannibal Corpse, Brutal Truth and Immolation show, and Dan Lilker walks by me while I’m standing in the t-shirt line, and says, “Hey man, do you smoke weed?” So I was like, “Hell yeah,” and we went into the back room at the top of the club. While we were up there, I met this guy from Dallas, and he was telling us all about the scene there, and how this guy who ran a distro and promoted bands named Hound was the guy to contact. He gave me the number for the tattoo shop where he worked, and after getting in touch with him, I found out about the thriving Dallas scene with bands like Sintury, Devourment and Prophecy. Hound also had a production company called Corpse Gristle, and he ran a record label and fanzine with the same name. Meeting Hound, and becoming aware of all those brutal bands in the underground, was certainly a life-changing moment for me, and Hound was also very responsible for helping to create what “Texas death metal” was and still is today.

		

		Sherwood Webber (Skinless)

		

		THE UPSTATE NY SCENE

		

		Skinless grew out of the Albany area in upstate New York, where we actually had a pretty strong scene in the ’90 s. It was centrally located enough for bands to easily do regional shows in places like Boston, Montréal, Philadelphia and New York City, which were all within a few hours’ drive. Even though the scene was dominated by hardcore bands, it was still cool because the hardcore kids were always looking for something heavier, so they were pretty open to Skinless when we started playing out. This was also around the time that the more slammier death metal bands like Internal Bleeding and Dying Fetus were coming around, as well as crossover bands like Converge and All Out War. In that sense, we fit in well with the way things were going.

		A lot of the shows would be at places like the QE 2, Bogey’s, Saratoga Winners or in basements and backyards. The shows at the QE 2 were notoriously violent, but not in a bad way, and kids would come out bleeding or missing teeth, but the vibe was there. It was a unique venue, and the prime time for that place was certainly in the ’90 s, at least for a good ten years. Skinless just got better and better at that time by jumping on any show. We’d play with anyone. We were not the most talented band, but the work ethic was there, and our sound developed accordingly. After a while the hardcore and death metal crowds meshed together, and the scene followed a similar path across the Northeast. We’d play with bands like Immolation, yet we’d also play with bands like Stigmata, Burning Human or even straightedge bands like One King Down.

		Things were changing, because the hardcore kids started getting more and more into the heavier death metal. I remember going to hardcore shows years before that, and you’d be standing on the street with a beer, when all of a sudden you’d get a laser pointer in your eye and some kids from Syracuse or wherever would try to pick a fight with you. Things really mellowed out after a while as the scenes sort of gravitated towards each other and strengthened. This was also the time in the mid-’90 s when the bottom fell out of that first wave of death metal, a while after bands like Morbid Angel, Suffocation and Napalm Death had already achieved success. There was a noticeable lull there when record labels dropped their support, fans began to move on and the older bands became less active, so younger bands like Skinless, Cephalic Carnage and others were starting more or less from a clean slate.

		

		J. M. Dopico (Machetazo)

		

		SPAIN WAS REALLY BEHIND THE REST OF THE WORLD

		

		In the beginning, the Spanish death metal scene was incredibly small. At the time when death metal was already popular in other countries, it remained deeply underground in Spain, where it was comprised mostly of fans and bands just trying to leave behind their thrash and hardcore influences. In doing so, they really embraced the newer death metal bands, especially by imitating the bands from the Swedish and American scenes. In this way, Spain was really behind the rest of the world. I think things really started here by around 1992 or 1993, because before there were just thrash metal and punk bands everywhere. However, there was an exception, a band named Aggressor that was totally ahead of their time when they released the Brutal Aggression demo in 1989. Without a doubt, that was the first death metal release by a Spanish band.

		Around this time, I remember a lot of thrashers—including myself, of course—looking for something more brutal and fast, when some new records began to arrive in town, like the first albums by Morbid Angel, Death, Autopsy, Obituary, Entombed, Dismember, Cannibal Corpse, Suffocation, Deicide, Grave, Gorefest, et cetera. In 1990, the first Spanish record label was born, called Drowned Productions [founded by Dave Rotten of Avulsed]. The label was a true pioneer that also included an underground distro service that everybody just devoured. Drowned released the first Spanish death metal LPs: Unbounded Terror’s Nest of Affliction and Necrophiliac’s Chaopula Citadel of Mirrors, both in 1992, together with a lot of international acts who put out what are now considered absolute cult releases, like those from Imprecation, Deteriorot, Rottrevore and Demigod. Later Drowned turned into Repulse Records, and they remained without any doubt the best distribution service for underground music in Spain back in the day. Another record label that released some interesting tapes was called Anaconda Records, who released really awesome demos by Maelstorm, Unhallowed, Surgery, and Necropsy.

		But anyway, Spanish death metal in the early ’90 s never got a “way of its own,” mostly because there was always a huge lack of talent and originality, but also because most of the bands disbanded shortly after they put out one or two demo tapes. There was just a lot of trend-jumping at the time, because very few had the balls to stay and try and do better with the passage of time. In my city [A Coruña, in Northwest Spain] the scene was devastated by trends and drugs, especially by a plague named “techno rave music” that fucked up a lot of my friends at the time.

		Tape trading and letter writing were the obvious entry points into the underground, which inevitably led to discovering numerous-obscure bands and fanzines. I don’t know how many Machetazo tapes I sent around the world, but 1,000 wouldn’t be an exaggeration. I remember some great Spanish zines like Temblor, Cadaverous, Spain Is Different, Innards Decay, and Death Metal Symphonies; also there were a couple of “pro” magazines that were easy to find everywhere that really helped a lot, like Thrash Metal and Metali.k.o. The best bands in my area were Absorbed, Unhallowed, Unnatural, Sepulcro, and Dismal, while in the rest of the country the best in my opinion were Fermento, Avulsed, Antropomorfia, Inertial Mass, Human Waste, and Obscure.

		We did not have any nightclubs or live venues in my town except a couple of heavy metal pubs where they used to play one or two death metal songs, if you were lucky, but we did have a fantastic record shop where I used to get a lot of stuff called Discos Zeppelin. It was a beautiful place. I remember the Repulsion and Carcass LPs hanging from the walls. It started as a hard rock /heavy metal record store, but it turned quickly into a death /thrash /black /grind dungeon. Later the owner also opened a pub named Triple 6, and it was a great place to listen to thrash and death metal, until everybody there got into heroin and everything went directly to hell in just a few months.

		A Coruña is really far away from big cities like Madrid or Barcelona, and of course those places were the ones where the action was going on. Nobody wanted to tour so far into the Northwest corner of the country, so for a long time international shows were always far away from me. I was a poor teenager, so I lost out on a ton of classic shows in the early ’90 s because I wasn’t able to travel. However, around here, I remember there was one rare chance we had to see some live death metal, when Unbounded Terror played, in I think 1992, in a big gym. The show was just full of both punks and metal-heads that didn’t know really what the fuck they were listening to. Later I was lucky enough to play in Madrid with one of my first bands, Frustradicción, supporting Ruido de Rabia—my all time fave Spanish band; they were just the best grindcore around—in a huge squat named Minuesa. Even the police tried to get inside and fuck up the show, but they just blocked the door and everything went on without any problems. Minuesa was this typical big building that punks would often occupy illegally, so wherever they put on a DIY show the police always tried shut it down, which often resulted in confrontations. That show was simply amazing. The entire building was just packed with people, and seeing the Ruido de Rabia singer running across the pit like a possessed motherfucker, just yelling right into all of our faces, made a huge impact on me.

		As far as international bands coming to Spain, I remember Carcass, Obituary, Dismember, Napalm Death, Master, and Massacre, among others, playing shows in the bigger cities, but the first ones to come even close to my town were Macabre, Pungent Stench, and Brutal Truth, when they played this sports hall in 1994. That was just a fuckin’ awesome day I will never forget. I still have the poster here hanging in my crypt!
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		During the late 1980 s, the so-called “recording arts” undoubtedly found a new challenge with death metal. Here was a sound still unrefined, spawned forth with such unrelenting ferocity and energy that it created a most formidable challenge to any studio engineer hoping to properly capture it on tape. Additionally, for the live setting, the vicious low-end guitars, screeching vocals, and pounding drums played at ever-increasing speeds were a daunting task for any unaware, old-school “rock” sound guy. As a result, many bands suffered early on (and still do) from sound guys who “just didn’t get it.” However, the inspired young legions responded in turn, revamping approaches, tweaking sounds, and honing their skills to quickly give death metal a pure, yet raw, presentation that eventually worked out well, particularly with the help of a few enlightened studio engineers.

		As the years went on, the art of recording and performing the music spun off into increasingly precise and methodic realms, leaving some traditionalists to yearn for the early, more “primitive” approach, while others embraced new technologies as a way to take the music to even new levels of extremity. In addition, record labels would enter the fray, pushing death metal into newly uncharted areas of popularity, unwarily shaping how the fans would ultimately relate to their favorite bands. This section recounts the progression (and regression) of death metal performance, both live and in the studio, as well as reflections on the recording process itself.

		

		Jim Morris (Morrisound Studios)

		

		OUR APPROACH AT MORRISOUND WAS THAT WE SHOULD TRY AND DO A GOOD JOB

		

		The heavy metal I was recording by the early 1980 s was actually quite different from the ’70 s rock that came before it. Savatage was really the first consequential metal band we recorded at Morrisound, although we had recorded demos for various bands around 1981 and 1982. The first time we recorded Savatage [for the City Beneath the Surface EP] they were actually called Avatar, and it was really a whole new thing because Jon and Chris [Oliva] were really writing stuff that later would become a staple for a lot of metal bands that followed, so they were really kind of groundbreaking in a way. More importantly, the tonalities that we needed to use were completely different than the straight-ahead rock of the time. The guitar sounds were heavier, and that all sort of fell into the whole metal genre, including the death metal that came after, where the trick is trying to make everything sound huge. Well, if everything is huge, then nothing is huge. So, how do you make that work? It was while recording Savatage that I made the discoveries about how to get a 4 x 12 cabinet that played loud, to sound the same way on a 3" speaker later on. That was kind of the trick that needed to happen.

		One thing I noticed that other people were not doing at the time was taking metal seriously. It would be like, “Aww, that’s just crap the kids are playing; they don’t know what they’re doing.” So, you’d hear recordings of metal bands at the time, and you would ask, well, why isn’t this any good? Our approach at Morrisound was that we should try and do a good job, which I guess was a crazy idea at the time. We approached it as an engineering problem, where we needed to actually figure out what to do right. I remember after recording the Savatage album [Sirens, in 1983], we spent a long period of time experimenting with microphones on guitar cabinets in an attempt to figure out how to make it work. The issue was we would record it one way and it would sound great in the control room, but it would sound terrible in a car. So we would ask, well, how did that happen?

		It was an engineering challenge on one hand, but I also really appreciated the musicianship. I am a ’70 s progressive rock guy, so what I liked was the growing complexity in metal. Really simple rock music is fun, but not very challenging to record or listen to—it’s just fun, which is what it’s supposed to be. But the really cool metal stuff to me had flavors from the progressive rock movement, where there was some complexity there, that while not always diatonically correct was still something interesting and something that the musician would have to practice to get right. It was technically challenging in a different way than it would be for a jazz band, and it was also a lot more self-created. I mean, they were not following any forms, no one knew what they were doing; they just knew what they wanted and they would pursue it. So, sonically it’s way harder to record a metal band than it is to record a jazz band or a straight-ahead rock band. If you listen to a band like The Who, there is a guitar, a bass, drums, vocals, maybe a second guitar, but nothing is really “giant” sounding—therefore everything could potentially be giant sounding. With a metal band, and this is what I noticed with Avatar/Savatage, everything had to be enormous. So, how do you trick the listener into thinking everything is enormous, when by perspective, nothing is enormous? It was a real challenge, and we took that challenge on the chin, and decided we were going to go for it. I decided I wanted to be good at it … I just did not want to be bad at anything I tried. I spent weeks in all of my off-time just miking Marshall cabinets in various, different ways. I went through every mic in the building, just trying combinations thereof, different speaker placements, distance versus close miking, et cetera. It was a process, but we were chasing something that we really had not heard much of before.

		Of course, by that time we knew of bands like Iron Maiden and Judas Priest, but by comparison, Iron Maiden guitars are not heavy next to death metal guitars. It was sped-up blues. I love Iron Maiden, but it was not the same kind of challenge that Savatage was, or Metallica, or any of the other heavier bands that appeared as the ’80 s went along. By the time it moved into death metal, heavy was the only word. As the tempos began to get faster, and you had guys really playing beyond their level of ability because of the growing complexity of the music, it just became a challenge to record in many ways.

		

		THIS WAS OBVIOUSLY NOT YOUR MOTHER’S MUSIC The first time I heard anybody do death metal-style vocals, it was Obituary, who were called Xecutioner at the time. It was in our old studio in 1985 or so, and the first thing that struck me was that these guys were trying to be as extreme as you can get. This was obviously not your mother’s music. It was not something you were going to play for your parents.

		In 1985, I was 27. I had been around the music business thoroughly for quite a few years already, but I just thought the death metal was outrageous. I actually thought it was funny, because it was so outrageous. I mean, we were laughing together with the band, because it was so funny, I had to hear it again. It was like, “Play that again, that’s awesome!” It was hilarious and awesome at the same time. It was also the joy of hearing really good music done well, so really any genre of music can make me that way if it’s done right. In this case, with Obituary, they were also laughing their asses off while they were doing it, and it was contagious. I remember John Tardy’s vocals just killed me. When I first heard Chuck [Schuldiner]’s vocals, it was a different style of vocals than anyone else was doing, but it came to me, as I heard more and more death metal bands come into the studio, that the goal was really to be as outrageous as possible. I mean, who doesn’t like that? When art is challenging in and of itself, or only for the sake of it, it’s questionable if it’s even art. However, it can be an element of art, and that is really a great thing.

		When the death metal thing began, the bands intentionally were trying not to be like each other. I am talking about the original bands that I saw, like Death, Obituary, Morbid Angel, and Cannibal Corpse. They were just trying to be heavy and shock you with the brutality of the lyrics, how brutal the vocals were, how amazing and sick the instrumental tracks were, et cetera. Later, those original bands became standards, to the point where people would come in here and tell me, “Hey, we have to sound just like these guys, or nobody is going to like us.” I was like, “You are missing the point, dude!” The point is not to sound like anyone else; it was to find your own way to be brutal and outrageous.

		I think that is what actually ended up killing the market for death metal: the bands just all ended up sounding too much alike. All the bands seemed to think they had to fit into a box of “here is what death metal is.” The labels eventually started sending a lot of bands here, and Scott Burns ended up doing a whole bunch of records, while I did quite a few myself, including Morbid Angel, Monstrosity, Brutality, and Cannibal Corpse, and I had a lot of fun doing them. It just got to the point where people were expecting death metal to be recorded within certain exact parameters, and if you didn’t you were a poser.

		

		THEY WERE PLAYING JUST BEYOND THEIR LEVEL OF COMPETENCE Back in the late 1980 s, we eventually developed systems for drum replacement that now look archaic. We were more or less using that technology because some drummers would come in the studio and be unable to perform their own songs. They were playing like half a song, and then they couldn’t play anymore. They were playing just beyond their level of competence. So, in order to get the record done on time, you couldn’t send the guy back in there and say, “Do it again, do it again.” We were using samplers to do the kick and snare replacements—it was specifically an Akai S 3000, which was a rack-mounted keyboard sampler. Also, we would use digital sampling in one of our TC 2290 delay lines. We would sample the snare drum and trigger it that way. The trick was to get all of the drums to “speak.” The blast beat especially was a challenge, mostly because they were often just not played correctly. It was very difficult, and 90 % of the drummers were not doing it correctly. I remember suggesting that a click track be used, and you would get the blank stare “… metronome?” I was like, “Yeah. I could then program the tempo changes—you know?” I thought, if I could record these drums to a click, than all of the drum replacements would be so much easier. I could do them based on musical timing, rather than on time-code numbers, rather than on how many video frames there were between snare-hits. But it really couldn’t be done; I mean, the guys just were not sophisticated enough in their art form yet to get to the point where they could play to a click track. That really took years.

		I think many of those early albums would’ve sounded even better if they were actually in time, so the fact that they could not play in time for more than a few bars was not an advantage in any way. It actually makes the music less heavy, and when you start talking about technically advanced music, having the timing slip on you, to me is just not good. But like I said, those guys were playing stuff just beyond their level of musical competence, and that in and of itself is a tribute to how amazing it was and how much they cared about it. They really wanted it to be better than they could really [physically] do.

		I remember we were all doing it on 2" tape at the time and there was no computer editing, so I developed a technique using a midi-sequencer locked to time code and a calculator, and we would sit there and calculate the distance in milliseconds between snare drum hits, ask the drummer how many kick drum hits are supposed to be between them, then figure out in milliseconds how far the kick drums were apart, and then we had to type them in. This was not visual, it was all in DOS—we were doing this before Windows. We had a guy working for us named Brian Benscoter—we called him “Super Brian,” because he is a genius level IQ-type guy, who was a composition major at USF at the time. Quite often, we would get Brian to sit there with the calculator, and he would sit there for the rest of the night just calculating kick drums and putting them in, because the drummers just could not play them. It was not necessarily anyone’s fault; it was more that they just were not really prepared. They had the vision in their head and they knew what the music was supposed to be about.

		I agree with the criticism that computerized, all-replaced drum sounds are kind of boring and antiseptic. I personally prefer totally natural drums. However, the issue of tempos being incorrect—I know from all my years in the business that when the tempos can not be held steady, that is a problem, not an advantage. I mean, no one can deliberately not keep time. As a musician, when I hear a track, and it suddenly drops a tenth of a beat, like at the end of drum fill, I think, “Damn, the guy should have done that again.” It’s just not good. I can not stand the surges that are obviously mistakes. But on one hand, I kind of get it, because death metal, especially when it started, was played not because you thought you were going to get paid; you played it because you had to. So, just because you might not have practiced it enough to be really, really spectacular at it does not mean you do not have to play it. It doesn’t mean you can just stop yourself. So play it, because you won’t get better unless you try.

		What I objected to was people saying, well, you shouldn’t try to be better. The way I was taught was to try and do everything you can as good as you can do it, and if you stop learning or getting better at something, then try something else. It’s like saying, sure, we should have never had Windows or the Macintosh, because DOS or the IBM PC was good enough.

		However, a lot of that growing reliance on technology stemmed from shrinking album budgets. Back in the late 1980 s, we would spend an entire day just testing out different drum sounds. Now if you spend a full day on drum sounds you are blowing your budget. The recording budgets are so low now that even if you do it in your own house, sometimes the drum replacement thing is the only way to do it, so then you end up using BFD or Superior Drummer as your drummer instead of your own drummer. It’s a shame, but I can kind of see the point. Certainly, when we first started doing death metal, I was just shocked that anyone could play the stuff at all, so I never would have dreamed of saying, “Dude, do that again,” because I was in the mindset then of, “Holy crap, did you see what he just did? That was amazing!”

		I mean, we were not doing anything that bigger producers like Bob Clearmountain had not already done for Bruce Springsteen, for example. We were just doing it louder and heavier and faster, with lower budgets. I mean, we did not invent anything that was not already in use in recording technology already in some way, so it’s not like we were Isaac Newton and the apple fell on our head. We did, however, combine different tools in order to get the work done. There was just no other way to do it at the time, because the budgets started shrinking, yet the quality had to stay the same.

		It’s noticeable today with the newer death metal and death-ish metal, that … what a shock, they make the bands use all the same guitar amps, they use the same drum samples, and of course their records then all start to sound the same. So one might ask, why does that engineer, who is perfectly talented [record bands this way]? Well, he does not have a choice. He gets a band that is not ready for the studio, or they are a band that just wants their recording to sound just like some other band’s. So they end up going to this one particular guy—Mr. XYZ—and he fits them in their template. It’s a shame, because that is not where the music came from. Where it came from was, “Let’s just freak people out with something totally different,” and that turned into, “Let’s freak people out by doing exactly the same thing that all the other bands did.” Which of course, does not freak anybody out. It was disappointing, I know especially for Scott [Burns], who is a brilliant guy; he just got fried on the fact that the labels were asking him to do more with less and he was only ever sent death metal to record. He just had way more talent than that.

		

		ON SCOTT BURNS’ LEGACY When I heard the first Death album that we recorded here [Leprosy, 1988], it was done by the same producer [Dan Johnson] that did the Savatage album, as well as Crimson Glory records, with me. At that point Dan and I had done all of our albums together, but he was feeling pressure from the music industry to do an album without me, in order to get his name more established. So, Dan and I decided it would be best for his career if he used another guy to engineer the Death album. I had an assistant engineer at the time named Scott Burns, who was really into the music, a very cool guy, bright, and learning things very fast. I remember on the Leprosy album, I set up the drum sound with Scott, and I talked him through how I liked it as well as how Dan wanted to do it. I remember several times during that process, Scott would call me in the middle of the night and say, “This is what’s going on; how do I handle this?” because it was the first real record he had ever done. I mean, it was the beginning of a legend. He took to it like a fish to water. Part of that is because he just loved doing it, which really is the answer to doing a good job at anything. Early on, before Scott Burns became famous, it was like, OK, so what band is next? My brother [Tom Morris], myself, and Scott would all do whatever project came in the door, but quickly as the genre exploded, Scott became mythical. So people would come to Morrisound just to work with Scott, but also people would come here who did not want to work with Scott, or could not get him on their schedule. So, I ended up doing a lot of stuff that Scott did not have a chance to do, or have time to do, because he was getting booked solid. He was doing, I would say, a band a month, maybe, so maybe 10 to 12 albums a year.

		When he first started at Morrisound, he was really into punk rock. He basically came to us and said, “I want to be an assistant engineer at your studio,” and he brought a band in that he had been mixing live sound for, and he turned out to be such great guy that we recommended that he go and get an electrical engineering degree, so he would understand the electronics. So he went to school for several years, and right around the time he got his diploma, he became “Scott Burns, the death metal producer.”

		I remember around that time in 1988, I think Monte [Connor] from Roadrunner called me to do the Sepultura Beneath the Remains album, and needed someone to go to Brazil and track it. However, it would have meant being gone over the entire Christmas holiday to do a record in Brazil, with some death metal band that we did not yet know about. I mean, we had never heard of them before, and I was just recently married, so since Scott was not married yet, I told [Monte], “Look, I can’t go to Brazil, but my assistant Scott is really good, and he would love it. So, we will send him if that’s OK.” A little-know incident about that is that they could not get the specific reels of 2" tape in Brazil, so he was going to take the blank reels of tape with him.

		So, while we were loading the tape into his car to go to the airport, he dropped one of the reels on my foot and broke my toe. Those reels weighed something like 15 pounds! It slid right out of the box and broke my foot! That was the same reel that the album was recorded on. So, he made the flight and went down there, we talked on the phone a few times, and he had a great time while he was there with those guys [at the Nas Nuvens Studio in Rio de Janeiro]. Afterwards, they came up to Florida to do the mix, and after that Scott’s reputation really took off, because he did a great job with that.

		But in a sense, it was also the beginning of the end, because within a few years bands were being told by other people that they should not use Scott Burns anymore! In fact, one record label even sent a producer here who shall remain nameless to actually watch Scott do a record, so he could learn what Scott’s secrets were. They even told Scott that is what they were doing! Then, they turned around and paid that guy more than they paid Scott to do the records. When Scott found that out, that is pretty much when he decided to quit. Aside from that, he got pigeonholed, budgets were decreasing, and then bands started thinking, “Hmm, well, maybe we shouldn’t use Scott.” Then they would go to other producers and say, “Can we get a record that sounds like Scott Burns?” I felt terrible at the time for Scott, because he had all the talent in the world, but he probably underpriced himself, and he was probably not charging enough money. Because you know how it works: if you are not charging enough, you are somehow not worth it. Scott was just more concerned about the bands not being ripped off by their labels, so he ended up underpricing his services because he was worried about the bands. If he had doubled his rates originally, the labels probably would have paid it and they would have thought better of him. He may have underpriced himself right out the market in that way, and it’s a weird way to say it, but that is sometimes how capitalism works.

		Additionally, it became more and more frustrating for him and less and less fun. I remember sometime in 1996, I was going down to Ft. Lauderdale to do an album with that band Saigon Kick, and it was then that Scott pulled me aside and said, “I am getting out. I am not doing this anymore.” I was kinda gut-punched when he told me he was gonna quit; I was like “Come on, man.” But he was so frustrated. He and his wife talked it over. That is my memory of it. I didn’t try and talk him out of it, because I knew how frustrated he was, and how unfair things had gotten … but that’s just how that went.

		

		DOES THE VISION WORK OR NOT? The problem I had with death metal was that after the initial shock wore off, I was like, well, where’s the melody? That problem was solved by doing a record with Chuck [Schuldiner] and Death, because there was so much melody in the guitar parts that it was, like, really enjoyable. The first record I did with them was Symbolic, which might actually be his most melodic record. He then told me later that doing the death metal thing was kind of a funny gag to do; it was more about shocking people and freaking them out. Then it became a part of his sound, so he more or less had to do it, even beyond the point where he did not really even like it anymore. So, he put all of his energy into writing the guitar parts and the music, and I think the fact that he felt pigeonholed by the vocal style pissed him off, which is why the Control Denied project was eventually started, because he really wanted to do more melodic music.

		Also, after working with Chuck thoroughly on four albums’ worth of material, we never talked about musical training, and quite frankly he did not really know or care about music theory. He had the music in his head, and that is what he wanted to play, music theory be damned.

		Sometimes he would ask me, “What do you think of this harmony part?” and I would tell him, “Well, it’s cool … but it’s wrong. But I don’t care, because it’s cool.”

		“Well, what do you mean it’s wrong?”

		“Well, music theory-wise, here is what the harmony should be.”

		“I see what you mean, but yeah, you were right, it’s cool the way it was. Let’s leave it.”

		So we would have those conversions and we would laugh, and then move on and do the next part. To me, that’s the way music ought to be done anyway. I mean, music theory is a tool, just like using computers to edit kick drums. All that counts is the question, does the vision work or not? I don’t think Picasso really cared what brand of paintbrushes he used. Maybe he did care. I don’t know!

		

		IN RETROSPECT I think, looking back, that doing all those death metal albums was a mutually beneficial thing. I actually believe, and this may sound a bit self-important, but I think we helped to establish a style of music, in a way. I think the main reason is that we were willing to put the work into something that other people thought was crazy, so we worked hard at it, and I think we provided a forum, as it were, for that kind of music to develop, that it probably could not have in other ways—at least in the same way.

		Also, at the time, the influx of that kind of music helped our business tremendously. I mean, we were doing a lot records for admittedly low budgets at the time, so that helped us come through, and we were staying in business when a lot of other places went under. When I think back about it, it was a lot of fun, especially at its peak, and … it was a little weird [laughs], because when we started Tom and I had no idea we would end up being known for metal. There was no death metal when we started, and I thought Tampa would never be the capital of anything except guavas, you know? Who knew? It was certainly a mutually beneficial event over an eight-year period.

		It started a culture here in Florida, where you could be in a metal band and it was respectable. You weren’t just some crazy kid; it was like, hey, people are selling records doing metal. It was obvious then that things were going on, so it became an environment where we were in the right place at the right time, and the style was in the right studio at the right time, and the staff here as well as the musicians were in the right place at the right time. It was very fortunate.

		

		Donald Tardy (Obituary)

		

		ON ‘SLOWLY WE ROT’

		

		The thing is, most of that album was already written with songs we’d been playing since 1986. We went in and recorded it [in 1988] on the 8-track [at Morrisound], and Scott Burns was the guy. However, I don’t think the 8-track was an issue, because the amazing thing is that it was Morrisound and it was a proper studio, and Scott knew how to make it work. At Morrisound, the father there taught the Morris brothers how to effectively set up the microphones and properly record instruments. Another thing was that they knew how to work with different players and techniques. If a young drummer came in and his kit sounded terrible, they could help correct it and work with his capabilities.

		Back when we did our first demos there, I didn’t even own a drum set! My parents refused to buy me a drum set, so we went in and I tracked with the set that was already in the studio. But on the Slowly We Rot album, I used the drum set that I bought from Greg Gall [later of Six Feet Under], who sold me the first drum set I actually purchased myself.

		When we started, Scott Burns was sort of working as the intern there. He helped set up the gear, make the coffee, and clean up shop after everyone left. But in our case, he ended up tracking the album. Rick Miller was actually the first engineer there, who we started the project with, but I think one of his parents became ill or something, so Scott took over from there. Once Burns came on, it was the first time he ever really slid the chair up to the board on his own. We asked him, “Well, why don’t you just do the record, since you’re already halfway through with us?” So that album ended up being his first project as lead engineer. We ended up tracking eight songs, and Roadrunner really liked it, but they said they needed a longer album. So, we ended up writing and recording four more songs. If you listen to the album—it’s been so long now, I don’t recall how we did it—you can actually hear the four songs that were recorded after the main session had ended, because they have a slightly different mix.

		

		ON DRUMMING Death metal drumming is something I have not followed. I admit I don’t really listen to much aside from what I already like, but when I hear good drummers I really appreciate it. The newer styles and productions are something that’s not really my cup of tea. There are good bands, but I don’t worship them or anything. I appreciate drummers like Vinny Appice, John Bonham, Mikkey Dee, and Tommy Aldridge. That’s what is exciting to me. There are bands I hear out there today, and for sure, it’s some incredible shit, especially from the younger bands, and I know that there are drummers out there that run circles around my caveman ass, but with Obituary, I don’t try to play outside of my box. However, if you stay inside your box, and you stick with what you know and excel at that, you can still kick ass. That’s why I’m not a blast drummer, or a 100-mph-feet drummer. I can do it if you put a gun to my head, but it’s just not fun for me.

		I think the way most modern drums are recorded are the complete opposite of how I would like my drums to sound with Obituary. I’m a fan of a drum set, in a room, just mic’d up, with nothing sound-replaced. I am a fan of performances, proper performances that don’t have to be fixed or adjusted afterwards. I learned early on to be honest with your ears, and realized that sometimes you can not discount just what sounds good and keep things simple. Perform it well, and the rest will follow.

		

		Mitch Harris (Napalm Death, Righteous Pigs)

		

		LEARNING TO PLAY … THE NAPALM WAY

		

		When I joined [Napalm Death], Shane taught me the Napalm set in roughly two days. I wrote everything out in tablature so I could use it as a reference. After that we had a few rehearsals and then did a show in Telford, outside Birmingham, in February of 1990. We used to have long rehearsals, for like six to seven hours sometimes. Maybe that’s why I still remember all those songs until this day. Mick was a very structured drummer: he’d write these songs that had 12 parts all out on his two-string guitar. He would show me the riffs and have all the drum parts in his head already. It was great to finally jam with a drummer who actually enjoyed blasting and could do it right. One thing I noticed right away was that I had to adjust my picking style, because my pick placement was sort of a handicap. I was holding the pick between my index finger and thumb, like a fist almost.

		However, those little things also can add style and identity to your playing. I still couldn’t play the “death” riffs as fast, and I didn’t yet know how to hit harmonics properly, but I learned, while also figuring out how to use my pinky to keep the other strings quiet in certain places. I would play along to a metronome, and increase the speed, shooting for 220 and 240. Also, since I’d played with Mick before, I kind of knew his technique, where he would do these “drops” that would signal particular changes in the song. Also, until then, I’d never played with another guitarist, and I thought, “Wow, we are going to need tuners.” [laughs]

		

		IN THE STUDIO We try and mix up the gear for each album we record, because after a while you can hear similarities, especially with drum tones. However, I do use the same amp each time I record, which is a Mesa Rectifier that I use as the foundation for the sound. Sometimes I will bring in another amp to mix with the tone and change it up a bit. So, every time we go into the studio we reflect on things and try and come up with something a little bit different, without actually trying too hard to be different. We’ve used a couple of studios to track in, and sometimes we will go ahead and just do the drums and guitars in various rooms to change things up a bit. It amounts to little things that people probably don’t notice after all.

		Through the years, though, Jesse [Pintado] and I would change the plan up. We both had a similar idea of what made a good guitar sound, although I actually preferred a more bassy tone. He was really happy tracking with his red Charvel, and we actually used that on Fear, Emptiness, Despair, but when we mixed it, it was just so hard to get any brightness in the guitars. When I would plug my guitar into his amp, there was just a natural sound difference, because the way he picked was so unique. In that way, I find that the way you abuse an amp over time gives the speakers a certain personality. So even if you use the same head with them, they can still sound different when he would, for example, play through them with that Charvel.

		When we put the albums together, it was very much a team effort. I’d play parts of Shane’s songs, I would play my songs, Jesse would track his songs, Shane’s, or a section here and there. We didn’t give a shit who did what; we just wanted to make it work, as long as we got the album done and it was as good as possible. In this way, the studio experience is by far my favorite thing about the band these days.

		

		LOOKING BACK … I WOULDN’T CHANGE A THING Looking back at the particular stages that Napalm Death has gone through, I wouldn’t change a thing. I always had this sense that the band was sort of like Rush in a way: a band that develops and adds new elements and different things over time, yet still maintains an identity through experimentation. I know some of the albums in the ’90 s weren’t for everyone, but I think it was a big step from Utopia Banished to Fear, Emptiness, Despair. The thing is, there are bands out there that stick to the same formula, and release the same album over and over again. Sometimes good and sometimes better, and that’s cool. They have a consistent audience and a consistent following, and it works. But for me, I don’t think I could be satisfied playing just one thing all the time. In some ways, maybe we could’ve played it safe on those albums; maybe it would have been more credible, or we would have sold more copies. I don’t know, and I don’t care. If we did that, I just don’t think it would have been healthy for the soul, in a way. After a while it was like, “Well, we have two guitarists; what’s the point if we are not utilizing two guitar parts in the songs?” We wanted something to make it interesting, but I think the problem for people was that there was less blasting. If there was blast and Discharge [beats], I’m sure some of the experimentations would’ve gone almost unnoticed. But then, I remember when we worked so hard on Utopia Banished, and then I read a few reviews that said, “Oh, here is another album by the noise merchants Napalm Death, showing absolutely no signs of progression whatsoever. The same old blast beats, and the same old riffs you can’t make out.” So, I was like, “Really? I thought that album was a progression!” I’m sure from start to finish it was a lot to take in, and the production was a bit rough in a way, but it made me wonder if people even notice the details and can hear what we are actually doing with our songs. But I suspect it was more so that there was just too much mid-tempo riffing after a while.

		So in retrospect, I wouldn’t change anything. It’s like, what I am going to do, go back and say “Well, there could’ve been a blast beat here, and a blast beat there”? What is the point in that? It’s all about when people hear an album [and] they associate it with a time in their life, when they were either down, or with all their friends, or still at school when everything was perfect. It’s an association with a memory, so that’s why people hold on to certain albums like Harmony Corruption. The new album can have better production and better songs, but it still can never be the same as that “one” earlier album. But we all get that; that’s why we all love music, because it brings us back to a time and place where something was special.

		So, not sounding egotistical, but I felt like in a way we were always ahead of ourselves, and it took people a while to catch on. Also, the way music evolved in the ’90 s, a lot of people that didn’t like the band before picked up on the later albums that the older fans had dismissed. Some kid who was fourteen in 1995 would hear Twist the Knife (Slowly), a song that ended up on the Mortal Kombat film soundtrack, and come to know the band from a different angle. But if you look at it now, from the newest album backwards, it was always a logical progression to me. I think by the time we wrote Enemy of the Music Business, we sort of realized that by increasing the speed, yet keeping up the experimental aspects of the previous albums, things could work just as well.

		

		Ed Warby (Hail of Bullets, Gorefest)

		

		THE ‘FALSE’ SESSIONS, AND MODERN DRUMMERS

		

		Until I joined Gorefest I’d only performed on demos, and then all of a sudden I found myself recording two albums back to back: Elegy’s Labyrinth of Dreams and Gorefest’s False. On False we worked with famed producer Colin Richardson; however, he had no idea what I was doing because I recorded the drum tracks completely on my own without any guide guitars or click track, which is what I was used to. I remember cracking a cymbal halfway and replacing it with the cheapest piece of shit we could get, and it still bothers me when I hear the album. Anyway, we tracked all the drums, and it wasn’t until we started adding the rest that Colin realized I hadn’t been messing around! Nowadays I do use things like a click track and guide guitars, but back then I just went by memory.

		We used Cubase for mixing, and Colin insisted on sound replacing the kicks and adding a sample to beef up the snare. But the guy that ran the studio was so incompetent it took several days just to do the kicks, and each morning he’d start up the computer and everything we’d done the day before would be gone. It got so bad we decided to mix the album somewhere else and we ended up in Wales. Automation was still quite rare in those days, so we mixed the album mostly by hand. I was in charge of manually muting and un-muting the toms—I absolutely did not want to use any noise gates, and Colin agreed. The sense of freedom was huge; I really felt like I could do anything I wanted and I was keen to make a statement for myself as far as drumming goes.

		When I look at the insane stuff drummers pull off these days, it’s not that impressive anymore I suppose, but at the time the album came out I got a lot of positive reactions, which resulted in my first endorsements and coverage in specialized drum mags … mind-blowing!

		To be honest, I’m not really into the hyper-fast drumming that’s become the norm for brutal music. I prefer the old masters like Cozy Powell, Neil Peart, Deen Castronovo, Tommy Aldridge, et cetera. I like hard hitters, and power is usually the first thing to go when you speed things up too much. I’m not fond of triggers either; call me old-fashioned, I guess. My favorite death metal drummers are guys like Nicke Andersson, Donald Tardy, Chris Reifert, and Tobias Gustafsson.

		

		John Longstreth (Origin, Gorguts, ex-Angelcorpse)

		

		ON DRUMMING WITH SANDOVAL

		

		When I was in Florida in 1997, I took a lesson—a two-week learning session—from Pete Sandoval and generally got to hang out with him. He showed me a few pointers on the ever-elusive single foot blast. I was a little shocked by how everyone at the time was so concerned with the “single foot vs. the two foot,” and how one was “cheating” with the two-foot, and the other was the “real” blast. Later, I had come to discover that this “cheating” was one of the only real ways to break out of the typical mold that I was quickly becoming familiar with. Regardless, he was very cool to me, and it was an honor.

		Interesting side note: he was taking a break from playing drums—he had just tracked Formulas Fatal to the Flesh—and was having serious back problems and wasn’t able to play for very long periods of time. I heard he was working on a house and was also playing drums constantly in preparation for that new Morbid Angel album. He was essentially burning the candle at both ends, and the doctor wanted him off physical activity. I immediately remembered this when they announced his—temporary?—departure from Morbid Angel a while ago due to back problems. It was a sad day hearing that, 10 years later. I still need to tell him all this; I hope he’s reading.

		

		ADVENTURES AT MORRISOUND One of my best memories is recording the Exterminate LP with Angelcorpse in 1997, and bearing witness to the entire Tampa death metal/Morrisound scene only three years into playing my first blast beat. It was the metal equivalent of meeting Santa Claus. The recording itself was a nightmare, as outlined by other, and lesser-qualified, individuals, but I got to witness the entire Tampa death metal scene in action, in its basic form. Tom Morris and Trey Azagthoth were mixing down Formulas Fatal to the Flesh, and I got to meet and hang out with Cannibal Corpse, Monstrosity, and Morbid Angel, and went BMX biking with Trey, Steve Tucker, and Aantar Coates. Pat O’Brian took me out for buffalo wings as some sort of twisted hangover cure. Even Jimmy “Mouth of the South” Hart was in the studio doing some wrestling music. I had the nerve to stop him and ask a bunch of silly questions about the WWF in the ’80 s, but he appeared to be moving too quickly and I decided not to bother him. Having my band in Studio B, Morbid Angel in studio A, and the “Mouth of the South” in the mastering room all at the same time was heavy. If I remember correctly, Trey handed me a bottle of Jim Beam only a few minutes after, and therefore I can’t remember anything else on this particular subject.

		

		Luc Lemay (Gorguts)

		

		RECORDING ‘CONSIDERED DEAD’

		

		I remember when we left Quebec to record our first album, Considered Dead. We had just left home and were at the U. S. border, with all of our equipment, only to have the border guards refuse us. They said that even though we were not getting paid to go record the album in Florida, we were still going to get money from the recording “someday” through record sales. So we went back to Sherbrooke, put the instruments back in the rehearsal room, and left again to try another, smaller border crossing further along. At that checkpoint, we told them we were going to the beach in Maine, which actually ended up working. So they let us through and we proceeded to drive due South to Tampa. When we arrived at Morrisound Studios, they lent us the studio’s session drum set, which worked out quite well. Another thing that helped: I was already writing letters with James Murphy, so he actually came to the studio and lent us his guitar, a black B. C. Rich Warlock, which was one I think he used in Obituary. I believe we ended up tracking the guitars through the Mesa Boogie Mark IIs. This was even before Rectifiers came into the picture. We did the whole album in one week, and that actually included a wasted day because one of the recording machines in Studio B broke. Scott [Burns] and Tom and Jim [Morris] spent the entire day trying to fix the thing. Then we started all over again in the A room with the drums, and did the overdubs in Studio B afterwards. So, we ended up recording for just four days, with a day or two for mixing.

		

		Antar Lee Coates (Diabolic, Exmortis, Horror of Horrors)

		

		ON THE BLAST BEAT

		

		It’s funny, because I never really started blasting until a bit later, around the early ’90 s. I just didn’t see it as a big deal, because at first it wasn’t a very powerful sounding beat on an acoustic set, without a microphone. But when I got to Florida and met Pete Sandoval, it was pretty inspiring. He just pushed himself more than anyone I’d ever seen as far as drummers go. He was on another level. He practiced every day, wearing two ankle-weights on both legs, and he’d go with that for hours. The thing then was, when I watched him do a blast beat, you could really hear it. He worked to be that good, and really turned me around to learn this technique, and I knew it wasn’t going to come easy. This was before triggers or anything like that were widespread, so it was just straight acoustic killing yourself. There were only a handful of guys in the world at that time really pulling it off, and he was one of them. He opened my eyes and showed me that blast beats could be a useful tool, and that maybe I could fit it into my songs in places. It was a while before I got it down, but I was using it eventually by the time I was playing in Horror of Horrors, around 1993. I actually ended up buying Sandoval’s drum set. He knew I wanted it, and when he offered I got a loan and went down to Tampa and picked them up. This was the kit he played on for World Downfall, Blessed are the Sick, and Altars of Madness, and even toured on for years. I don’t have those drums anymore, but I still use the rack.

		

		… AND TRIGGERS Shortly after that I started using the triggers on the kick drums. I think I heard that Doc from Vader had used them on The Ultimate Incantation, and from there I was on it. I could see it coming. At the time, I worked at a place called Venneman’s Music [in Maryland] and when the first ddrum brain came in I bought it. However, when it came to other sound productions like Morrisound, I think they just knew how to record the kicks with more precision. They had really good microphones, with great heads, great EQ, and great microphone placement. When playing live before triggers, it was always a challenge to get it right. Lee Harrison [Monstrosity] actually told me back then that when you play live to place the microphone right up close to the kicks, and during sound check to hit them half as hard as you do live, so when you’d actually play you’d blow them all out of the water. The idea way back then was to try and trick the sound man to turn up your kicks louder than they needed to be. However, you don’t really need triggers, and it’s sometimes better to avoid the whole double-triggering issues if you have a good sound man. But back in the early days most sound guys just didn’t know what death metal was, let alone how to even mix it properly.

		

		Anders Jakobson (Nasum, Coldworker, Necrony)

		

		THE PERFORMANCE PATHOLOGICAL

		

		Although it might not be a good album, Necrony’s Pathological Performances was my first full-length album and it will always have a special place in my metal heart. The album was recorded and mixed over two three-day weekends if memory serves me right, and that’s basically the time I spend solely on the drums these days! In the future, when my recording days are just memories, I guess I will look back at Nasum’s Helvete as the highlight. It was one of those records where everything just fell into place. I have minor regrets with each and every recording, but perhaps I’m most irritated by the sort of dirty production Nasum’s Human 2.0 got, but some people enjoy that album the most, so it might just be a matter of taste.

		

		Anders Schultz (Unleashed)

		

		NOBODY KNEW IT WAS EVER GOING TO DO ANYTHING

		

		On drumming I am bit split. At the time [in the late 1980 s], with drums and everything else, who knew how it would evolve? Then, we were just drunken kids who liked to play death metal; it was never really anything more than that. Instead of going around town busting shit up, we played death metal. Nobody knew it was ever going to do anything. So with drumming and the musicianship, it was always the extreme, you know? It was never about practicing to be technical; you just practiced to play the songs you wrote. You take some Lombardo fills and you play as hard as you can. You’d think, “It can not get more extreme than this,” and it just always does. I remember at the time when Terrorizer’s World Downfall came out, we thought, “It can’t get any better than this,” and it’s still the best grindcore album of all time. That’s it; you can’t top that.

		But I do have some trouble with the sort of inhuman-sounding stuff that’s done these days. I guess I am more of a traditionalist in some ways. Sometimes it’s the studio, sometimes it’s the playing. You can have songs that are just recorded weird, but either way when it’s too much, it kind of loses a lot of the feeling. I still like the newer ways; it’s just a bit beyond me. I never got into playing that way, and it never fit into the way I approach drumming. I never used triggers for anything; it’s just not the way I do it. I guess it came later, and I felt that to adopt that would mean to change too much of how I like to play. But when it’s done well it’s still mind-blowing what can be achieved with the drums these days, and you think, “Man, I wished I practiced more when I was younger!” But once you get older and are touring and recording constantly, it’s hard to sit down for hours a day and re-learn certain processes.

		

		Dan Swanö (Unisound Studios, Edge of Sanity)

		

		THE BIRTH OF UNISOUND

		

		Unisound was in a completely weird location, down in a cellar, in Finspång, with no windows and no toilet. It started out as just one big room of 30–40 square meters, very unsanitary, with mold and all kinds of weird things making their way down there. I never really considered it a studio; it was always just a place where I recorded stuff. In order for a place to be a real studio there are kind of like rules, where you need perfect acoustics, and there’s a physical challenge to getting that stuff right. So to take an old shed and call it a real studio, it wasn’t like that to me. A real studio is like Morrisound or whatever, where you really pay a shitload of money before you even start putting things into first gear.

		But it was a nice way for the bands to relax, because you have to remember, in those days, all the studios in Stockholm were very expensive, and the alternatives were these horrible studios where the engineer was kind of paid by the government, and he didn’t care at all about the project. Death metal was not going to happen in these places; the guys couldn’t even mix rock music. So what I had going was more like a rehearsal space with recording abilities. No big glass windows to make sign language to the drummer through; you’d just talk to me to say something. It got a reputation as a place you could relax, drink, and smoke or whatever, because it was like a rehearsal room. That’s how Unisound came to be my profession, which is kind of funny, but that’s how it went.

		

		DISSECTION’S ‘THE SOMBERLAIN’ From those early sessions, the best experience was really a tie between Dissection’s The Somberlain and Opeth’s Orchid. Early on I didn’t get to work with that much talent, but later on that got a lot better. There were a lot of bands that got out of the noise of their rehearsal rooms for the first time, into kind of a proper studio, and some were just not ready. Dissection was completely different. They recorded EPs and demos before, and I was not taking their “studio virginity” like with Marduk or Katatonia. With Dissection, all of the songs were ready, and they were recorded a couple of times before, and the only song that was new at the time of the recording was the opening song Black Horizons. Jon [Nödtveidt] actually played all the guitars and bass on that one ’cause he kind of wrote it just a few days before they came to the studio. With that session I was really enjoying it, ’cause on top of being well prepared, the songs were really, really good. I remembering hearing songs like Frozen or The Somberlain, with all these fantastic guitar harmonies, and it made me think, “If I am recording bands that are this good, this is a cool thing to be doing for a living.” In this way, The Somberlain was recorded with bass, two guitars and drums at the same time. Then, as soon as we were ready, we just backed up the tape, and Jon and the other guitar player put the headphones on and overdubbed themselves one more time. So we had two guitar tracks from each player. It was the only way; there were no weird cues or click tracks. No scratch guitars were ever recorded; it was just the takes. Later I eventually got a machine where I could punch in and out, but because the drums would sometimes get into the guitar mics or the punch-ins were weird, I’d try to track the songs in one take.

		

		OPETH’S ‘ORCHID’ With Orchid, that was the first time Opeth was in the studio, and we had about seven days to complete the session. They were also extremely well rehearsed. They did it the old-school way by rehearsing and playing live for years, thus making the session go like clockwork when studio time arrived. Although we spoke on the phone a bit before the session, we actually met each other through Katatonia.

		With the Katatonia guys, we’d write letters back and forth, and once they had a band, I was like, “Well, I have a studio, so come record here and pay me in beer; we’ll have a good time.” They were from Stockholm, and Edge of Sanity didn’t have that many fans from Stockholm, so it was kind of weird. Stockholm was like its own country in this way. So for me to be from Finspång, a two-hour drive away, was quite cool. It turned out we became good friends and I helped Katatonia with their first demo, and later the first album. They were really good friends with Mikael from Opeth, because he actually helped them before as a session live guitarist. After that, Mike called me a couple of times, and that’s when he told me, “Yeah, we have some clean vocals.” So I was like, “Oh my God, fuck,” because all the death metal bands that tried this around that time, well, their clean vocals would just be horrible.

		For Orchid, the weird thing was I never heard any demos or pre-production from the band prior to tracking. Once we recorded the drums, bass and guitars, I remember that Mike wanted more ambiance in the room when it was time to track the vocals. So we turned off all the lights, and we just had one candle lit so he could see his lyric sheet. I remember sitting there behind the desk, with the only light being the LEDs from the equipment as we started with the first song on the album. Then, just to hear him start to growl from, well, nothing, was kind of like hearing a sound check or something. It was absolutely spectacular; I couldn’t believe it was so extremely good. Then, in just one breath he’d switch from complete growling to the nicest clean vocals I’d ever heard coming from a growling guy. I was like, “What just happened?” because he didn’t even divide it into two sessions. Total pitch, no problems whatsoever. That’s just how he believed it: you learned the shit and you sing it from beginning to end, and that’s it. I was just completely blown away by all the instrumentation on Orchid. We recorded straight to DAT tape with no editing, so if we screwed up, we started all over again. The last mix session I think went 14 hours straight … we were completely fucked up by the end.

		

		Doug Cerrito (ex-Suffocation)

		

		‘HUMAN WASTE,’ SIGNING TO ROADRUNNER, AND ‘EFFIGY OF THE FORGOTTEN’

		

		After Human Waste [1991] came out, a lot of the bigger bands were talking about us and pitching our name around. It was supposed to be our second demo, but Relapse ended up putting it out as an EP. We were just five guys with no money; we scraped together what we had just to do it.

		It was all tracked together live, with the amps facing the walls so there would be less of a bleed in the sound, and Frank [Mullen] did his vocals afterwards. We pretty much had an offer from every label around then. It all came at us at once. We had no clue what label to go with, because we just had no clue about the music business. We just knew we wanted to be on Earache or Roadrunner, because those were the labels our favorite bands were on. In the end it was Roadrunner; it just seemed like the right thing to do. But we still didn’t know what was going on; we were really just along for the ride. Even when we recorded Effigy of the Forgotten at Morrisound we knew nothing about recording; we just sat there and whatever Scott Burns said, we did. For the mixing of the album, I wasn’t even there; I had to go back to work. I went in, recorded what I had to, and then I went back home.

		One weird thing about that session was that we had to fight with Burns to use our own amps. They usually had a certain regiment there, with certain equipment. We wanted to use our Ampeg SS 150 s which we thought were very critical to our sound at the time. We swore by those amps. Back then, in order to get a sound like that, you usually had to get a distortion pedal, overdrive, or add something to the head, because they usually weren’t nasty enough on their own. When I met Terrance, he already had that head, because his mom bought it for him on a whim for Christmas. She didn’t even know what she was buying! So you can credit that sound to Terrance’s mom. I went out and bought one right after. Scott was not really familiar with us prior to going in there, but when he started working with us he was excited, because he always wanted to double track with death metal bands, but he couldn’t. He actually made Terrance and I play each track on the album twice, so I think that’s also where the “wall of sound” comes from [on that album]. We never did that on another recording.

		

		ON THE ‘SUFFO BLAST’ I guess it was just Mike [Smith]’s interpretation of the “grind” at that time, or kind of like the same thing how Paul [Mazurkiewicz] brought the “bomb” beat into Cannibal Corpse. They were a different approach to the same thing—just playing as fast as you can. However, it was weird because it was technically not grind, but what made it more effective was that [Mike] would alternate his feet and get more power. I don’t think he set out to “make this our beat”; it more just fit our writing style, because we had a combination of speed picking and chunked chords, so that just worked better with it. We always had a thrash aspect to us, so I think that it just melded well with those influences.

		

		ON THE ‘BREEDING THE SPAWN’ SESSION The thing with that album was we wanted to go back to Morrisound, but we weren’t allowed to. If you kind of think of the other releases around that time, it’s the same thing. Gorguts wanted to go back there but they weren’t allowed. I say “not allowed,” but what I mean is that Scott Burns was so popular then, that it became trendy to some people. But to me, I don’t see how it’s “trendy” to get a good sound, so it was just strange. Scott knew how to make death metal good, and even in 1993, when you went to a good studio in your area, they still didn’t know what was going on. They didn’t know how to harness this shit, you know? It would take someone who is actually in a band to build their own home studio to know what was going on. They would then make a more crushing production than some dude who has no clue yet and has a half-million dollar studio. It’s strange how you can have the sickest equipment, but with the wrong engineer, you get nothing.

		To be honest with you, Breeding the Spawn was a mess, because even at that time we still needed guidance as a band. We couldn’t take care of it ourselves; we didn’t know how to get that drum sound or that guitar sound on our own. Basically, we needed someone like Scott, who knew what was going on, who knew the scene, and who was comfortable to work with. So that’s why, when that album was said and done, and Roadrunner knew that they made a mistake by not letting us do what we wanted to do, we went back and did Pierced from Within with Scott. Breeding the Spawn was a big lesson for us that opened up our eyes and made us realize we can’t be relying on other people, ’cause even with the packaging, we just let Roadrunner do it. We never even saw the cover until we saw it as a package. We knew Dan Seagrave was doing it, and we were comfortable with that, ’cause we loved what he did with Effigy, but we didn’t know he was just going to reconfigure an older work for the Breeding cover. When I saw it for the first time I just wanted to throw it on the ground. I just hated it. But the whole experience opened up our eyes, and it changed us for the better. Pierced from Within was certainly revenge for Breeding.

		

		‘PIERCED FROM WITHIN’ AND THE INDUSTRY At the time, with Roadrunner, there was a change in the landscape. Death metal got pushed back, and bands like Fear Factory became the focus. Roadrunner was a death metal label, but the almighty dollar soon came into play. I guess it’s just business, and it’s unfortunate, but when you’re in a band and being treated like that, sometimes you don’t realize it. By 1995, when Pierced from Within came out, a lot of bands were already dropped. I think it was us, Obituary, and Deicide who were the remaining bands that were still death metal. However, I always felt that Roadrunner had us on the back burner. They always did bare minimum for Suffocation, in terms of promotion, posters and ads. They always had certain bands that were more under their wing. At first, in the early ’90 s, it was Sepultura. Then by the mid-’90 s it was Fear Factory. Suffocation just got swallowed up in there along with Gorguts, Immolation, and others. We had a quota, and we knew if Pierced from Within didn’t sell a certain amount that it was the end of our relationship with Roadrunner. When we were on tour with Deicide that year, we found that out. We left the States to go on tour on the label, and came home off the label.

		The scene was weird at that time, definitely a little strange; it’s like it just stood still in the mid-to-late ’90 s. So when we decided to do the Despise the Sun EP, we didn’t want to just go to Earache or Metal Blade. It was a time when all the smaller labels started popping up. By 1998, when we broke up the first time, it was certainly a premature end for me. We didn’t plan on it; it happened pretty much out of the blue. It was a time when the scene also got very competitive between bands as well. There was a time when bands just did what they did, and people liked you for what you did, and then all of a sudden, it was the “my drummer is faster than your drummer” contest. It got weird, people were starting to talk about other people—it got fucked up in a way. We were just a much better band when we weren’t thinking about it all and just wrote songs. Then the industry comes in, and the industry makes you think, and then you just change; you aren’t the same guys. That’s why, in my opinion, most bands’ first albums are the best. That’s not always the case, but that’s usually when a band doesn’t have anyone on their back, demanding things from them, and they just write naturally and comfortably. You’re just writing to make yourself happy, and that’s where pure musical expression comes from.

		

		Flo Mounier (Cryptopsy)

		

		DYNAMICS OF DEATH METAL DRUMMING

		

		As far as my drumming in Cryptopsy, the approach was more or less the same for the first two albums. I was influenced by bands like Voivod and Pestilence, and the speed thing started to come naturally to me, because I was a pretty spastic kid. Early death metal drumming then was still limited to certain elements; it was much more based on groove rather than speed. Things were still open and experimental, particularly the different ways a drummer could approach the double bass. In a way, it was more open for stylistic change than it is today, because it was more based around what drumming is supposed to be for metal music. Now, it’s more about being as fast as possible. It was hard to imagine then how the drumming would evolve into what it is today. Especially the recognition that’s being given to death metal drumming from other musicians in different genres.

		Another recent factor is the way that Pro Tools-type software has infiltrated the recording process and shaped the way that death metal drumming is perceived, because although it can sound perfect on CD, it’s often not the case when reproduced in a live setting. Which is a shame, but that’s the way things have evolved. Perhaps it takes a musician to pick it up, because a lot of times it seems like fans don’t really care, or even notice. Of course, if you’re a young kid, and you hear this perfect drumming on CDs, it can be a big kick in the ass as far as setting new standards of performance, because the standard now is to be as perfect as possible. Back in the early days, things were far from perfect; however, that is what ultimately gave the music character and dynamics. Now everything is very linear and produced, but that’s what kids are growing up listening to, which perhaps makes it difficult to listen to more natural performances. But I think good drummers and musicians learn to know the difference, and be as universal as possible in their playing, and look to reproduce their recorded output in the live setting as dynamically as possible.

		

		Jacob Schmidt (Defeated Sanity)

		

		THE BASS GUITAR IN DEATH METAL I

		

		The bass guitar usually exhibits a more traditional role in death metal. In that sense, it’s primarily used as a background instrument, providing low-end support to the guitars as well as working with the drums to lock in the rhythm. This isn’t bad, because if it’s well-executed it can actually be both fun and interesting. After all, death metal is mostly a monophonic form of music, so in order to keep it chunky and brutal, it needs the bass to support the riffs. This is very important because the bass then has the ability to bring back some of the dynamics found in what can be very high-gain-driven guitar riffs. If you listen to Cannibal Corpse, for example, the bass will sometimes harmonize the guitars, sometimes follow drum fills, or sometimes have its own licks, but basically it stays “down on the ground.” To me this is death metal’s way of enhancing a song from the bassist’s view. However, if you step a little outside the more traditional side of the genre, there is, of course, much more that can be done with the bass.

		What I like about death metal is that it’s such an extensive genre that in some areas, the traditional approach might be combined with the more progressive approach, giving each instrument an equally significant role in the song. Imagine Cynic for example, or even Death—Steve Di Giorgio era. There, they have almost independent bass lines, sometimes fretless, which add a lot of prog-factor to the overall feel.

		

		Stephan Fimmers (Necrophagist)

		

		THE BASS GUITAR IN DEATH METAL II

		

		Talking about the role of the bass guitar in death metal is not easy. Of course there is no right or wrong, only different approaches. In the past development of death metal, I’d say the bass was most certainly a bit underrated. For many bands it operated more like a lower guitar, adding some low end to the mix. I’m not saying that doesn’t ever sound cool or appropriate, but sometimes it’s just a waste of a melody instrument. In the modern era, it’s more apparent that bass players are distinct musicians and a vital part of both the band and the music-writing process. In that way, I think that the time when the bass player was just “the worst guitar player” is gone.

		For me, the first approach of every instrument is to add something to a song that makes the song better. No matter if you play just one note or play the freakiest solo ever. In the modern production process, the problem for the bass guitar is that there is very little room to make it properly audible. Of course you hear the low end, but if you are playing something totally different then it’s a real challenge for the sound engineer to give the bass audible clarity. On top of that you need to find the right “spot.” For me, there’s no need for some “bass stuff” during sections when the double-bass drums and lower-tuned guitars are shredding like crazy, although I would try to make those riffs as powerful, deep and brutal as possible. However, when there’s more open space, for example in certain half-time riffs, and a cool idea comes to my mind, then why not? Let’s contribute some interesting bass lines, not for reasons of ego or showing off, but for making the song itself better.

		Additionally, at least for me, being too crazy with the bass can be a problem in the live situation. You will always feel a low note in the live situation, but you will not always hear a higher bass note. That means when you play something high, nobody can hear it, and on top of that the low end is gone. As we all know, the live sound of death metal is not always the best or the clearest, especially in smaller clubs, so that’s something to keep in mind during a recording session as well.

		

		Matt Harvey (Exhumed)

		

		HOUSE OF FAITH, PALO ALTO

		

		The Plutocracy guys turned us on to a studio in Palo Alto called House of Faith, which was operated by an engineer named Bart Thurber. Bart was the only guy in the Bay Area really tackling any of the local death metal bands. He recorded us, Plutocracy, Enucleation, Burial, Bonesaw, Abhorrence, and just about every punk band in the West Bay. I remember his claim to fame was that he had recorded the Neurosis demo that got them signed to Alternative Tentacles. He also was in the band Whipping Boy that was on the Not So Quiet on the Western Front compilation back in the early ’80 s. He was incredibly patient and accommodating and tolerant of our naivete. He recorded virtually all of our material from ’92 –’95, starting in January of ’92 with our first demo Dissecting the Caseated Omentum.

		As far as we were concerned, House of Faith was the only place to record. It was the only studio in the Bay Area that would put up with extreme music, and basically was game to try whatever you were up for. Thirteen songs recorded and mixed in two days? No problem. He was also the cheapest studio available, at $75/day, plus an apple and a can of soup for lunch. He had a couple of very specific rules when at the studio: When he entered the live room, you were not to play at all—“When Bart’s around, keep it down” was the mantra; the other was that you could use the phone at the studio, but if you called your girlfriend or mother, or really any woman—even if you had only been on one date with someone, or just had endured a lot of awkward high school sexual tension around someone—you had to end the conversation with “I love you.”

		House of Faith was a great place for a young band to learn about recording. Everything was totally analog, recorded onto 2" tape which Bart would splice by hand—“cut with confidence” was another mantra of his—and he had a great sense of how much he could reasonably ask for in terms of performance. He was very laid back, but he’d surprise you every once in a while with a, “that was good; now do it again.” He introduced me to the idea of overdubbing guitar harmonies and layering leads that opened up a lot of doors in my playing.

		

		Ross Dolan and Robert Vigna (Immolation)

		

		SIGNING TO ROADRUNNER AND ‘DAWN OF POSSESSION’

		

		Roadrunner actually wrote us a letter in 1990. It was from Monte Conner, the A&R guy who was signing all the death metal to the label then. Before that, we knew we just weren’t ready for a record deal. Especially after seeing a band like Entombed jam in their rehearsal room, we really knew we were not ready. So when we got the letter, we weren’t sure if it was serious. It wasn’t like now, where everyone can get signed to some label and record an album on software in their basement, or even use a good studio for pretty cheap. Back then, before that technology was available, if you got signed, that meant you were going to record an album, and that was a big deal. But we didn’t take the offer seriously, and ended up not even answering him. A few months go by, we do a few more shows, and then we get another letter. It’s from Monte again, and he is like, “Yeah, boys, this is not exactly the best way to go about getting signed.” So at that point, we are like, “Hmm. Maybe we should get in touch with these guys.”

		Looking back, Roadrunner certainly signed a lot of bands then, but that was their thing, and that’s just what record labels did. So when it came time to record Dawn of Possession, we had a choice: we could record with Harris Johns, Scott Burns, or Colin Richardson. At the time, Colin I think was known for Carcass, and we liked the sound of that, but didn’t know much else. As far as Scott Burns, he was great, but it just seemed like at the time everybody was going down there, and you could tell the recordings were starting to get similar in some ways. So we ended up going to record at Music Lab in Berlin, with Harris Johns. He was the guy who did the albums we grew up on, so we took the old-school route. So, we flew over to Germany, and in retrospect it was a good move. We had a blast! Knowing that some of our favorite bands, like Kreator, Sodom, and Voivod, had recorded there was important, and just walking into that studio gave you a weird feeling. I think we ended up being there for about two to three weeks. I remember while we were there, we went out to see Paradise Lost; I think they were touring for the Gothic album at that point. Also, Tom Morris from Morrisound Studios was over there recording Coroner’s Mental Vortex album at the same time, so we ended up getting invited to a party at Sky Trak Studios, because Harris knew the guy who owned it.

		Harris was super cool; he took us out to shows and clubs, and that’s also how we ended up meeting our cover artist, Andreas Marschall. He came over to the studio one day, and that’s when we realized he was the guy who did the horror film posters for movies like Nekromantik and others, as well as album covers by Kreator and Sodom. On the historic side, it was a cool time to be in Berlin because the Wall was still up in a lot of places, and the city had yet to go through all the changes that came later on after reunification.

		

		Harris Johns (Music Lab Studios, Berlin)

		

		DEATH METAL BANDS WERE ALWAYS A NICE SURPRISE

		

		Years before I tracked any death metal bands, I started recording bands for Karl-Ulrich Walterbach, the founder of Noise Records, and punk bands even before that. When he started Noise Records in 1983, people were just hungry for metal. They were really looking to buy records from German bands as well, not just only the imports. If these German bands were good, and had something special about them or something to say, that was important too.

		I never knew what was going to happen with any bands; it was different from working in a factory or something, because I would just meet the band, hear their music, and try to make the best out of it. I was a fan of the music; I have very open tastes. So when I first heard death metal, it was interesting; there were just all these little details to consider. I immediately was struck by the musicianship, and how they could remember so many details. When I first recorded Sodom, they seemed to me to be death metal at the time, in a way, at least in the beginning.

		One thing I remember was when I first heard Ross’ [from Immolation] vocals, he didn’t seem very loud. Before, the thrash bands were just really noisy, but he was not very loud at all, which was a bit surprising, and it was hard to surprise me. They were funny guys; I really would have liked to do another album with them. They were very well organized, I must say.

		Death metal drummers especially were impressive: they never seemed to repeat themselves, which was much different than what the thrash drummers did. Like the drumming with Sodom, well, you would just know what he is going to play. There are just certain rolls and doubling that always come up in thrash.

		From the [Pestilence] Consuming Impulse sessions, I think we only had two weeks to record it. I remember the guys but I don’t remember the album too much. I was putting out maybe two albums a month at the time. I was working six days a week, and the studio, Music Lab, was booked in advance by one-and-half years. After the early ’90 s, though, it all dried up, and became less and less. But looking back, the death metal bands were always a nice surprise.

		

		Jari Laine (Torture Killer, ex-Adramelech)

		

		A FINNISH DEATH METAL SOUND?

		

		Amorphis, Mordicus, Demigod, Archgoat, Beherit, Scum, Adramelech, Depravity, et cetera: those were the top bands for me. They all sounded different, had their own personality, and the songs were flooded with riffs built on eerie guitars, creating a uniquely sinister vibe. For example, the use of unconventional chords and time signatures definitely allowed them to sound different from, let’s say, the Swedish bands. To a listener who might not know anything about theory, this means that some riffs sound like they are cut short, or have a small tail at the end of the riffs, instead of the basic 4/4 structured, straight beat ones. The lead guitars would have these weird notes in melodic passages that somehow felt “off” from the scale you’d expect them to go; however, they still made sense at the end, giving them this sinister and haunting vibe. Demilich were probably the best example of this. The atonal riffing—which means the music lacks a tonal center, or key—best describes it; the riffs just seemed to move back and forth without having a certain root note. This created a chaotic atmosphere that is quite hard to describe with words—you just feel it.

		Also, a number of Finnish death metal bands had a Middle Eastern feel to them regarding the more melodic parts of songs. While Amorphis were the obvious example, it was also, and more precisely, Demigod and Adramelech who would have these sections integrated into their songs. The vocals were mostly muddy; however, that just added more darkness to the sound. In most cases, these bands are, ironically, appreciated more now than they were back in the day. But, after all, they were competing with the best: Obituary, Cannibal Corpse, Deicide, Death, Pestilence, Asphyx, Morbid Angel, Entombed, Grave, Bolt Thrower, Napalm Death, Carcass: all those bands who were at the peak of their creative period, releasing the cornerstone albums of the entire genre. And while those bands had the push, the label backing, and the classic albums, Finnish death metal was more or less just a bunch of friends playing metal for fun, without any real attempt to break out internationally. Other noteworthy bands were Purtenance, Convulse, Sentenced, Necropsy, and Unholy.

		

		TICO TICO STUDIOS Like every country, we had our own equivalent to Morrisound and Sunlight, called Tico Tico Studios. It was run by a guy named Ahti Kortelainen in Kemi [north Finland], and this was the place where the best Finnish death metal releases were recorded. As mentioned before, it just had a great, recognizable sound, and such albums as Tol Cormpt Norz Norz Norz … [Impaled Nazarene, 1992], Slumber of Sullen Eyes [Demigod, 1992], Dances From Left [Mordicus, 1993], Shadows of the Past [Sentenced, 1992], and more were recorded there. They utilized a great production, with a distinct edge to the guitars, for a perfect mix of power and eeriness. All our nation’s best went there, except Amorphis, which chose Sunlight to record their first album [The Karelian Isthmus, 1993]. To this day, I think Tico Tico delivered the best sound, something which the newer high-tech studios have failed to capture.

		Additionally, back in those days, the albums were really played without making the music a slave to the metronome. No fixing every drum roll to sound perfect, quantizing every drum snap to play as loud as the one before, et cetera. That kills the music, and those human inconsistencies are what gave life to those albums.

		Ultimately, the Finnish death metal scene was very short-lived because the bands had no sense or interest in longevity, or the perseverance to really master the art of what they were doing. By the second album, if they were lucky enough to make it to the second album, the bands usually went into totally different directions. Sentenced had roots in death metal, but hardly anyone can relate the band name to that anymore; the same with Amorphis. Finnish death metal stands as one of those short-lived phenomena that carried the true underground spirit. People should scratch the surface and look for it; there are some magical moments captured on tape with those bands and releases. Perhaps one of the appealing factors is that it never got as big as elsewhere. Hidden gems are waiting; you just need to know where to look.

		

		Esa Lindén (Demigod)

		

		‘SLUMBER OF SULLEN EYES’

		

		It was great working with Ahti Kortelainen at the Tico Tico Studio up north in Kemi [Finland]. He was a professional, and really helped us out in a big way. We actually decided to record there because our good friends in Sentenced recorded there, and we liked the way their album came out. We did the recording and the whole Slumber of Sullen Eyes album in four to five days. I remember we were having a lot of problems finding a decent guitar sound. Jussi [Kiiski] and I really hated how it turned out in the studio, but grew to like it afterwards. Now, I think the whole sound on Slumber is far better than I thought 20 years ago. Back then there weren’t many studios that knew how to properly record a death metal album, and Tico Tico was probably the only decent one in Finland.

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Kam Lee (ex-Massacre, ex-Death)

		

		ON THE ‘FROM BEYOND’ SESSIONS

		

		Looking back, I’m most happy with how the demos came out. The Tyrants of Death demo is what I feel Massacre is. Those first two demos, and the live bootlegs that have been out there for years—that was when we had a passion for it. Everybody had a passion for it then. Even later, when that material ended up on From Beyond, I still had the passion for it. However, the other guys had just left Death, and came back to Massacre, so they were more in a transition stage. They were like, “I just left one of the biggest death metal bands in the world; what can I do now?” So it was them more or less grasping at straws, looking to keep things going with a project they could start up right away.

		To me, From Beyond could’ve been way better. We just rushed into it. People have misquoted me, and said that I hate that album, but that’s not true. Those songs were the original songs from Massacre, but there were just so many mistakes on there that could have been avoided. I never ragged on the guitar sound or the production; it’s just the fact that it was part Scott Burns, and part Colin Richardson. I just wish Scott Burns was more involved in it. Colin was flown to Florida, and he’d just finished working on the Carcass stuff. Don’t get me wrong, Colin did some good things, especially getting my vocals to sound great. I just think Scott could’ve done more with the music.

		Despite all the crap that went down between Rick [Rozz] and I, one thing I will say is that he always had a great guitar sound. Just incredible. We were just so much more intense live that I wish we could’ve captured that more on From Beyond. Plus, there were a lot of mistakes on it. If you’re a drummer, and you listen to the tempos, like on Cryptic Realms, it speeds up at the end and gets off. There are mistakes on Succubus and Symbolic Immortality. Of course these are mistakes we notice because we are in the band, but personally I just wish we had more time to fix them.

		Now, I have a bunch of other projects going and I want to push that more. I appreciate that people remember the Massacre material, and I love that stuff, but I don’t want to be one of these guys known for living off a memory of something from 30 years ago.

		

		Keijo Niinimaa (Rotten Sound, Vomiturition)

		

		A ROTTEN REVIEW

		

		The Murderworks recording at Örebro with Mieszko [Talarczyk]—R. I. P.—was a very intense session, with the four of us in the studio at the same time. It was the last of that kind, and I really hope that we have the time and funds to do even a split-session in the same way in the future. Nowadays, we’re usually recording separately from each other and then we also mix over the Internet, which has a good and a bad side, but busting our asses together is what made a difference in the past.

		Releases like Under Pressure, Psychotic Veterinarian and Murderworks were just so memorable as sessions, despite any minor flaws in the end results. Our latest album, Cursed [2011], is the one that we like most, and Drain is the low point of our discography. The Drain session was very memorable, but the end result is just terrible in so many ways that we’d like to wipe that release out entirely. Cursed is finally having the clarity and energy at the same time, on the path that we started after Under Pressure, which wasn’t rough enough. Drain is somehow giving me the creeps when I remember the 14-hour vocal session, after everyone else took too much time to record their instruments, and how hard it was to get every instrument to just sound good at the studio.

		

		Lee Harrison (Monstrosity)

		

		ON MORRISOUND STUDIOS

		

		The driving force behind the Tampa scene in the early days was undoubtedly Morrisound Studios. It was kind of like the hub, with everything branching out of there. With Morrisound, some bands would go in there and just do whatever the engineers asked, and it was like, “Wow, what’s making the music sound so good?” Everyone was using something like a B.C. Rich through a Marshall, and certain bands like Obituary and Morbid Angel were really big on the RAT pedal, which was sort of like a signature pedal sound for a lot of the bands then, and I think some still use it today. As far as recording, I love Morrisound.

		We ended up doing the Imperial Doom [1992] album there with producer Jim Morris. He was probably better than Scott Burns on the technical side of things, but at the time I think he was a bit fed up with us. The automation was not in effect yet, so he had to build all the mixes from scratch. So basically, it’s like he had to match each song on the record by ear, and even if you take notes, there are always certain little fades that needed adjusting. It was close, but it wasn’t a perfect science like it is now, where you can save everything as you go along. But the end result was more a fact that the cheap drums I was using were just not very good to record with, rather than anything with Morrisound.

		Beyond that, one of the reasons why death metal sounded so good coming out of Morrisound was that they figured out the latency problem when recording the kick drums. When you would use a triggered kick sound to mix or mimic the kick drum, it would actually show up late in the mix, so they figured out a way to go around that and make the trigger on time with the natural kick hit. They just knew how to properly trigger the kick drums then, when so many other so-called “big” studios were still trying to figure out how death metal drums were supposed to sound.

		It was Tom and Jim Morris, along with Scott Burns, who were working there at the time. I think Scott was even like a freelance kind of intern working there when he did the first Obituary album, and once that hit, they put him on the bigger projects like Sepultura. Next thing you know he is the “guru guy” there, bringing in the bigger labels, and really giving Morrisound a name.
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		George “Corpsegrinder” Fisher (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Monstrosity)

		

		ON ‘IMPERIAL DOOM’

		

		I love Imperial Doom, but there was a difference between that and Millennium, because by the second album the music got better, and more technical, and my voice just became much more improved. I was not happy with my vocals on Imperial Doom, even though many tell me, “Oh, that is a classic album!” But I’m comparing that to my more developed vocal performances on later albums like Bloodthirst [Cannibal Corpse], but of course some people see certain albums as classic for different reasons. I love all the songs on Imperial Doom, and they sounded fucking vicious at practice. The issue is that they didn’t get recorded with the same fire for some reason.

		

		Marc Grewe (Morgoth)

		

		‘CURSED’ AND WOODHOUSE STUDIOS

		

		Cursed [1991] was actually recorded at Woodhouse Studios outside Dortmund, in Hagen [Germany]. I guess we were sort of the band that discovered the place. It was a guy named Siggi Bemm who was running things there. After that recording, a lot bands were just sent there, because it became a reliable, known place. The producer was a guy named Dirk Draeger, and he actually got us in there. Afterwards, it became known as sort of “metal” studio, and a lot of the Century Media bands like Unleashed were sent there because Robert [Kampf, the label owner] knew they would get a proper sound out of it.

		Back then, especially in Germany, there weren’t too many good studios you could really depend on, who knew what death metal was supposed to sound like. There was just perhaps Tomas Skogsberg in Sweden with Sunlight Studios, or Scott Burns at Morrisound. So for us and even the Swedish guys, it was not too far away and it was different, because after a while, for example, the Sunlight recordings were starting to sound too similar.

		

		Erik Rutan (Mana Studios, Hate Eternal, ex-Ripping Corpse, ex-Morbid Angel)

		

		I STILL BELIEVE IN THE MUSICIAN

		

		Looking back, I’m grateful that I grew up in a time where I could experience analog recording firsthand. I was still in high school when I tracked my first demo with Ripping Corpse [Glorious Depravity, released in 1990], and I recall we tracked it all live as a band, meaning we were not punching in or overdubbing independently. We were in there doing one-takes to a 2" 24-track machine, so you pretty much had to be tight as hell and have everything down before you arrived. Later, when we recorded Dreaming with the Dead in 1991, it was also recorded on an analog 2" 24-track machine; however, that was done more traditionally with overdubs and punch-ins. It was that studio experience specifically that really made me want to become a producer and eventually get my own studio. I wanted to be an engineer and producer that understood extreme music and knew how to record it properly.

		So by the early ’90 s I was going to school to learn sound recording and audio engineering, at a time when the industry was still very analog-driven, yet in the early stages of moving into the digital world. In that way, I like to think that as a producer and engineer, I am sort of bringing those two worlds together, where the vibe captured on those early analog recordings can somehow be merged with the advantages and clarity offered by more modern techniques and digital media. The new approach built on software like Pro Tools and others has been praised for its brilliance by some, yet others have criticized it for sounding lackluster. I guess I can see both sides, because in one sense if you take the technology too far you can actually strip out the soul of the performance in some capacity, especially if you focus too much on “the grid,” by quantizing and over-editing, which has the effect of removing those subtle, humanistic traits from the performance. For me, I still believe in the musician, and I prefer to capture the best performance possible.

		Also, with the drums, I don’t ever go into a record thinking, “Oh, I am going to just use drum samples on everything, so who cares about taking the time to get good tones, et cetera.” I just can’t even think in that capacity, you know? That’s just an asinine approach to me. I’m always working to improve drum tones throughout the process of every project I work on.

		While there has always been some form of sampling going on in metal, especially with the kick drum by the late ’80 s and early ’90 s, the real transition to those fully processed drum productions arrived by the early 2000 s. Now, some drum kits are completely replaced by samples. It has grown exponentially since the early days as the use of digital editing software like Pro Tools became ever more standardized. Despite that, even when I sometimes end up using drum samples, I still prefer and love the sound of analog tape and acoustic drums … nothing beats it.

		

		THE PERFECTION IN RECORDING SHOULD NOT BE TO THE DETRIMENT OF HUMANISTIC FEEL To me, there is something about the dynamics that come from tape and tape compression that just can’t be replaced digitally. For example, when using Pro Tools I take advantage of outboard analog gear, as well as various plug-ins that emulate the analog tones. With tape being as expensive as it is now, and with time crunches mandated by limited recording budgets, efficiency is everything.

		In light of this, I tend to use Pro Tools software as one tool in the broader recording process, rather than relying on it entirely. Editing is commonplace, of course, but I only like to rely on it when I have exhausted all other options, and after getting the best out of the musician and their performance. Of course I do “heads and tails” editing and cleaning up bleed, et cetera, but I try to stay away from the manufacturing of performances through editing and quantization. I do, however, use a click track for consistency, as I like to get the proper vibe from the songs. And while they’ve been used for decades, they’re used more commonly now, because producers and musicians want to put everything “to the grid.” Having all the tracks on a grid interface has made everything incredibly easier for everyone involved, especially when it comes down to editing. In this sense, there’s such a demand now in the recording world for editing perfection and drum quantization that sometimes it can seem like too much.

		To me, the perfection in recording should not be to the detriment of humanistic feel, which is really what studio recordings were based on for decades. If musicians assume they can just go into the studio and have their faults fixed by the engineer later through editing, that could lead to more uninspired performances. I just don’t believe in the “that’s good enough; we can copy, paste, and edit it later” mentality. To me, those words are almost the same as “accepting something for less.” But at the same time, Pro Tools offers so many pluses that I love. To me, being able to punch in and get it right is far more preferable than editing tracks later to “make” a performance. But this is all just my preference, you know? I always go first with performances and then use editing later as the icing on the cake to tidy things up a bit.

		I think a lot of bands are going back to a more natural and organic sound, because over-editing is starting to make everything sound similar and bands want to establish their own identity. However, I do understand that there are some bands out there that want their albums to be more machine-like, because that’s just what fits their music better. Personally, I just want people to hear their favorite band on an album and have it sound like that band on their best day, while tracking in my studio, sounding like humans and not like machines.

		

		Tony Laureano (Eulogy, Insidious Disease, ex-Nile, ex-Angelcorpse)

		

		SAMPLING, TRIGGERING, AND SCOTT BURNS’ CONTRIBUTION

		

		Back in the early ’90 s, the use of drum triggers was not anywhere near as widespread as it is today. As I recall, the only drummers I knew of that were using them live at the time were Pete Sandoval [Morbid Angel] and Steve Asheim [Deicide]. I assume the desire to use them came from wanting to replicate the sampled kick drum sounds they were getting on their albums. In fact, this sampling technique, as well as the tendency to put the bass drums much higher in the mix, is one of the things that made a huge difference in the sound of extreme metal records.

		Drum sampling is the procedure of recording a single hit from any given drum, and then replacing the recorded sound with the sampled sound to create a solid, consistent hit for every time that drum is played. This was largely spearheaded by Scott Burns, who was an engineer at Tampa’s Morrisound Recording Studios. While it had been used in other genres, and even on some metal records to a certain degree, Scott Burns just took it to another level. He first used this when he engineered Death’s amazing second album Leprosy, and even though he didn’t produce that record—his first solo recording was Obituary’s Slowly We Rot—he still managed to leave what would become one of his major stamps on the album. His use of the sampling technique on the bass drums, coupled with the double bass-heavy approach that death metal drums exhibited, both created a very aggressive and bulldozing sound that had not really been captured before. You literally felt like you were getting run over and ground to dust under tank treads. It was the sound that defined a generation, and a principle still being used to this day. That sampled kick sound became a staple in death metal, and it was soon being used widely by other producers and engineers.

		Another advantage to “triggering” in this form was that since the sampled sounds were coming directly from each individual drum, that meant that each record had its own singular sound as opposed to having a stock sound that could be used by different players. This gave each record its own identity as far the kick drums went, and it made for a better listening experience. Along with the savagery and heaviness, it also brought forth clarity. And since this was before quantizing and editing became readily available, it meant that drummers recording with Scott had to work harder and be in top form, otherwise mistakes would be easily heard.

		Scott was a perfectionist. He believed in playing tight, and to the best of your ability, and he pushed and maintained that discipline for many years. At times, his push-for-perfection approach would clash with some of the artists he was recording. I recall Shane Embury from Napalm Death—and my occasional partner in crime in Insidious Disease and Brujeria, amongst other situations—telling me about how they chose to record Harmony Corruption in Morrisound with Scott because they loved the sound on Death’s Leprosy. The thing is, they were a grindcore band and their then-drummer Mick Harris had a very aggressive, yet a bit out of control, sound to his playing. This had worked well for the band, but under the microscope that Burns’ production provided, Mick’s style and inaccuracies were plain and clear, and that led to clashes regarding what entailed an acceptable take of a song. Was one side right and the other wrong? That’s only for the individuals involved to decide. You always want the best takes possible, but some bands like a human, slightly chaotic vibe, while others prefer metronome-like perfection. It simply depends on the band involved and what it is they are attempting to achieve.

		

		ON PERFORMANCE, PRO TOOLS AND RAISING THE BAR Of course, with the coming of click tracks, quantizing, and editing tracks, things such as playing to your ability, individual sounds, and personal vibe would soon be relegated to an afterthought. When these tools first came into the picture, drummers now had the option of editing and cleaning up a track that was below par as opposed to doing it over. But at first, this process was very slow and time consuming, so it was only used on records with a plentiful budget. If you were paying to do a demo recording at Morrisound, you still recorded the old-school way, as you would not have the funds to spend days on editing. However, the editing process eventually became a lot easier to use, and once that happened, there was a somewhat negative effect that spiraled out of that. Now engineers could simply go in and clean up a track as opposed to spending lots of time making the drummer do the parts over and over in the search for the perfect take. Add click tracks to the equation, and now you had ways to easily salvage a sub-par recording.

		Two really negative things emerged from that: One was that because this technology was available and it could be quickly used, a lot of the album budgets for recording drums were cut down because the engineers could simply fix mistakes as opposed to taking longer to capture a better performance. The second thing was that this practice would soon become abused by drummers who didn’t have the skill to play a more difficult part, and since they wanted to play like that, they simply had their tracks edited to sound a lot better than what they could actually play.

		Now you have to keep in mind that these tools were not created so musicians could “cheat.” They are helpful tools which were made to aid the recording process, and they can be used as such. Take the click track, for example. For a long time a lot of engineers believed that it couldn’t be used in the death metal setting because of the high tempos that the music utilized. I recall Jim Morris telling me in 1999 while I was recording Angelcorpse’s The Inexorable that Morbid Angel had a tough time laying down drum tracks to some of their recent albums because they were trying to record with a click track. He was convinced that it was impossible to record fast death metal to a click. I’m not saying anything bad about Jim because I enjoyed working with him, and I consider him to be one of the best producers for metal, but he was wrong on that account. Recording to a click is the norm nowadays, whether you are playing sludgy stoner rock or high-speed death metal. And it doesn’t mean that you have to play like a robot when recording to a click. There are ways to give a bit of push/pull while playing to a click track that can help maintain a human feel.

		Personally, I reside in the camp that believes in using these tools to help. I record everything nowadays to a click, and have used editing on some occasions. Sometimes you go into the studio and you might not be feeling it that day and aren’t playing your best. Now, the most obvious thing would be to scratch that day and come in fresh the following day. However, sometimes you have studio time booked and you just simply cannot throw the money out the window. It’s times like that when these tools are helpful. And if you’re going to use any type of editing, the trick is to never edit beyond your capabilities. You need to be able to replicate what’s on the album live. And to be fair, the abuse of editing with Pro Tools is not as rampant as it used to be, and the drumming bar having been raised over the past 20 years has a lot to do with that.

		Back in the early ’90 s there were only a few drummers that could do the really extreme stuff. It was rare to come across drummers like Pete Sandoval at the time, but over the years more drummers have popped up and helped push that bar up. It was always in how you looked at it. If you looked at someone like Dave Lombardo and said to yourself, “I wish I could play like him,” chances are the progression wasn’t going to happen because you’re already limiting yourself, whereas if you looked at it like, “If he can do it, why can’t I?”—that’s how I looked at it, and I’m sure some of the other drummers that came up in the mid-’90 s like Derek Roddy, Dave Culross, and Kevin Talley, had a similar mindset. It also helped that already-established drummers like Sandoval and Asheim kept pushing the boundaries of what could be done, and with things like YouTube, the amount of drummers who keep expanding on this style has risen dramatically. Now all you have to do is turn on your computer and watch up-close videos of a multitude of drummers, and on it goes. It’s mind-boggling to think how far it’s come along.

		

		Steve Asheim (Deicide, Order of Ennead)

		

		ON RECORDING, THEN AND NOW

		

		The evolution of death metal drumming since the early days is fucking mindblowing. For example, I went to see Cattle Decapitation—their drummer is fucking incredible. The double-stroke hits, the gravity blasts, et cetera. As far as the recording technology, that’s just going to progress into what it is; we just don’t have any control over that, you know? The drum sounds these days are certainly, if not more compressed, more digital sounding. The difference between analog and modern recording sounds is pretty obvious and it is what it is. I don’t think you can really fight it. I’ve always tried to shoot for drum sounds that are as natural as possible, because I always hated the oversampled-sounding shit. But these days, it’s like it’s too difficult to even try and fight it. I just play it and leave it for the engineer to mix. I mean, in retrospect, I think our [Deicide’s] early stuff did not sound all that great anyway; we always had a pretty small budget to work with. I think that Once Upon the Cross is actually our best-sounding record, primarily because we just let Scott Burns do it. By the time we recorded Serpents of the Light, however, the Hoffmans really wanted [a specific] guitar sound [that Burns disagreed with], so at that point Scott said, “OK, if that’s what you want, so be it.” Scott came out of retirement to do us a favor in recording that album, and they ended up breaking his balls until he ended up walking out on it. He did end up coming back, but he was only half into it by that point. We went way back with Scott; he did the 1989 [Amon] demo, and handled everything at that time.

		Things did sound more natural then, even though we did it so fast—in something like 8 or 10 hours over one night. The self-titled album [Deicide] that followed ended up taking a week of tracking or so; then it was mixed over a few more weeks. It was pretty busy back then. I remember a lot of times we would be in Morrisound, and Morbid Angel would end up being in the other room. I think that happened three times. One time they were in there with Bill Kennedy [for Domination], who engineered on a Mötley Crüe record, and I remember one night it was just him at Morrisound, working on drum samples or something, and he was like, “Uuuuh, does anyone here have weed or papers?” or something, because he was just losing his fucking mind [on the project]. So we went in and bullshitted with him for a few minutes, and he was like, “Dude … it’s a nightmare!” But you know, every album is pretty much always a nightmare for the producer, right? It’s part of the job.

		

		Ola Lindgren (Grave)

		

		‘INTO THE GRAVE’

		

		When it was time to do the first album, we were looking at Sunlight Studios, because we heard all the demos that came out of there. However, most of them sounded the same, because of the guitar sound. So we went there and did a one song test-recording, because we didn’t want to go in there and then come out sounding exactly like Entombed, but with our songs. However, it came out different, so we decided to do Into the Grave there.

		We recorded the album in June, 1990 in 10 days. It was the first time we were ever in a “real” studio. Tomas Skogsberg was somewhat open-minded; he knew we didn’t want to sound like a typical Stockholm band, so we fucked around with a number of different amps to get something brutal, but without that Entombed/Dismember feeling to it. He is a very cool guy to work with. We did everything with him up until 2002.

		The actual cover art of Into the Grave was by this guy Axel Herrmann. He did a lot of Century Media covers back then, and I recall we got a black and white fax of the cover sent to Sunlight to approve. We really liked it, although it was weird not to have our logo on it. I’ve been trying to buy that painting for years, ’cause I heard Johan [Edlund] from Tiamat bought some early Tiamat painting he did, but only for thousands of Euros—even though it was originally art for the band! He also did You’ll Never See &, and we never even saw that cover before it was pressed. There was just no computers then, so you had to take a picture, get it developed, and mail it in some cases. In that way, it was difficult to bounce ideas, or change anything [before it went to press].

		

		‘YOU’LL NEVER SEE …’ After we came back from our 1992 U. S. tour with Massacre, we had two weeks off, and then started a European tour, also with Massacre, for another five weeks. The last night of the tour we had a hotel room where we flew home from the next morning. So, we were just sitting there, getting all the songs for You’ll Never See & together, because we were to go into the studio really early on, within days after that tour ended. We were jamming out songs and trying to structure them, but we had no way to record them at all, so we were making up notes. Century Media wanted to keep the momentum going, so within a year after doing the first album, we still did three tours.

		I have no regrets about it, though. It’s just eight tracks on there, and I still really like the songs, like Christinsanity—people still like to hear that a lot. I think we recorded it in under two weeks. It was still different from other Swedish bands’ albums at the time, like Clandestine [from Entombed], et cetera, because we were trying to separate ourselves from everyone else. Like for example, Dismember and Entombed are very different bands in terms of the riffs they write, but it’s just the sound and the recordings that make them appear similar. It just triggers a certain kind of feeling when you hear it. I mean, I love that stuff as well, but I don’t know what would’ve happened if we strayed into that kind of writing or trying that kind of guitar sound, just because we thought it sounded cool. I think being on the outside [from Gotland] gave us a different perspective.

		

		Phil Fasciana (Malevolent Creation)

		

		PICKED UP BY ROADRUNNER

		

		It’s funny: we actually never sent demos out to any labels at the time [in 1990]. We did our third demo with Scott Burns at Morrisound after we got hooked up with Scott through Chuck Schuldiner [of Death], who gave him our demo. I heard Leprosy and I was like, “This production is inhuman!” Chuck was like, “That’s all Scott Burns, this new guy that works at Morrisound; you should hook up with him.” After that, we met up with him in Tampa where he was doing live sound for Obituary. This is right around the time that Slowly We Rot came out. I think Morbid Angel and Amon also played that night. He told me, “If you got a weekend, come on up, it’s a thousand dollars and we will take it from there.” So we came up, and then recorded and mixed the tracks in two days. He said, “Don’t even bother sending this demo out.” He actually took it upon himself to send out copies to all the known labels at the time, like Nuclear Blast, Roadrunner, Earache, and Metal Blade. Scott was just a few years older than us, and he was really into it as much as we were at the time. So, we got offers, and we ended up going with Roadrunner because they seemed to have the best U. S. distribution at the time.

		The labels were just snapping up everyone then, and it was starting to get ridiculous after a few years. It seemed like it went overnight from about ten bands playing death metal to a million, with new labels popping up everywhere. It was cool that things took off like that, because this is music that would normally scare the shit out of most people!

		

		SCOTT BURNS AND MORRISOUND In retrospect I wish we could have done all of our albums with Scott Burns, because he was such a talented perfectionist. What pissed me off was when Roadrunner basically forced us to go to a different producer for our third album [Stillborn], which turned into a disaster. The producer for that album had never even heard of death metal before, and he was more known for working with Frank Zappa in the ’80 s. Roadrunner more or less said that we had to break the trend of going to Morrisound and sounding the same; however, it ended up backfiring because we were working with a clueless producer. I know that Scott got very popular very quickly, but the thing with him was, if bands didn’t have good amps and good equipment, he would pull out the good amps that were owned by the studio and use those instead. Scott knew how to dial all that stuff in. He actually got me to change from Marshall to Mesa Boogie because he basically told me that my guitar sound was shit! He was like, “Believe me, you need midrange, dude.” The guy taught a lot of people about sound, but of course some guys that would come in there were bullheaded. Bands would come in there with little, shitty Gallien-Krueger heads or something.

		He was super anal about the drums. When we did The Ten Commandments [1990], he would literally tear off the heads and change them after every song! As soon as we got a take that was a keeper, he would come in and swap them out, and tune up the new heads perfectly. Since the triggers were not around then, Scott would just have the drummer hit the kick a bunch of times relentlessly, fine-tuning the head until it was perfect. Then he would record a natural sample hit and use that to make them sound spot on and even throughout the album. He really got the kick drums to cut through, which was another vital breakthrough at the time. I mean, listen to Obituary’s first album: he recorded that on an 8-track reel-to-reel in the small room they had there, and the album still sounds crushing. The same thing with the guitar strings: after each song we would swap them off. We were just clueless kids then, so we just went with what he instructed. Scott was just a vital part of all the bands sounding good that he worked with.

		

		‘RETRIBUTION’ For Retribution [1992], we recorded the album in four days, and all the drums and rhythm guitar tracks were completed in one day. Scott was real happy because we were way more prepared than on our first album, and Alex [Marquez] ended up banging out all the drums in, like, six hours. We recorded that album in Miami, at Criteria Recording, and then Scott took it back up to Tampa to mix.

		The cool thing about that album was that we had a decent budget from Roadrunner, and we were expecting to be in the studio for roughly three to four weeks. So when we completed it in five days, we just put the money in our pockets. So Scott waited, and then sent the bill to Roadrunner claiming we were in there for “X amount of time,” and all we had to do was just keep our mouths shut.

		Whether or not people know it, Scott also turned down a lot of bands. I know that he got some demos from some notable bands back then, and if the drummer was a mess, he would be like, “No way.” He told me shitloads of horror stories about drummers, and he just didn’t want to put his name on the album if he felt the band was not up to standard. He said bands would come in to Morrisound expecting to sound like Deicide or Obituary, and they would show up with a drum set that was four different colors and heads that had been on there for a year! Since there was no Pro Tools then, he was faced with having to track these drums over and over and over until he got a good take.

		

		Rob Barrett (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Malevolent Creation, ex-Solstice)

		

		THE ‘RETRIBUTION’ SESSIONS

		

		I think we recorded Retribution in January of 1992. For the writing process, I started throwing out all these riffs that were in the style of Malevolent Creation, and Phil [Fasciana] was just jumping right on them in return. Like the first half of Slaughter of Innocence, he would then be like, “Cool, I got one for after that,” and we just kept piling riffs upon riffs. He would have the beginning of a song, like for example No Flesh Shall Be Spared, and he would show me that, and then he would jam it out with Alex [Marquez]. I would then figure out something that worked with that, and we would just build the songs from there. At that point we were coming up with songs every three days. Alex was also involved: he would have a lot of good ideas about setting up the riffs, as well as the timing, connections, and groove. Everything just clicked.

		When you have other musicians that you can write with, and who you can work with without having to break it down like, “Oh, it’s the fifth note in this scale” kind of thing, you can write at an accelerated rate. In that regard, I think Retribution only took us about three weeks to write. The album tracking itself went really quick as well; I think the entire process was a week and a half at the most. We actually started tracking in Criteria Studios down in Miami, and Alex got all his drum tones and tracked the songs on the first day. For him, it was like, “Oh shit, I am done already!?” Scott Burns said, “Well, pick a cover song or something; the drums are all set up and it’s not even that late.” We only wrote nine songs for the album, so we tracked everything we had. However, we did end up redoing the track Epileptic Seizure, which was an old song from the ’89 demo. I know we tracked it, but I’m not sure if it ever got released or used for anything. We also ended up doing a Slayer cover, Piece by Piece.

		I think we spent roughly three days getting guitar sounds and then tracking them, and then Jay [Blachowicz] did his bass. We tracked in shifts: I did as many songs as I could before I needed a break, and then Phil would come in and take over. Burns would just go all night if he could, and would only stop to take a two-hour nap on the couch. I had a modified Marshall 800 Lead Series head with a boost channel, along with a Boss Super Overdrive back then—the yellow pedal with three knobs on it. Phil and I had separate amp set-ups, but he had the same head with an orange Boss distortion pedal. After everything was tracked, we went to Morrisound up in Tampa for the mix, solos and overdubs.

		

		ON ‘SOLSTICE’ We eventually tracked the Solstice album in May of 1992. When we first got the deal, we still didn’t have enough songs to record; I think we had something like five songs ready. Steamhammer Records, I am guessing—it’s been a while—I think gave us $15,000 to record the album, and on top of that we asked them for an equipment advance of $5,000, because we were all in need of some new gear. I ended up getting a killer sunburst Les Paul, which was ultimately used on all the rhythm tracks for Retribution, some of the Solstice album, some solos on The Bleeding, and for tracking Devoured by Vermin on Vile. Before [Alex and I] joined Malevolent Creation, we were still working on the last three songs for the album. The last song we wrote was Cleansed of Impurity, and then we did the Carnivore cover, so that ended up being nine songs.

		

		Scott Hull (Visceral Sound, Pig Destroyer, Agoraphobic Nosebleed)

		

		ON THE RECORDING PROCESS

		

		I never really spent a lot of time working with different bands in the studio, so most of my studio knowledge came by asking questions from established producers. That’s why I got into mastering CDs, so I could pick up information regarding good studio sounds. I’d ask, “How’d you do this … how’d you mix that snare?” Things like that. I also used the Internet a lot; there’s just a lot of great information out there these days.

		There have been a couple of albums for me that have been real groundbreakers, particularly Phobia’s Cruel. There are a few small things I would change about it, but I really like the way that CD sounds. Mixing and working on that album was a big thing for me to be able to do. Our first few Pig Destroyer albums are raw, and I like them, because they were sort of punk rock, but that isn’t what we are going for currently. On that note, I very much dislike it when recordings begin to converge upon the same type of sound. Using the same snare and kick samples and the like. Without naming names, I think people know what I am talking about, because there are a lot of bands out there, big ones, that sound similar, and a lot of bands want to sound like that. All the drums are perfect and they all pop, and it doesn’t sound like a band playing music anymore; it just sounds “produced.” I prefer it much more when CDs have their own unique sound, much like how the early Earache releases did. Those albums were all very unique, and exhibited a diverse range of production and recording styles.

		As far as the Morrisound “sound,” although I did get a little impatient with it after a while, I still thought it was a very good approach. There is no denying how good an album like Anticapital from Assück sounded, and even how Legion from Deicide was a bit different. However, a lot of other albums, like Harmony Corruption [Napalm Death] and perhaps Exhorder [Slaughter in the Vatican], became staples for so many other albums that came out from there that I was starting to get tired of it after a while. Despite that, they still sounded mean and they sound good.

		I started Agoraphobic Nosebleed primarily because I really enjoy the recording process itself. Probably more so than playing shows. In my eyes, the recordings you leave behind are your actual legacy, and that is what ultimately defines the band. There are a million bands you will never see, but you still enjoy their records, and they’re still as much of a real band as the ones you do see live. Of course, now you can watch them on YouTube, but that’s another thing, and an example of how the Internet has changed things. But for me, the recording is the ultimate representation of the band, and that’s what Agoraphobic Nosebleed is about. The band only exists in the context of a recording, in its most abstract and pure form.

		

		ON ‘PROWLER IN THE YARD’ When we tracked Prowler in the Yard, I honestly didn’t know what I was doing. It was just eight tracks and it wasn’t even recorded on a computer. We did it on our own in drummer Brian [Harvey]’s basement, on an ADAT 8-track, along with some shitty board I’d gotten. We had shitty microphones taped to furniture, because we just didn’t know what we were doing. Even though it was very DIY, I think it still turned out pretty well. It was before computer hard drives were prevalent for home tracking, and it was just one kick track, one snare, two overhead stereo tracks, two guitar tracks, and vocal tracks.

		Although there is more “warmth” to the analog recording process, in recent years a lot of new emulation software has come out that can recover a lot of that warmth back. A lot of people will argue against that, and say, “I need an Otari 2" tape machine to get those sounds,” but you can get approximately close with a lot of the new technology out there today. So using the shit we did on the Prowler in the Yard album with the ADAT machine, there was certainly no warmth. But like I said, I was still learning about the recording process.

		

		Alex Webster (Cannibal Corpse)

		

		ON ‘EATEN BACK TO LIFE’

		

		Since we were signed so quickly to Metal Blade, I have to wonder sometimes if it was a bit premature. I mean, it was off our first demo, you know? Of course we’d done demos with our previous bands, so we had some experience, and we’d all played out live, but getting signed six months into being a band is a bit fast. A lot of bands were getting signed at levels of musicianship that we were at maybe by our third album. Eaten Back to Life in that regard is a raw-sounding album.

		When we first went to Morrisound, we went down to Florida with all the arrangements but with very little recording experience. I think we recorded every bit of material for the album we had written, or anything that we had not already scrapped. Anything we had at the time that we thought was good, we recorded. Back then, even the biggest bands didn’t really tour much, so we just kept writing and writing, even after we recorded Eaten. Now everyone tours, even really underground bands.

		It took a while to get the time booked, but we went down in our van in February of 1990, and then the album came out by that summer. We had been signed for a year by the time the album came out. I just couldn’t believe it was all true until I got the album in my hands, and I remember being so disappointed there was no vinyl pressing of it in America. It was the first wave of releases where there was no vinyl press, and I wanted my whole life to hold my own album in my hands.

		When we recorded Eaten, I remember we were in there for two weeks, and the budget was $5,000. We ended up needing a bit more time, so we got an extra $500. The funny thing is, at the time, I didn’t know you could punch in when recording, so we tracked the bass and the drums all in one take, and that’s what’s on the record. If anyone reading this doesn’t know what “punching in” means, it means you can fix a mistake in the recording take, without having to track the whole song again. So not knowing, I just tracked it how I tracked our demos, and did the whole album in one take. We were in there for a week, and not even full days, because we had to share the studio with other bands who were recording at the same time. $5,000 is nothing when you use a big studio, and the budget even had to go towards the hotel while we were there.

		I remember Deicide was scheduled to come in and do their album after ours, so we met up with them and ended up watching them practice, and man, they were fucking sick! I mean, going to see them practice was like going to see a show. They were headbanging at rehearsal, it sounded incredible, and we knew then that they were going to be big.

		

		Terry Butler (Massacre, Obituary, ex-Six Feet Under, ex-Death)

		

		ON ‘LEPROSY’ AND ‘SPIRITUAL HEALING’

		

		Shortly after the 1987 [Death] tour in support of Scream Bloody Gore, we went into the studio to track Leprosy. That was my first experience with Morrisound Studios. Of course, I knew about Morrisound, and I had gone there as a fan while some of the other bands were recording there, but with Death it was the first time in there as a part of a band. The thing is, with that album it was a pretty terrifying experience for me to actually be in that position, of recording ‘on the spot.’ Chuck actually ended up having to record the bass on that album. I had no problem playing the material—it came very easy to me and I had played it on tour up until that point—but that was my actual first time in the studio to record anything. The other guys had previous experience, recording demos, et cetera, but I became a bit stressed when put under the microscope. We also kind of ran out of time, so with one day left we had to track all the bass.

		While Scott Burns was the engineer, the producer of the album was this guy named Dan Johnson, who we thought was pretty big time after recording albums for bands like Savatage. When I sat down to start recording the bass, he told me I needed to use a pick instead of my fingers. I had never even touched a pick at that point, because for me the traditional finger method was the way that my idols played, guys like Geezer Butler, Geddy Lee, and Steve Harris. Trying to perform with a pick felt so foreign and weird to me that I had an anxiety attack. At that point, with everyone staring at me, it was decided that Chuck would do it and get it over with. After that it was no problem any other time, on Spiritual Healing, rehearsals, et cetera.

		So, we were in the studio for Leprosy for about a month, with about half of that time taken up by mixing. The recording budgets then were better; even with Combat I think it was about $40,000 or 50,000, and I think Spiritual Healing was even more, something like $90,000 to 100,000. I mean, there was no such thing as Pro Tools, so it was not unheard of for a band to be in the studio for a month, tracking everything slowly and methodically.

		However, another thing that kind of put us behind on the Leprosy recording was that it was near the beginning of the whole sound-replacement thing with the drums. I remember that with Bill [Andrews], they ended up replacing each of his tom hits with a clear, sampled tom hit, so that might be why some of the fills on the album sound so simple or rudimentary. I mean, Bill played everything, but it also allowed the producer to go back and put in solid, clear sounds over every individual tom and snare hit. The technology improved rapidly, though, and by Spiritual Healing it picked up a lot faster. After the first Spiritual Healing tour, Chuck, Bill, and myself actually started writing and rehearsing some of the songs that ended up on Human over at a property I had in Tampa. We ended up writing four songs, which actually ended up as some of the bonus material on the Relapse Records re-release of Human. We had like three or four months off over the summer of 1990, until we did the second Spiritual Healing tour with Carcass and Pestilence, so we were already fully in the mode of writing the next album.

		Looking back, I don’t think I would change anything, but it would be interesting to see, if I’d stayed on that path, if we had not gone on that Kreator tour [the European tour the band did without Chuck Schuldiner] and we had stayed with Chuck and finished writing Human. I really wonder how that would have progressed. Another thing is not being able to record Leprosy. It’s like, to this day I think, what if I could go back and take a Xanax or two? [laughs] You know, just calm down in the studio, take a deep breath, et cetera.

		

		Kevin Talley (ex-Dying Fetus, ex-Misery Index, etc.)

		

		ON DRUMMING

		

		Drum performances have been getting crazier and more complex in recent years, but a big part of that is also the way drums are being recorded now. For example, if you hear the drummer playing a gravity blast on the studio recording, you are probably not going to hear it properly when it’s undertaken in the live setting. The “gravity” technique was invented by jazz guys decades ago, and it was meant to be utilized and heard in a jazz environment. However, at a death metal show it tends to get buried. Drummers are doing it, but how effective is it really? Is it just meant for the people sitting behind the drummer to hear, or is it for the betterment of the song itself?

		It’s hard to say if drummers are overall better or more creative in this environment, but what I do think is that there is now an overabundance of notes in the songwriting. There’s just an array of machine-gun-like notes anywhere they can be placed, and that doesn’t necessarily make the song any better, you know? It just means that there are a shit ton of fucking notes! There are 16th and 32nd notes everywhere in the music, and now that drummers are double-stroking the double bass, and getting that up to 350 BPM, it begins to seem more like a competition than anything else. I guess that’s how it went in the ’90 s, too. It would be like, who is faster: Culross, Sandoval, Asheim? But those were also drummers who were paying attention to the importance of songwriting, where some drummers now, well, I’m not even sure they know what the riffs are they are playing drums to. It’s as if they aren’t paying attention to the music, and just trying to play as many notes as they can.

		Don’t get me wrong, there are incredible drummers out now who write great drum parts, but when you get kick drums up to that level of BPM, it’s like they don’t even sound like kick drums anymore … they sound more like a recording error! It’s not heavy; it just becomes a buzz.

		I remember reading an interview with Vinnie Paul back in the day, and he said that he would seek out every other possible beat he could play before resorting to double bass. So when he did play double bass, it was because that’s what was absolutely necessary for that part of the song, and only if the song needed it. That’s how I approached my drumming, even on the Dying Fetus albums. Not just with double bass, but in determining what the necessary beat would be to compliment the song itself. I still try and do that today, even though the bar has been raised and there is a lot of pressure for drummers to overplay on songs. I think the main thing is to find that medium where you keep things interesting, yet you don’t cover up the riffs and vocals with unnecessary notes from the drums.

		

		ON THE DRUM RECORDING PROCESS A positive development with the recording process now is that there are innumerable ways to make the drums sound really good. Generally speaking, there are more options to get better drum sounds, and more ways to go about getting good drum sounds, depending on what you are looking for. For me, I’d prefer not to record to a click track, but recording to a click track is now a necessary evil because there are drummers that just can’t keep time without it; otherwise the music is just not going to feel right and it’s going to be a mess. Of course, the downfall for the drummers that can play without a click and make it work is that most producers insist on using the click because it saves time, money, and it’s easier to edit. Personally, I tend to prefer the older recordings better, because more than often the drums were the actual, real tones that were recorded, and the samples were limited to the kicks. These days, everything is either replaced or triggered for many death metal bands, most of the time, to the point where 90 % of the bands are utilizing sampled snares and replaced toms. I’ve been a part of both types of recordings, and the human feel is just totally stripped away when you record to a click track, and of course all the mistakes and elements of “humanity” are edited out.

		You just can’t trust anything you hear now. For example, if someone hears an album and says, “Oh my god, listen to this drummer—he is amazing!” it’s like, “OK, but how do you know he is amazing? Have you seen him play?” It’s as if all the drums you hear on the album could be programmed for all we know anymore. It’s just kind of disheartening when you hear an album, and you can’t say right away if the drummer is any good. It’s not good when drummers can’t play parts of their own record in the live setting. The thing is, when you heard Igor [Cavalera] playing the drums on Beneath the Remains, you knew for a fact that he was playing that shit, and you can hear his mistakes, errors, and tempo changes. So, I really do appreciate it when newer bands go ahead and record in the traditional way, and bring back the humanity to the performance. I hope to begin doing that myself on my next recordings, and if we are lucky we will look back at 2005 or so, and say “What the fuck were we thinking, trying to record drums like that? Everyone sounded like a drum machine!” Getting it real requires a shit ton more work, but the more bands do it, the more they can separate themselves from the rest of the industry.

		Most people’s favorite recording of mine is Destroy the Opposition [Dying Fetus, 2000], and I didn’t record that to a click, and drums that I hit in the studio room during that session are the drums you hear on that album. I was in the room with the drums, my actual dynamics were captured, it’s totally organic, and that’s what the music is supposed to be. I do feel like it’s going to go back to that.

		

		Adam Jarvis (Misery Index, Pig Destroyer)

		

		ONCE IT’S DONE, IT’S DONE

		

		Looking back, I’m glad I grew up when I did. I remember starting out in the 1980 s listening to nothing but vinyl and 8-tracks—remember those?—and getting my first CD before I was ten. One of the first albums I bought was Sepultura’s Beneath the Remains, which is still to this day one of my favorite albums. I knew then, even at a young age, that there was something special about that sound; it was different from the other metal I’d heard to that point. Even though I was young, I still realized that the producer’s name was somehow very important to everything. Furthermore, I realized that this guy named Scott Burns was also somehow responsible for that “death metal sound,” as I noticed he was the producer on the other albums I was picking up then, such as Cannibal Corpse’s The Bleeding, Death’s Human, Suffocation’s Effigy of the Forgotten, and Deicide’s Once Upon the Cross, to name a few.

		As for the eventual criticism that Morrisound and Burns received, when people thought that their productions were becoming too similar, I disagree. To my ears, each album still sounds unique in its own way. At the time, I didn’t know the importance of a good producer. I just assumed that if you had a record out on a decent label it was supposed to sound awesome, you know? Well, that’s not always the case.

		Fast forward to today, and I can really appreciate much more the work that goes into the final mix and everything involved along the way. My ears were very much conditioned by those early Morrisound productions, to the point that in the years after I would hear punk or black metal albums and often I’d find them unlistenable. Now, I appreciate those recordings more for what they are. The same goes for a lot of death metal I didn’t like back then, or did not give a chance, yet I’ve grown to love now. These days, I can appreciate a more raw recording. Sometimes there is just something more “real” and pissed off about them that transcends everything else. Don’t mark my words, but perhaps the younger generations might not give those classic albums a chance, primarily because their ears are so attuned to the studio productions today that are so clean, loud, and processed. This really makes me put my own views on recording in perspective, because I have such a love/hate relationship with wanting a clear, listenable production and wanting to retain the energy and rawness where needed. In that way, I have always been a fan of the older Morrisound productions and Scott Burn mixes, yet I don’t mind “Pro Tooled” productions just as long as they are not overproduced.

		However, I’m definitely not into the sampled, drum machinesounding drums that you hear on most albums now. Of course it sounds good and makes the band sound better on record, but if you plan on playing those songs live and your performance comes nowhere near to what your record sounds like, then what’s the point? Keep it real and keep it raw! But it’s a fine line.

		I’d say that from past experience in the studio that it’s never easy to get that “perfect” production. The only way is to keep focus and attention on the sounds you are getting from the absolute first note to the last. If it starts off sounding OK then it’s going to end OK, if not worse. For example, when we started tracking drums for the Pig Destroyer album Book Burner, we spent a lot of time developing the drum sounds, making sure we were all happy with everything well before any “record” button was pressed. Once it’s done, it’s done.

		

		Dallas Toler-Wade (Nile)

		

		ON RECORDING

		

		When it comes to recording, there will always be a certain level of stress involved. But I’ve always enjoyed it; it’s always a learning experience, and a process of getting tighter and more meticulous with each release. I enjoy the studio as much as playing live, actually, and we really have liked working with Bob [Moore] through the years at the Sound Lab studios in South Carolina. He’s just a genius when it comes to sound engineering, as well with the equipment.

		While we try to maintain the sound we’ve built for ourselves over all of our releases, we still look at each album as a way to add new ideas to compliment the music. Each time we try something a little different with the material, but we have a solid approach to the writing in place beforehand. Karl [Sanders] and I will come up with demos and then show them to each other, and after that work the songs out with George [Kollias]. One thing that’s cool: Karl usually writes all of the lyrics before we even begin to approach the music. That makes things a bit easier as far as giving a direction and concept to the music while we’re songwriting. It just gives us an idea of what things are about and where we want to take the riffs.

		As far as our amp set-ups, we pretty much stick to the Marshall stuff as a foundation. Of the albums we have done in recent years, I really like how Annihilation of the Wicked turned out. That might actually be my favorite, because it was our first recording with George. We were just really excited to work with him, because, well … he’s just nuts! That album stands out, but probably from In Their Darkened Shrines onward, there’s usually something about each recording experience that stands out for me. Since Annihilation we’ve also been working with producer Neil Kernon, and he’s just a lot of fun. He keeps things light in the studio, and we often find ourselves joking around in a sort of dry British humor kind of way. But we get a lot of work done too. When you’re in the studio for 15 hours a day working on stuff, you definitely need that ability to break up the monotony and decompress a bit, just to keep from going totally batshit over things. We also get pretty deep into the recording process. Very meticulous. I am pretty self-critical when it comes to being tight, but Neil is just that extra voice that will say, “That was close, but not quite; do it again.” It’s just nice to have him there to push us beyond where we would normally push ourselves.

		

		ON THE SPREAD OF THE ‘TECHNICAL’ AND THE ‘BRUTAL’ That’s just what some bands are out there to do. It’s just about pushing things to the limit, and it’s almost like creating the “anti-hook” in a way. On the other hand, you have bands that just want to focus on writing catchy songs, and have some sort of memorability to what they’re writing. I believe there’s a place for all of it, because in the end, it’s all fun to listen to, you know? With Nile, we’ve always tried to have a little bit of both elements. We have some songs with memorable riffs, but on top of that we might throw in some insane guitar riffage, if that’s what we feel works. There are a lot of good writers and players out there—that doesn’t always go hand in hand, but they’re out there. Of course, there are always going to be stagnant bands that aren’t really contributing anything new, but nevertheless, there are quite a few bands right now pushing things forward in their own way.

		As far as the drumming, I never would have thought back in the ’80 s that things would have progressed to where they are today—particularly concerning the blast beat. The first blast beat I probably heard was on an old Cryptic Slaughter album; I really dug those guys back in the day. But growing up as a kind of thrasher, as well as being really into virtuoso guitarists like Jason Becker, Marty Friedman, and Paul Gilbert, who was a big influence on my playing, I really didn’t take a lot of the early blast beats I heard seriously. It had a raw aggression and feel to it, but there was a part of me that was a bit closed-minded about it; I would think, “Well, is that really even music? Is that really even a drum beat?” However, in the ensuing years, I eventually grew to like it a lot. When I heard bands like Morbid Angel pulling it off really clean, and Napalm Death having it down well, I started getting into it. The next thing you know, I just couldn’t get enough! Especially now … that’s just the way it is.

		

		Dave Craiglow (Baphomet/Banished)

		

		ON ‘THE DEAD SHALL INHERIT’

		

		One day, I got a letter in the mail from Hammy [Halmshaw] and Peaceville Records, wherein they expressed interest in putting out our album. We were sending the demos around, and we were also talking to Dig at Earache, but we felt at the time we didn’t really fit the Earache thing, as it seemed a little more grindcore then. I’m almost embarrassed to say it, but we recorded The Dead Shall Inherit [1992] for about a thousand bucks. Well, the first session was a thousand bucks, and then we recorded it again for another thousand bucks. For the first one we did what they called a test pressing, but before that was released, we recorded two more songs. So we sent them the original mix, they mastered it and everything, and they were going to release it as is. However, when we wanted to add the new songs, we found out it was going to cost about as much to record those new songs as it would to re-track the entire album. So in the meantime, we found things we wanted to change about the original recording, so we just did it all over again, and that’s the version that was released on Peaceville.

		At the time, I was really into hardcore, and especially the mosh pit riffing that drove those types of songs. So when I was writing, I was looking for those type of riffs that were going to really get the crowd going. We took that into consideration and we’d ask ourselves, “Is there going to be a huge pit when we play this or what? What do the fans want?”

		We never made it over to Europe, although Peaceville wanted us to. However, that was also about the same time the shit went down with our name. We had to change it to Banished because of this other band from Germany also called Baphomet, so that confused things for a while.

		

		John Gallagher (Dying Fetus)

		

		THE RISE OF THE ‘TECHNICAL’

		

		In the early days, things were still a bit raw and unrefined. Many of the guitar shredders were still found more in the other metal genres. I guess I began to notice it after the first couple years, when guys like Chuck Schuldiner, Trey Azagthoth and even Bill Steer began to continually progress, and guys like James Murphy appeared on the scene. Then you also had bands like Nocturnus, who were taking the guitar leads to another level, but I guess a lot of that just goes right back to Malmsteen in a way. Of course, bands as a whole were writing more involved, technical and notey songs, as exemplified by Atheist and Cynic, but for the most part the guitar hero-type players were few and far between in the brutal death metal category.

		It seemed like death metal bands were far more focused on the riffs and the rhythm in their earlier incarnations, probably because it grew more of out the darker thrash developed by bands like Slayer and Dark Angel. In that sense, guitar solos were not that important; it was more the feel driven by heavy, detuned riffs and rhythms. Of course, by the year 2000 a lot of that changed, and the technical came to the forefront in many ways as bands like Cryptopsy and Nile gained popularity. You never really heard those kind of performances back in 1990, you know?

		Of course, throughout the ’90 s the drums were also getting faster, more technical and more precise, and in my view the guitar playing—at least in brutal death metal—sort of grew alongside that development. When the drums achieved greater speed and proficiency, that then freed up the guitarists to play even more involved riffs in ever more complex ways. So as most bands wanted to forge their own identity in the scene, they sought out new ways to compliment the riffs. For myself, that was why I tried to add more interesting techniques such as the arpeggios, sweeps, and runs to go alongside the brutal riffs.

		These days there are just so many great players. Necrophagist certainly helped spawn a new generation of proficiency, both with the drums and the guitars, and then bands like Hour of Penance and Spawn of Possession took it all even further. Of course, the advanced recording technology has also allowed bands to get even more precise in the studio, and it’s way more affordable now for a garage band to get the software and tweak their sound into virtual perfection from home, for better or for worse.

		

		Jason Suecof (Audio Hammer Studios)

		

		DOING MORE WITH LESS

		

		Back in the ’90 s you really had to do more with less. There were a lot less tracks available in most cases, and analog was still dominant in the majority of studios. The good ones would have a few 2 "/24-track machines, and whatever awesome SSL [Solid State Logic] boards that were available. Morrisound, for example: they pretty much paved the way for a lot of people when it comes to recording death metal. Jim and Tom Morris, along with Scott Burns, removed the muddiness that could have hindered a lot of early death metal albums, and gave it an identifiable clarity.

		Of course, we have arrived today where people expect a lot more from death metal productions, especially with the advent of Pro Tools and similar software. They expect a little more magic when it comes to audio standards, and sometimes that isn’t realistic. However, from those early days, it seems to me that the overall performance level has gone down a bit. If you listen to those albums from the late ’80 s/early ’90 s you were hearing the actual performance in that sense. So, Pro Tools is one of those things that saved the industry and made recording more accessible to the average musician in one way, but on the other hand it makes performances easier and allows musicians to depend on it in order to get through an album.

		My favorite recordings were albums like Death’s Human, and Suffocation’s Pierced From Within. They are albums that all have this certain vibe about them; you wanted to listen to them all the way through because they gave you a certain feeling. In that way I really liked all the Morrisound recordings, and if at some point people thought it started to sound bad or redundant, I think that was more because certain bands probably went into the studio unprepared. I know a lot of people say that producers start to get repetitive-sounding productions once they’ve worked on several albums, but in that sense that’s why bands go to those producers—because they already know what they are going to get, and it sounds reliably good.

		

		TRACKING DRUMS AND MODERN DRUMMERS From early on, I’ve expected a lot of out of death metal drummers—I expect a lot out of everyone, I suppose! It depends on the band, but one drummer might come in and want an entirely organic drum sound, and another drummer might want it all triggered out. Through it all, I think the click is essential and incredibly important. Not that I am against doing albums live with the band if they can pull it off, but if you’re a drummer and can’t play to a click, I think it’s time to start. That goes for any musician; I mean, it doesn’t mean you have to play sterile, because in a way the click is your friend. You don’t have to play to the click like a machine, you can groove around it, or do whatever else you want. It’s only a fuckin’ cowbell! I think a lot of people hear it and just tend to freeze up, and some drummers might not play the drums as hard as they might normally play. You can actually hear their brain switch over as they intensely try and concentrate on the beat. It’s like, “No, it’s a natural thing; just have fun with it!” It’s nothing to get mad about and throw hammers at them over, you know?

		Of course, I am looking for there to be as little editing as possible, but even back when they were using tape, there was still editing. Newer technologies just make it more easy to edit, and allow you to put away the razor blade. Aside from that, while I would be ecstatic if every drummer that came into the studio these days was like a Sean Reinert or a Gene Hoglan, it’s still cool because most of the drummers I encounter are nailing their stuff just fine. Things are easier to do overall now, because you can pace things out more. However, record labels have smaller budgets, yet want bands to release albums more quickly, so it seems like the bands don’t have as much time to write and rehearse as they used to before entering the studio.

		Of course, the way people are using technology now also plays into things. For example, drummers used to learn all aspects of playing the drums before attempting to move on to more complex things, like blast beats. Now they see these crazy death metal drumming videos on YouTube and skip playing regular beats so they can go right to the blast beat. So in that sense, perhaps they are missing some important fundamentals, you know?
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		Aside from getting signed, getting that first, elusive out-of-town show was (and still is) a critical rite of passage for any young death metal band. It was a certain badge of honor, and for many, those first trips down the highway, driving hundreds of miles away to play for no money, were the enticing gateway to the ultimate goal: getting on a real tour. Even if you got on a show playing to a dozen people at some backwoods tavern in nowhere-ville, you were still ready to drop it all and get in the van, because all that mattered was that you were playing your music, and people were watching. Of course, finally getting signed and getting on a label-supported tour opened up an entire new world of possibilities—for both success and failure. For both bands and fans, the experience would change throughout the years, as the touring death metal package went from becoming a rare event in the early days to a very common occurrence in successive years. This section spews forth the anecdotal recollections of the good, the bad, and the ugly of road life, as described by the veterans who forged the pathways in the late ’80 s and early ’90 s and the newer generations of “road mutants” who carried the flag into the new century.

		

		Anders Schultz (Unleashed)

		

		THE FIRST EUROPEAN TOUR

		

		Even before we recorded the first album, we did this 10-day tour in and around Germany with Bolt Thrower and Nocturnus. It was cool; we sold a bunch of shirts before anyone knew who we were. I thought with our demos out some people would know us, but the tape trading thing was actually not so big in Germany yet. Perhaps because they had bands like Sodom and a strong thrash scene, the death metal and tape trading came a bit later, as far as I can remember. I think they were more about just buying records and not doing the whole underground thing as much as in the U. S., Scandinavia and other places like South America.

		I remember that first tour clearly because we had the “freeze mobile.” It was this van with no heat—as any first tour should be! I think it was in February, 1991, and we actually brought all our gear down on a train from Sweden to Germany. After we played the first show, we took all our stuff out the service elevator in the back of the club, and we find this old beat-up VW bus sitting there, like one of those old ’70 s round hippie vans [that we were to tour in]. We look in the front and it has three seats, but in the back it’s all open cargo space. So we told the guy, “Well, there are four of us,” and he was like, “Ja, ja, but you can just sit on the gear!”

		So there are fans and roadies standing around looking at us, and the first thing we do is slide open the side door, and bam!—the handle falls off. Then we couldn’t get the door to close all the way again, so there was like this five-inch gap. Mind you, it’s about -20° Celsius in winter. So, with no heat in the thing, they had set up this gas heater in the back with an open flame. It was attached to a fucking meter-tall propane tank! The heat would not really make it to the front, so they were sitting up there with underwear and socks on their hands trying to keep warm. At one point I was sitting back there with the open-flame gas tank, and my fucking mittens caught on fire.

		I think the other bands were in an RV or a bus, but I recall driving that VW van from Hamburg to Berlin, and that’s a long drive under those circumstances. We arrived frozen, and then threatened to go home unless we got a new vehicle. Ten days with no heat was not going to work, so they got us a small RV as well.

		After that, we got along OK with Nocturnus and would party, but at first it was kind of like a “hey, who are these guys?” deal, and they would sound check for hours. With Bolt Thrower we got along really good, and after another hour-long Nocturnus sound check on the third show, they made the club owners hold the doors so we could get a sound check in before showtime. Bolt Thrower were really cool to us regarding the little things like that, especially for us just being just a demo band at the time.

		

		THE FIRST NORTH AMERICAN TOUR Later that year we did our first full European tour with Morbid Angel and Sadus, right around the time Where No Life Dwells came out. Because we got along good with Morbid Angel, they got us on our first U. S. tour later that year with them and Entombed, in October of 1991. We just flew over to the States and walked right in. There was no concern about work permits, as the label just told us to tell immigration that we were tourists. It was nice; we actually shared a bus with Entombed on that tour, and Morbid Angel were on another one. It was a nice bus, with the two crazy Swedish bands on it. It was kind of a small scene in Stockholm, so a few of us had already hung out before the tour. I think it was about six weeks.

		I remember when we went to cross the border and play in Canada, we made it over but actually Entombed had to stay. I think it was because they had Johnny [Dordevic], who was singing on that tour, because LG [Petrov] was not in the band at that time. So on half the tour actually Uffe [Cederlund] was singing, and then Johnny came in on the last two weeks or something. So for some reason, I can’t remember if they didn’t have the right visas or whatever, but some or all of them had to stay at the border. However, we made it over, did two shows, and then went back to the States.

		There was so much weirdness on that tour. I was the youngest one; I think I was 17 or 18. I wasn’t even allowed to drink, and everyone else was at least 21. There was always trouble with the clubs, because the other guys would be sneaking me booze. Sometimes I could only just sit on the bus and drink, where they brought me beer, and sometimes they would just not card me and then I could drink at the bar.

		We got along great with the Morbid Angel crew. I remember the drum tech, Tony, especially as a cool dude. They really helped us out, because it was kind of annoying when I shared the drum set with Entombed because we had to change it all around from right-handed to left-handed each night in between bands [because Entombed drummer Nicke Andersson played left-handed].

		It was a cool tour because we ended up meeting these bands we all were listening to back home. Guys like Chris Reifert out west, and of course when we got to Tampa it was a great show, sold out with like 600 people.

		

		KICKED OUT OF THE U.K. … TWICE In a way, touring is better now. I guess you have to get older too, because you can appreciate it more when you’re not young kids, just bickering and fighting, like we did a lot in the early days. The organization is better these days as well, because back then it was just a mess. We were always fighting and didn’t know how to deal with each other. Now things are much smoother.

		Back then, the whole “four idiots in a van” thing gets to you after a while, you know? You would just get thrown into a lot of weird situations, and you’d have to figure out how to get through it.

		In our history, we’ve played at least one show without one of the other band members. On one tour they even had to play without me! Johnny [Hedlund] played the drums when I got deported out of England. It was on another Morbid Angel tour we did in Europe in 1992. In those days, England was like the U. S.: it was not a part of the EU or anything, so you needed work permits to play in the U. K. I think we were sharing the bus with Morbid Angel, and we were told the same thing as when we went to the U. S., with the record label saying, “Yeah, it’s no problem to get in there; just tell them you are fans of Morbid Angel traveling with the band.” So we were on the same tour bus, and it was just obvious we were a band. Morbid Angel had all their permits, so we just went on the boat from France over to England, and customs knew right away that we were a band. So we get in the line anyway, and they ask me what I’m doing, so I tell them, “Uh, nothing, just going to watch the shows.” So the customs guy asks me, “How much money do you have on you?” And I replied, “I don’t know, maybe 1,000 Deutschmarks or something.” At least that is what I was owed from the merch money until that point, but I didn’t have it on me. So the guy asked me to let him see the money, and I said, “Well, our merch guy owes it to me.” Then he got me, and was like, “Ahh, you lie … get out!” That was all they needed, so a second later there are two cops taking me away to put me in detention. At that point our merch guy saw what happened, so he bundled up a wad of cash, and lobbed it over the cops at me. I caught it, and that’s what ended up saving me.

		The next day they put me back on the boat to France. Obviously, I had no cell phone—you didn’t have them in those days—so I was stuck at the port in Calais, France by myself, trying to figure out what to do. The tour was supposed to be in the U. K. and Ireland for the next week, so I called my parents and they put me in touch with the record label. They got me train tickets to Holland where they thought it would be a good idea to try and fly me back to the U. K. to rejoin the tour. So I flew in to try to get back into the country, and of course they see the big rejection stamp in my passport right away. So they put me in detention again for two days at the Manchester airport, where they interrogated me asking about “who my band was,” because they wanted to get the other guys as well. So, I didn’t tell them, and they ended up sending me back on a plane to Amsterdam, where I spent the night by myself until I could get a train back to Sweden. I came home and went right to a bar where I saw my friends, and they were like, “What are you doing here?” I stayed home until they flew me back to meet the tour again in Holland a week later. So, ultimately Johnny ended up playing drums for a few shows on that leg of the tour, and Pete Sandoval filled in as well.

		

		Alex Webster (Cannibal Corpse)

		

		THE FIRST TIME OUT OF STATE

		

		The first time we ever played out of state was actually out of the country, in Toronto, Canada, at a place called the Siboney. It was a lot easier to cross the border back then, and we lived right on the other side. We lived closer to Canada than, say, Pennsylvania in that sense.

		So we went up there and we actually did that show with the Goo Goo Dolls, who at the time were more of a fast punk band, and who were also from Buffalo. I think their manager actually might have helped us get on the show. It wasn’t really a mismatched bill, because there were always a lot of crossover gigs going on, so it wasn’t that outlandish. There weren’t a whole lot of people, but it was a good experience getting up there and playing. The Buffalo scene was pretty small and tight, so we all knew each other. The Goo Goo Dolls and Cannibal Corpse both ended up being on Metal Blade at the time. They were really cool, down-to-Earth guys. I remember we had a friend named Psycho who would always introduce us at shows as “Cannibal Corpse, Metal Blade Records’ best band!” and then the Goo Goo Dolls would come out and say, “We are the Goo Goo Dolls, Metal Blade Records’ worst band!”

		Later, we ended up leaving Buffalo in 1994 to make the move to Florida. Right after The Bleeding tour in the summer of 1994, with Cynic and Sinister. I think that was like 52 shows or something. Long tour! After that, we packed up and moved down.

		

		EUROPE FOR THE FIRST TIME, OCTOBER 1991 Things happened fast. We went from forming the band in December of 1988 to having two albums recorded and being on our first European tour by 1991. I remember I was in college at the time, but once I took off during the first semester of my junior year and started touring, I was done with it. We have never slowed down since then.

		The first full tour we ever did was 25 shows in October, 1991 in Europe, where we headlined with support from the French band Loudblast. I never thought I’d get to go to Europe, or thought I could afford to do something like that. I thought, “Well, the band can go, and we might lose money, but who gives a shit?” But it didn’t work out like that; we each came home with money, and I couldn’t believe it. We toured Europe even before we toured the United States. I remember so many little details from that trip because it was the first “real” tour. Everything was just new. Eaten Back to Life had generated enough interest that by the time we went over there for the Butchered at Birth tour, things were really starting to roll. We traveled on this weird bus, and since it was our first time, we just didn’t realize how bad the bus actually was. No radio, no TV. I slept in this sort of cubby hole all the way in the back, right over the engine. This couple named Johan and Janine, who ran the Belgian Touring Agency known as Metalysee, organized it. We go way back with them, and they ended up booking many tours for us in subsequent years.

		It was all pretty much Western Europe, and one show I remember particularly was in Norrköping, Sweden, where we played with Edge of Sanity and Dismember. That was actually the only time we played Sweden with the Chris Barnes lineup, and we didn’t get back there again until 1996. It’s just kind of expensive to get up there, you have to pay for ferries, and, well, Scandinavia is just an expensive place to tour. We played a lot in France, and I remember we played eight shows in Holland on that tour, which was odd given the size of the country. The tour was a big success overall, though, and we played to an average of 300 people a night everywhere else. For help, we had this guy who was sort of a roadie, basically one of Loudblast’s friends, but we didn’t really have a tech or anything. I didn’t even know what guitar techs were, or even monitors for that matter. I was like, “Wow, there is more music coming at me from this direction?” We were still new to this. I learned, though. I learned not to keep a wet leather guitar strap in your case; it will smell like death after a few days. The guys would get mad when I would open my case, so I’d end up having to rub deodorant all over it.

		I remember I only had one bass on that tour, my white Fender Precision. One night we were playing in Rotterdam, Holland, at a place called Night Town. It was a pretty big place, but there were only like a hundred people there. We played our first song and I broke my E string, and, well, I had no more strings in the building. For some reason, though, I had an extra A string lying around, so I was like “Fuck it” and tried to put the A string on and wing it as an E string, but it didn’t work. So this goes on for about five minutes, and everyone is standing around looking at me, until I ended up using Francois’ bass [from Loudblast]. From that tour on I’ve never traveled without two basses, and I always have strings ready to go in the venue. Nobody teaches you to do all this stuff, and something that seems so obvious sometimes doesn’t occur to you until you fuck up, you know?

		But the tour was surreal; people wanted our autographs, and we just couldn’t believe it. In Buffalo, we were all just one of the guys, but then we’d go to other countries and people were treating us like we were famous. We just weren’t used to that at all. We’d try to sign everything, and we still try and do that, ’cause, well, we are still the same guys. Of course you are going to change a little bit as you get older, but we still try and maintain that same relationship with our fans.

		

		EUROPE 1991, ROUND TWO Later that year, we went back and did a short European festival tour in December of 1991 with Death, Napalm Death, Pestilence, and Dismember. We played second on the bill, after Dismember and before Pestilence. It was about seven shows, and it was one of the first big festival tours undertaken over there. We were completely happy to be there, but you’ve got to keep in mind how green we still were at that point. For us, a big death metal show was having 300 people or so in the room. However, one night on the tour, at this place called the Longhorn in Stuttgart, Germany, I was standing on this balcony at the back of the venue. It’s a huge venue; you can look over the whole crowd from that point. As I stood from there watching Dismember, there was easily about 1,000 people at this show. I was thinking, “Holy crap, do we belong here? Do we deserve to be here? Are we a good enough band to do this?” That was one of the only times I was genuinely nervous before a show, because I saw it from the crowd’s perspective. They were there to see the best of the best in death metal, and I was wondering if we could pull it off. It was probably the biggest show we’d ever done until that point. The year 1991 was a real high point for death metal in Europe. I remember we hit the stage that night, and I was still a little bit nervous. Then, somebody threw a banner up at us and it had our name on it. I think Bob [Rusay] and I might of held it up, and the people went nuts. At that point it felt good; I was like, “OK, they do want to see us; maybe we do belong here.” We never played before so many people, and here we were on tour with bands we really looked up to, some who we listened to before we even existed. So, after that night, I was like, “Yeah, I think we can do this.”

		

		‘BUTCHERED AT BIRTH’ TOURS, 1992 The first time out in the U. S. was with Gorguts and Atheist, in January of 1992. What a great tour that was. We actually knew Gorguts before that; they lived up in Sherbrooke right over the New York border in Quebec. Somehow we’d gotten in touch, and we went up to do some shows with them along with this cool thrash band called Overthrow from Ontario. We did a show at the legendary Les Foufounes Électriques club in Montréal. That was our first international show as a signed band, and one of the Eaten Back to Life weekend gigs. I think Gorguts had only demos out at the time, or they were just on the verge of getting Considered Dead out. The next day we played the Apocalypse Club in Toronto, so we went way back with Gorguts even before the tour.

		So when Considered Dead came out, they joined us for the Butchered at Birth U. S. tour, along with Atheist, who’d just put out Unquestionable Presence. The biggest show of the tour was in Chicago, at a place called Medusa’s. There were over 700 people at that show. It was just a great lineup; I mean, Atheist could have probably headlined their own tour as well. There was just a lot of camaraderie between the bands. As for a vehicle, Gorguts and us actually shared an extended van for the month-long tour; however, we also rented a Penske truck just to carry the equipment alongside us. I think the tour was booked by this guy Jeff Allen at the Universal Agency. We took out the guy who would eventually be our longtime sound guy Paul Babikian on that one, who Gorguts knew from before that tour through the band Revenant. After that he would be with us up until 2007, on pretty much every tour.

		Later that year we went out again, with Agnostic Front, Malevolent Creation, and Obituary. At that time, there’d been crossover tours with both thrash metal and hardcore bands, but not so much hardcore and death metal bands. There was three death metal bands on that tour, and Agnostic Front. Malevolent Creation shared a bus with us, and since we were all old friends from Buffalo, needless to say there was a lot of drinking that summer. We were already friends with Obituary, and we ultimately got to know Agnostic Front too, who were very open minded despite bringing in a different crowd. We’d end up wearing each other’s shirts; they were very cool. The tour went smooth, and although there were some fights in the crowd, I never could tell if it was anything to do with having Agnostic Front on the bill.

		

		Chris Barnes (Six Feet Under, ex-Cannibal Corpse)

		

		EUROPEAN EXCURSIONS, 1991

		

		After all these years, things have actually gotten easier when it comes to touring and putting out records. You just know what to expect from it all, and I know what to prepare myself for. When we started touring in Cannibal Corpse in 1990 and 1991, and going to Europe, the adrenaline was pumping in a different way. You were out in the world, and you just didn’t know what to expect.

		I remember, the first tour we did in Europe with Loudblast, we were in a little RV bus, and it was in October of 1991. It was so small we had to share bunks, so Jack [Owen] and I had to sleep together for a month, and Jack was actually keeping a journal on that tour. I always thought, “Jesus Christ, there is that fucking journal again … maybe I should keep one? … Nah.” I probably should have because I’m sure I get certain dates mixed up. We were so far away, yet the crowd responses didn’t seem that different, or maybe I just didn’t notice the differences at the time. But looking back now, it’s kind of incredible how fast and how quickly accepted the band was on that first tour.

		Later that year, the real eye-opener was that first European festival tour. It was in December of 1991, with Death, Napalm Death, Pestilence, and Dismember. The first night was surreal. I met Chuck Schuldiner then, and although we’d met before, we became really good friends from that moment on. When I first introduced myself, he just gave me a handful of hash. From that point I was like, “I love you, Chuck!” and still love the guy. I miss him so much. We kind of lost contact there at the end, but he is still one of the coolest dudes I ever knew in the scene.

		We shared a bus with Napalm Death that tour, and I remember waking up every day and smoking hash. I think the guys in Napalm were like, “What the fuck!? Barnes, all he is does is smoke weed!” I remember I became good friends with Mitch [Harris] from Napalm on that tour; we were kind of like in the bunks across from each other on the bus. I remember trying to pass bowels of hash over to him; that was part of the fun of it all.

		

		THE FIRST NORTH AMERICAN TOUR As far as touring, even when Eaten Back to Life came out, we were still just doing small runs of shows, within roughly 500 miles of Buffalo. We’d pile into Jack’s van and just do the weekend warrior type of gigs. We suffered through it, you know? That’s how it was in the States until that first U. S. tour with Gorguts and Atheist, when we finally went national in January of 1992. That tour was intense. Gorguts were in the van with us, and Atheist were following us in an RV. The first show of the tour was in Montréal, and it must have been 20° below zero. When we got out of the show and went to the van, it was so fucking cold that when we slammed the sliding door on the van, the window on the opposite side blew out. We ended up having to drive from Montréal to New York City in sub-freezing temperatures with a piece of cardboard against the window.

		As we pulled into New York City, we were crossing the George Washington Bridge and our equipment trailer broke loose, smashing into the guardrail. We ended up shutting down the bridge for four hours. The news crews were out there, they were trying to tow us, and all around people were screaming at us. It was basically rush hour getting into the city. I made a phone call to Mike Faley of Metal Blade and told him, “Man, I am ready to go home.” We were just a bunch of kids on the road for the first time. He talked me out of it, I don’t know how, but to this day that is one of his favorite memories to keep bringing up.

		The next night or so we ended up playing this place called Wilmer’s Park, in Maryland. It was a perfect example of what that tour was like. Just insane. It was this rundown place in a field in the middle of nowhere that had motel rooms built into the side of it, and one of them was our backstage. Someone even gave me a Cannibal Corpse coffee mug that night.

		On that tour, we had a merch guy and roadie named Jack Cosentino, and our sound guy Paul Babikian. I think there were like 13 of us stuffed in that van. I recall I hogged the front seat on that whole tour, so I was a complete asshole about that. On one leg of the trip a bunch of us were tripping for like 12 fucking hours on this run from San Francisco to Denver. It was intense: we found some shit in Berkeley, and we were heading out during a gorgeous green day, until we hit the mountains and we were stuck in a blizzard. We pulled up to a gas station, and we all get out to have a snowball fight, when these snowboarders pulled up in a Cherokee, just blasting Butchered at Birth. It was right out of the blue, crazy, random. That whole ride I remember we listened to nothing but Sailing the Seas of Cheese for 13 hours straight. To this day I still cannot listen to Primus.

		

		… AND SIX FEET UNDER The first tour with Six Feet Under was with Broken Hope and Immolation in the autumn of 1995, if I am not mistaken. That was also the fateful tour where I ran into Anal Cunt in Boston! Jeremy from Broken Hope and I became really good friends on that one; he is one of the nicest people in metal. That tour was also memorable because I had to leave in the middle of a recording session with Cannibal Corpse, which was actually the album that ended up becoming Vile. Going out on that tour pretty much solidified the birth of Six Feet Under as a full-time band, but it also meant the ending of my time with Cannibal Corpse. But since the tour was successful, it kind of made it an easier transition for me. I was not left out in the cold or anything. It was good times, though. I felt like things were nearly the same, just with different people around me.

		

		Dan Swanö (Edge of Sanity, Unisound Studio)

		

		THE BELGIAN TRIP

		

		Right around the time we finished pre-production for Unorthodox [1992], we received a show invitation from this guy named Tommy who lived in Belgium. He was just a big Edge of Sanity fan that we knew through tape trading, and he was like, “Yeah, I have a birthday coming up; I want to do a gig for it with you guys and Asphyx.” He offered to pay us for the travel costs, so we thought it sounded cool. However, the gig ended up being a complete disaster. It’s one thing to do a terrible show in your hometown, because then you can go home after 20 minutes and lie on your bed and feel sorry for yourself. But when you are all the way in Belgium, it’s another story.

		We drove like a maniac for hours to the south of Sweden, then we had to get on the ferry to Germany, and then drive again like a maniac all the way to Belgium. All for a show that had maybe, I mean maybe, 20 people. First of all, for some reason Asphyx never showed up, so it was just us there, playing his birthday party. I am sure the gig was kind of cool from a musical standpoint, but I was so disappointed, because we were imagining that the show was going to be huge. Also, the guy Tommy, he wanted nothing more than for me to bring the new album so he could hear it, so we grabbed the pre-production mix from the rehearsal room and brought it along. We were partying later, and listening to the new stuff for like two or three songs, and then somehow we ended up forgetting about it. So, we left it there in Belgium, and it was the only copy ever made of those sessions. I would ask him as we kept in touch through the years, “Do you have the tape?” and he would be like, “Umm … I don’t know.”

		If anything, the trip was a good bonding experience for the band. We drank a lot of this Austrian Stroh Rum that was like 80 %, and when we got to customs the guitar player, Dread, had vomited all over himself and passed out. This is before the European Union, so you had to show your passport. He was asleep when the customs officials came, and we couldn’t find his passport. In the end we just couldn’t wake him up; it was a nightmare. The whole thing was kind of like a bad school trip, except that we had a gig to do.

		

		Ed Warby (Gorefest, Hail of Bullets)

		

		WITH DEICIDE IN 1992 AND DEATH IN 1993

		

		My first European tour was in 1992, when Gorefest went out as a special guest of Deicide. They were very popular and controversial then, so we were playing packed venues everywhere. Sweden was particularly memorable: not only did Quorthon himself handle backstage security, but a bomb went off during our show and the police ended up clearing the hall and escorting the tour bus out of town. We never did figure out who the bomb was for, us or Deicide. Nevertheless, that tour was one of the greatest experiences of my life.

		My first overseas trip was also with Gorefest, this time as special guest of none other than Death. Another amazing tour and one of the best memories I have of that time. Chuck invited us personally, having played with us several times on those Easter festival tours that were so popular at the time, and we were actually on the bus with them while the third band, Sacrifice, drove their own van. The nightliner looked like a whorehouse on wheels, because it had all red velvet and mirrors—I’d never seen anything like it! One of the cool things about touring the U. S. was meeting people like Dan Lilker, Lee Dorrian, Chris Reifert, and Dawn Crosby—rest in peace—backstage, and at one show Ice-T was even rumored to be in attendance, although he stayed out of sight.

		One thing that surprised me was the amount of violence at shows; it definitely felt much more “underground” than Europe.

		Thinking back, touring was definitely easier then. Gorefest did a three-week trip a few years ago and it was simply disastrous. There was simply no turnout on weekdays, so what little money you made on the weekends you would lose during the rest of the week. After that I said “never again,” so with Hail of Bullets we just do weekends, fly-in shows and festivals. It’s much more effective and it stays fun that way. But back then we could book a four-week headlining tour and have sold out venues every night. Unbelievable when you think about it now …

		

		Terry Butler (Massacre, Obituary, ex-Six Feet Under, ex-Death)

		

		THE FIRST MASSACRE TOUR

		

		Right before we started to get things going, around late ’86 and early ’87, we did a short tour up the East Coast. It was Bill [Andrews], myself, Kam [Lee], and Rick [Rozz], but we also had a second guitar player then named Rob Goodman. We booked it ourselves and it was our first time playing out of state, doing about six or seven shows up the coast. Despite half of the shows eventually falling through, it was still good because it was all about the experience, you know? We did it in a four-door Ford LTD with a U-Haul trailer hooked up behind it, with all five of us crammed in there. We stayed at some people’s houses after the shows, just totally roughing it, but we were all about 19, so it was a good time anyway.

		I remember we played with Whiplash at the Dirt Club in Bloom-field, New Jersey, which was kind of a famous venue at the time. I also remember the last show of the run we played in, I think, Charleston, South Carolina in the back of this record store. The place held about 300 people and it was completely sold out; the room was just filled with all these young kids who had short hair. I think metal must have been kind of new to them, because it was pretty much right in the middle of the Bible belt. That was such a memorable early show because the kids were just going nuts, like they had been let out of a cage or something.

		

		THE EARLY TOURS WITH DEATH The first show [Rick Rozz and I] played in Death was actually the first Milwaukee Metalfest, along with bands like Death Angel and Trouble [on July 25th, 1987]. We had been in the band maybe three or four weeks, and then we flew up there, came back and did a few local shows, and went on tour. At that point, we were even playing songs from Leprosy that Chuck had already written. It was a great tour. I remember doing shows with Blood Feast, as well as Devastation out in Texas. It was just exciting because everything was new and no bands were really touring yet at the time playing extreme music like that … well, maybe a handful, like Dark Angel or Possessed. It was really cool to be a part of something that was groundbreaking then, to be in a touring death metal band. I was just so passionate about it, about getting the word out to people that this was a dark form of music that is fast, but also talented. I was really campaigning for it in a way. I loved being out on the road, and I still love it today, although it’s more bittersweet because I have a family now.

		After Leprosy came out, we did one tour by ourselves. Later, after Ultimate Revenge 2 was released, we ended up doing a tour for that along with Dark Angel. We also went to Europe for Leprosy, where we did a tour with Despair, from Germany, who featured Robert [Kampf] on vocals, the guy that eventually formed what is now Century Media Records. Despair were actually the first release on the label as well. The tour was supposed to be about three weeks, but Chuck ended up canceling it around the halfway point. I thought things were going fine, but it must have been stressful for him, being that far away from home for the first time and everything being so different. Also, we were supposed to have a tour bus, among other things the promoter was supposed to provide, but it did not work out. The rest of us were upset about it, but we rolled with it.

		After Spiritual Healing came out in 1990, we did two really big tours. The first one was with Devastation in the States and Canada, who we knew from playing shows with before, and [who] were also on Combat Records [along with Death], so it made it a really easygoing tour. Towards the end of that run is actually when James [Murphy] was kicked out of Death. James’ quirkiness sort of clashed with Chuck’s personality a little bit, to the point where Chuck could not really handle some of James’ eccentricities. So one night it came to a head in San Francisco and Chuck flipped out on him. After that, James did maybe one more show, and it was at that point when Paul Masvidal from Cynic filled in for a few shows.

		Later, we did a second tour [the 1990 Crusade of Brutality tour] with Carcass and Pestilence. Pestilence did not make the first few shows of the tour, I think because of some visa problems, but I recall they eventually showed up by the time we reached Chicago. We got along with the Carcass guys instantly, it was a great tour, and the second guitar spot in Death was actually then filled in by Albert Gonzales from Evildead. We had rented a big RV with a trailer, which was something you could actually do back then from U-Haul. Things were really blowing up at that point in the underground, we were selling out venues, and making good money; death metal was just really starting to take off. However, Chuck just had some issues then he had to work out, and unfortunately we kind of got caught up in that. We were all just really young at the time.

		

		THE 1990 EUROPEAN TOUR (WITHOUT CHUCK) So, we had a tour Set up already, one week after the Carcass tour ended. It was a nine-week European tour booked with Kreator, an amazing co-headlining run called the Torture over Europe tour. Kreator was out for Coma of Souls, and it was booked to go all over the continent. However, at the end of the Carcass tour, when we dropped Chuck off at his house, he kind of barricaded himself away and would not come out or reply to any phone calls. We kind of had no choice at that point, because we had signed contracts and committed to the tour. There was just a lot riding on Death showing up to play. It was really in-depth, but his mother just told us that he was not going to make the tour, so we all agreed we were going to do it without him. It was all done legally, with papers signed, and Chuck was OK with it.

		I really wish he would have went, but he had some issues at the time, his girlfriend had dropped him, and, honestly, he was growing a bit tired of the whole death metal thing, even then. He was always into progressive music, and even around the time of Spiritual Healing he would start to roll his eyes when he heard some bad death metal vocals. That was around the time the whole grindcore side of it was coming in and he was just starting to get tired of it all. Even in Death, we were still big into the early ’80s metal, and that is what he really liked, the more progressive side of it. So he was already trying to kind of get away from things, and with everything that happened to him personally before that European tour, it’s not surprising he wanted to sit it out. Eventually, time heals all wounds, but we had no choice and had to do the tour without him.

		Albert Gonzales was only enlisted to do the U. S. tour, so we still needed a guitar player. So, we enlisted our sound man to play guitar, a guy named Walter Trachsler, who also had played in a thrash band from Texas in the 1980s called Rotting Corpse. Then, the drummer from Devastation [also of Necrovore], Louie Carrisalez, was already coming out to be our drum tech, so he was then enlisted to do vocals. When we finally met up with him in New York on the way to Europe, he did not know what was going on and I remember saying, “Dude, Chuck flaked out, he is not doing the tour, so you gotta sing,” and he was like, “What?!” I mean, he had never sang in his life! We had something like two days to actually rehearse before the tour when we got to France, and even though it did not sound like Chuck, we pulled it off. I mean, the first few weeks it was kind of like punkish vocals, which kind of ruined his voice, so it actually started getting raspier.

		Musically, we were fine, and Walter did OK on the guitar, but it was still weird, because we had our own tour bus. It was the four of us sitting on this massive bus, with all the bells and whistles, while we had a crew that would just not let us touch our equipment. We pretty much had everything we wanted. I really wish Chuck came on the tour because I know he would have loved it. I mean, we knew as it grew closer to the end of the tour that obviously we were not in Death anymore. In fact, on that tour, Chuck called our booking agent and told him that he was feeling better and he wanted to come back and join the tour. But the agent was like, “You can’t come on the tour now. Everyone is upset.” First of all, Kreator was mad because it was so down to the wire that the tour might be canceled. You had all kinds of techs booked, backline ordered, sound guys, bus company, and merchandise ordered with people who had committed to nine weeks’ worth of work, so can you imagine if it fell through?

		Around that same time, we caught wind that Rick and Kam had started up Massacre again and had interest from Earache Records. I remember I told Bill [Andrews], “Hey, that’s your fucking band—what are they doing?” So I called Rick and told him what happened with Chuck. It was then I suggested to him that we regroup, sign with Earache, record all the demo songs, put a record out, do a couple of tours and then start working on new material. So that is when we did From Beyond, an album in which all the songs were pretty much written five years earlier, in 1986, but it didn’t get released until March, 1991.

		

		
			[image: image]
		

		

		Rick Rozz (Massacre, ex-Death/Mantas)

		

		THE ‘SCREAM BLOODY GORE’ AND ‘LEPROSY’ TOURS

		

		For the 1987 tour [for the Scream Bloody Gore album] we did this little East Coast thing that Combat Records somehow set up, so we learned the songs and toured for the album, even though myself, Bill, and Terry were not technically signed to Combat as individuals yet. We rented a custom van and cleared out the back and put all the gear inside along with the merchandise, including us. We were packed in there with our soundman, John, who had this sort of cubby hole behind the boxes that he had to climb over to get into. We had the drum kit in there with no cases, half stacks, bass amp, et cetera, all in the van with five people and no trailer.

		It was cool to get out. I remember it just being silly, despite the fact it was all drug free, no alcohol. We were just ridiculous silly kids making each other laugh just to pass the time. I had no problems at all; there were no fights that I remember. I recall that some of the better shows were in Detroit, Chicago, and New York, because we got to open for Overkill at L’Amour’s in Brooklyn, which was huge. It was when their management owned the club and they were kind of like the hometown top dogs. We all still had jobs at that point, so when we came home we went back to work. Bill and Terry I think worked at a nursery. It was the same thing after the Leprosy tour; there was just no big money … much like it is today.

		I think all in all we did four or five tours for those records. However, we ended up coming home early on our first European tour. We had 25 shows booked and it was the first time Death went to Europe—I think it was in late 1987 or early 1988. I remember it was before Leprosy even came out. We actually did the tour with the German band Despair, which was Robert [Kampf’s] band, the founder of Century Media Records and the first band who was actually signed to the label. So with them in support, we did the tour in this shuttle-like transport van that had a lot of windows in it. However, that van, along with other things that some were not happy with on that tour, caused Death to pull out and go home. Straight up: me, Terry, and Bill were just happy to be in Europe; we thought it was the greatest thing. But the promoter that put it together, it was his first tour, and some things just were not very accommodating, so we ended up coming home early. It was amazing, though, to see people bring the demo tapes to the show that Chuck or I had mailed them years before. It was like, even though you had never met before, you still already had this bond from corresponding through the mail or on the phone.

		Later in 1988, we did the Ultimate Revenge 2 tour in support of the Leprosy album, where we ended up supporting Dark Angel, another Combat Records band. However, that tour also was not completed, and we ended up returning home early as well. Why? I don’t know exactly, because I was riding with Dark Angel on that tour. Those guys were fun; I stayed with them the entire time we were on the tour. It was nothing against the other guys; it was just that Dark Angel were an absolute riot. I just wanted to have fun, and that was where the fun was. Many good memories from that run. I am still friends with Ron [Rinehardt], Gene [Hoglan], Mike [Gonzalez], and Jim [Durkin] as well. I just can’t find Eric [Meyer]!?

		When we toured then, we did not really do the whole “stay at someone’s house” thing. I mean, we did a few times, but it was not to save money or anything. We would always just split a room at a motel or something; it was never really that expensive back then. We would just split it among the four of us, Chuck and I would split a bed, and Bill and Terry would split a bed. We did fairly OK with the merchandise at shows then. I can’t remember any numbers, but it was not anything huge, just enough to help out with. costs. We were roughing it then. The fanciest we ever got was a Cruise America motor home. I remember me and Terry would be up front driving—every tour we ever did in the states back then, we drove and sold the merch ourselves. Terry and I still do the merch, ourselves even today with Massacre. Just hanging the shirts up with duct tape! We were talking about that last week—24 years later and not much has changed. How many people can say that?

		It’s a honor to still be a part of the scene.

		

		IN EUROPE WITH MASSACRE For Massacre, we ended up doing the first European trip for the From Beyond album late in 1991 with Immolation and Morgoth. It was on a bus, and we co-headlined with Morgoth, who opened on the mainland of Europe in places like Germany, while we headlined in the U. K. The second time we went back to Europe it was with Demolition Hammer and Grave, all of us on one bus, like 22 people or so. Both tours were something like four to six weeks long, and the funny thing is I did not even look at getting on the bus as some kind of step up from the van. I mean, it was different, but I was a lot bigger back then and I had a pretty tiny bunk. I didn’t complain about it, I just did it. We were all happy to just be there, and on both of those tours there were no fights and no bullshit; we all got along great. The Grave guys were just a fucking riot, as well as Demolition Hammer. Vinnie [Cillatano, the drummer] from Demolition Hammer, may he rest in peace, that guy was just laughs the whole time.

		One thing I won’t forget is that on one occasion [going down the road] I was forced to piss in an apple juice bottle late one night, and I accidentally left it sitting out there in the lounge. So, when I came down out of my bunk the next morning, it was right at the exact moment when Jörgen [Sandström] from Grave was taking the cap off the same bottle and putting it to his mouth. It was way too late; he took a drink of it and put it back on the table. I remember him saying, “Hmm, tastes like salt.” So, I was like, “Duuuude, I am so sorry,” but he just didn’t fucking care or get mad. It was just a random mistake. No setup or anything, you know? It was all just a great time then. Believe it or not, I didn’t drink, do drugs or anything then, so it was all just straight ahead straight-edge fun.

		

		Dave Witte (Municipal Waste, Human Remains, Burnt by the Sun)

		

		TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS

		

		In 1991, Human Remains did our first out-of-town show. It was in Rochester, NY, where we played this place called the Penny Arcade. I remember we got paid 20 bucks, and afterwards we were hanging out with Eric Burke [later of Brutal Truth and Sulaco], who was in a band called Matrikhore at the time. Rochester was like our second home; we stayed friends with everyone there for many years. However, that show was nothing but crickets—there was no one there! So after that, we’d just play in Brann [Dailor, Mastodon]’s basement at his mom’s house; that was just fun.

		The farthest we ever made it out of New Jersey was to Nashville, Tennessee for a metal fest, and the Ohio death fest early on, where we played with Deceased, Mythic, and Embalmer. We never got to do a full U. S. tour. We were all young and didn’t know what we were really doing or where we wanted to go. Everyone was going a different way, so we dissolved the band. It was at this time that Matt Jacobson from Relapse Records was like, “Well, what if I can get you on a tour?” There was this Napalm Death tour around the time after Harmony Corruption came out, and he said he could get us the main support, and we were like, “Nah, forget it, we are done.” We should have taken that tour. I think things would have been a lot different if we said yes.

		However, still to this day, the best show I ever played in my life was in Washington, D. C., at this place called the Safari Club. I think it was with Morbius, Deceased, Biovore, Nokturnel, Springheel Jack, and a few other bands. It was the craziest gig I ever played in my life. People were ripping down the drop tile ceiling, climbing up into it, and dropping out on the other side of the room. Huge fights. It was so packed that Jim [Baglino] and Steve [Procopio] had to sit on top of their amplifier heads. People were grabbing the microphones in between songs and screaming Slayer lyrics. It was my, still to this day, most memorable experience at a show.

		

		Tom Stevens (Nokturnel)

		

		THE SAFARI CLUB, WASHINGTON, D. C.

		

		King Fowley, Dave Witte, and the members of our bands at that time all still freak out over a show we did in Washington, D. C., It was downtown at a place called the Safari Club—King and I actually both wrote about it in the book Glorious Times. Imagine an enormous, long, narrow room looking quite rough. No stage and a PA only for vocals. There had to be eight bands playing. Deceased, Human Remains, and Nokturnel were all friends, so we were stoked to have this show together down in Washington. It was all-out insanity! Gunshots heard constantly outside, underage kids being served beer left and right, and underneath where the bathroom was, they were selling chicken wings, soda, potato chips, and heroin. No security. Kids went nuts thrashing and moshing. I remember someone tearing down some tiles off the ceiling. Best of all for us, we went into Revenge of the Corpse and a bunch of people went to the front and thrashed like maniacs. There was also a huge fight between two locals outside that was quite epic. One hell of a night all around!

		

		Carl Fulli (Epidemic)

		

		THE ‘DECAMERON’ TOURS

		

		Touring in the early ’90s was certainly an adventure. Five guys, a van and a U-Haul trailer. The exciting thing was that you never knew what might come next. Being young and having few responsi-bilities helped as well; you just didn’t have to worry about anything. If I were to tour now, I’d be thinking about my wife, our daughter, and the mortgage!

		In 1992 and 1993, we criss-crossed the country 4 times, and put 40,000 miles on the van. We were living on a five-dollar-a-day per diem, and we weren’t making any money to speak of. We ate at the Waffle House quite a bit, and I remember this Dairy Queen in the Midwest that had a breakfast for $2.50. Places like that really helped stretch the funds. The van broke down on both tours and leaked relentlessly, so we were as frugal as any band could get.

		Our first tour was a two-week East Coast tour with Malevolent Creation and Suffocation in December of 1992 that started in Tampa, went up to Canada, and then back down to Cleveland. We had a show every night in a different city, so we drove after each show.

		As for the full U. S. tour we did with Cannibal Corpse and Unleashed, we were lucky enough to have worked out a deal with Unleashed where they’d get us a room each night and transport our equipment, in exchange for the use of our backline. They were great guys and we really bonded with them. That helped out a lot because our guarantee was only $100 per show, so it was stereotypical bare-bones touring. Ultimately, the response was pretty good. There were some nights where no one knew who the hell we were, but the crowds were cool and we won over a number of them with our energy. We had a great response in Montréal but no one could find our album there. Gotta love Metal Blade. I also remember Corpus Christi being pretty ravenous too. Mostly Latinos raging; very cool show. We had great shows in Denver and Albuquerque, but the best memories for me were the people we met.

		Crazy Larry Hawke—rest in peace—from Malevolent Creation was flipping hilarious and a straight-up wild guy, but an exceptionally cool dude as well. We shaved his head and wrote on his face in Columbus. It was only eight or nine days before New Year’s, and we broke into the champagne the club had—they were pissed—and Larry was buying mudslides for everyone. He was nuts. I joked that I was going to put a cigarette out on his head and he said, “Do it!” I said I was joking, and he practically forced me to do it anyway, so I did. He just laughed! The Malevolent guys were great. Cannibal Corpse were great guys too, very cool, down-to-earth people.

		

		Alex Oquendo (Masacre)

		

		THEY JUST DISAPPEARED INTO THE FLOOR

		

		The first time we played outside of our hometown [of] Medellín, Colombia, we traveled to a city called Armenia. We played alongside an old-school heavy metal band; they were sort of like Iron Maiden, and I remember they were wearing striped sweatpants and these super-tight shirts, while we were there with our “death metal look,” wearing steel-toed boots, jean jackets, and leather jackets, just looking like a bunch of fucking anti-christs! I think they were scared of us when they saw us, man. It was funny.

		The first time we played outside of Colombia, we went to play in Quito, Ecuador. The trip to get to Quito fuckin’ killed us. It was almost two full days of travel. But we wanted to play the show and it was our dream to perform outside of Colombia, so we just went for it. We had something like 1,500 people at the show, and they were freaking out and going crazy at the gig. They really wanted to see Masacre, and they knew about us from our album Requiem [1991] that had been released through the French label Osmose Productions, and got decent distro and promotion in other countries.

		Later in 1992 we traveled to Peru to play a show. The trip was even worse than the one that took us to Ecuador, since the roads into Peru were in way worse condition. But we finally made it. We made it literally just in time for the first band going on at the show. We got to the venue, got a quick shower and changed clothes, then started watching the first band, called Kranium. We were watching them, and then … they just disappeared into the floor. Turns out the stage collapsed. So that was the end of their set, as you can imagine! Then we had to play next, and we only had time to play three songs and had to play them standing on the floor where the stage used to be. It was fuckin’ crazy, but that’s the sort of thing that used to happen.

		

		Donald Tardy (Obituary)

		

		OUT OF FLORIDA, INTO THE WORLD

		

		The first time we ever really made it out of Florida, or anywhere of distance, was the first tour we did. Before that, after Slowly We Rot [1989] came out, we did manage to make it down to South Florida to play at this club called The Treehouse. I didn’t even have a car yet, so we went down in my brother’s car to play the show. I think whoever did the show offered us to come and play for gas money, but it was trips like that which gave us experience in packing the equipment, loading in, and learning how to sound good on stage. We had a few years of doing that type of thing, even though we still had yet to do a tour.

		So in 1990, we got the offer for our first tour. It was us opening up for Sacred Reich, along with support from Forced Entry. We had just finished recording Cause of Death, so James Murphy was in the band at that point. It ended up starting in San Francisco, so we went ahead and got a van with a trailer, and drove it all the way across the country. It took us about three days to get out there, and it was pretty rough pulling out the drums to do that first show after being in the van for so long. I remember someone said, “Hey, the dude from Metallica is here tonight.” So as a teenager, I got to say it was pretty cool to be out there.

		It was a long-ass tour, something like six weeks. By then, people were calling us death metal, so we were certainly standing apart from Sacred Reich. In the end, we dominated that tour. It was almost like we were the headliner, even though we were not playing last. I love Sacred Reich, but I think that was a tour where we knew right from the start, and they did as well, that Obituary had something going, and we really knew how to throw it down live. It was really basic compared to what was going on with a lot of bands at the time, but it was groovy and it sounded good. It retrospect, it was not necessarily a very fun tour, because there was just a few guys to help out each night, and we had to help load all the other bands’ equipment as well, which was all stashed in a shared Ryder truck. One of the guys helping out was named “Big Daddy,” who has been around forever, and the other was the van driver, Randy Dieter. There were roughly 10-hour drives each night, and that guy helped get us through those weeks.

		The highlights were really the shows themselves. It was one of those tours where the opening bands had to set up in front of the headliner’s drums, no matter what! Since then, Obituary never makes bands do that. If there is no room on stage, I don’t have a problem moving my kit to make space for the show. It’s not really fair, and it doesn’t make sense. A couple of nights I just sat on Sacred Reich’s drum riser because it actually gave us that one extra foot so that John could have space on stage to sing. But looking back, it’s all funny now. I still love Sacred Reich and we’re still friends.

		

		SOME TOURS WERE MEANT TO STAY UNDERGROUND, 1990 Later, in 1990, we did what we called the SOS Tour, with Sadus opening, Obituary in the middle, and Sepultura headlining. I think the tour posters came out and Roadrunner was calling it the Some Tours Were Meant to Stay Underground tour. That was simply the most fun tour in the world. It was cool because we were already friends with Sepultura. We were Florida boys from Tampa, and even before they could speak English they were in Florida hanging with us. The thing is, Scott Burns went to Brazil to track Beneath the Remains for them, and when it came time to mix, Max [Cavalera] came up to Florida to go over the album with Scott. When he came up, Scott asked us if we could help him out with a place to stay, so he ended up staying with me at my house, where I lived with my brother and our parents. This is before he could speak English, so it was just simple communication. Just saying things like “Beer … good!” to each other.

		We had also heard from friends that Sadus were really cool, so we were excited about doing a tour together. That was also the first time we were in a bus, which we shared with Sadus. So those California dudes showed up—I think the tour even started in Florida—and I remember specifically that they had way better weed than we did here! Still to this day, the guys in Sadus are some of the coolest, most exciting people I’ve ever met. When you have to hang on a bus for all that time, with 12 other dudes, that kind of thing is important. It was so much fun to be around those guys. It was one of those tours you just don’t want to end, a brotherhood tour.

		I couldn’t tell you about one show of Obituary, I don’t remember one performance; I just remember watching Sadus, especially John Allen: he was just a fast-ass drummer going for it every night. They are still some of my best friends. It was at that point when we were still early into our careers and not making a lot of money, especially compared to how things are organized these days. Back then, we were just on tour. Sepultura was headlining, and all we knew was that we were invited, and we were making a little bit of money, maybe like $500 a night. We came home completely broke, because the cost of the bus just ate that all up. But it didn’t matter; you just didn’t care at that point, because you were simply happy to be on tour with your friends. It was great because the shows were packed everywhere with just hundreds of people.

		

		LEARNING THE ROPES IN EUROPE, 1990 The first European tour was in 1990. Cause of Death was just coming out, and we flew to Europe for a headlining tour with support from Morgoth and Demolition Hammer. We knew that we were going to share a bus with someone, and at that point we knew that since we were the headliner, we were supposed to get some kind of priority when it came to getting the bunks we wanted on the bus. That all kind of blew up in our face when we arrived, because we found out the other bands had already been on the bus for two days. So there were 11 other dudes on board that already destroyed the bus before we had even left the airport. Not only was it fucked up, with cigarette ashes everywhere, but all the bunks were already claimed and slept in. We really didn’t know what to do yet; we were young and were just trying to be cool with everyone. So we go up and start moving people’s bags around, and after a while I realized there were 19 people on the bus, and only 18 bunks. So, as it turned out, I ended up sleeping in the same bunk as our roadie [Big Daddy]. So, for the first two nights of the tour, we are in a bunk together, sleeping head to foot. Then we started thinking about it, and Big Daddy said to me “you know what DT, you are headlining this tour, what bunk do you want?” So I picked a bunk and from then on it was cool. I had to learn the ropes. I was not a dick about it; we just wanted to take a few days to see how it worked out.

		The tour turned out to be something like 44 shows in a row, total, and it was booked by a guy named Jörg Braun through some German company. I can’t remember much, but I think they probably made a ton of money on us. There were no days off, but it was still amazing. The clubs were packed, and we had a lot of fun hanging out with the Yonkers [New York] dudes in Demolition Hammer. Morgoth were cool as shit too, just the nicest guys, and I remember their drummer, Rüdiger [Hennecke], would just laugh at everything with this huge, humbling laugh.

		We were really fortunate enough to do these tours, but we were young and stupid enough for people to take advantage of us. I mean, we were selling out these shows in places like England, where at some shows there are 900 people, and we still were not making money, and if we did, I don’t remember ever coming home with any. It was not until after that when we realized that, “Hey, our albums are selling, we have a popular following; let’s set this up so we can go on tour and come home to pay our bills.” Then we got smart about what shows we did, who we toured with, and who we supported. By the time The End Complete [1992] came out, we had things more in order, so we continued to play great shows and do good on tours well into the ’90s. We didn’t see much of a drop-off at all through the years in that way. We only became more frustrated with the label and business side of things toward the end of the decade, so we decided to take a break at that point.

		

		Doug Cerrito (Suffocation)

		

		MAYBE WE CAN DO THIS AS A CAREER?

		

		Our first “real” North American tour was with Dismember and Vader in 1993. Back at that time, it was like a shoe-in: you signed with Roadrunner and you got tours through this agency called TCI, and your merchandise would end up going through a company called Blue Grape. The tour manager at the time was a guy named Paul Glacken, and he worked for TCI and he was the guy taking care of Dismember and Vader. Actually, the tour started as Deicide, Dismember, and Vader, but Deicide only ended up doing like half of the States. Something ended up happening with them, so we took over after they dropped off.

		Vader played first on the package, ’cause they were probably the newest band, as they had just released their debut, The Ultimate Incantation. Next was Dismember, who were kind of in the same boat as us because they were supporting their first album, but maybe because they were from Europe they didn’t have as much of a buzz stateside as us at the time; I can’t recall.

		We were all in vans. We had our own, and Dismember and Vader were in another van, and I mean, they were stuffed in there. We didn’t know any of the guys in those bands before, but we all got along great. It wasn’t a full U. S. tour and we didn’t go everywhere, but we did go to California and back, Canada, and I remember everything ending in New York, because the other bands flew home from there.

		It wasn’t great everywhere; only in the hot spots. I mean, if you played North Carolina or something then it was kind of weak, but when we got to California we were like, “Holy shit.” Places like that, Texas, and even Canada and Mexico, those were the first areas we hit that actually had good crowds with good numbers to see us. At that point you even start thinking, “Maybe we can do this as a career?” It started to kick in like that. It was way more than we expected. We were just isolated, we didn’t know what was going on out there really, we hadn’t met many people in the scene yet at that point.

		My best memory from that first tour is probably from California, where we played this place in Los Angeles called the Patriotic Music Hall. It was our first time out there and the place was packed; they were just going sick. There was theater seating, and the place went up on an angle, with a lot of space in front of the stage before the seats started. After the show, the people at the club took us in the back, because the people actually crushed the first few rows of seats, smashing them back and breaking them. So they held us there until the cops came and tried to make us pay for it. Yet, even as they are explaining the problem, we are just looking at the destruction, thinking, “Fuck yeah.” It was the first show where people were climbing on the PA and diving, just killing each other, banging into us on the stage, and just not giving a fuck. That was the best experience for me.

		

		THE FIRST TRIP TO EUROPE, 1993 We never got to do a European tour until Breeding the Spawn came out. I mean, we got offered tours for Europe, but we didn’t feel the money was correct, or maybe we felt we didn’t blend well with the other bands on the tour packages, so we were actually turning down tours in the beginning. People said we should stop picking and choosing and just get out there, and they were right; we just didn’t know it at the time. We were all still working between touring and recording, and I would always end up going back to the same job. We just wanted to tour with bands we liked, and we didn’t get offered the “right” European tour for Effigy of the Forgotten, so it took a while.

		We finally got over there in 1993 for Breeding the Spawn, and the original tour was supposed to be a four-to-five-week run with Atheist headlining, with the support being from Suffocation and Gorefest. So, the posters were up everywhere and the shows were booked and ready to go. But as the tour went on, more club owners wanted us to headline, which didn’t make Atheist happy, so they ended up dropping off the tour, which in turn made Gorefest decide to drop off the tour. This tour was booked by a guy named Johan from the Metalysee Agency in Belgium; he did most of the tours at that time. He actually kept us going on the tour and just got locals from each country to fill in as openers, so it kind of worked out anyway. For example, when we played in Holland, Sinister opened the shows, ‘cause they just put out Cross the Styx. Oddly, we actually did France with Carcass, in Denmark I remember Invocator, and in Sweden, Marduk opened the show.

		Back then European tours were a lot smaller than they are now; you would just pretty much do Germany, Holland, Belgium, France, Denmark, et cetera. You weren’t going anywhere too far, like down in Italy or Portugal. It was cool to be out there, but back then the borders were still up and the currencies were different, so it was a bit more involved than today.

		

		Eric Galy (Galy Records, Montréal Promoter)

		

		SUFFOCATION IN MONTRÉAL, MARCH 19TH, 1992

		

		When I first brought Cannibal Corpse to Montréal, they had maybe 100 people at the show. It was very early on, right around when Eaten Back to Life came out. So later, when I brought Suffocation over, I really had no idea what to expect from them. I found this place to do the show called The Terminal, on Saint Catherine’s Street. The venue was on the second floor, and it could hold maybe 200 people. So, remembering how Cannibal Corpse went, I thought there would be no problem if I just sold the tickets for around six bucks at the door. The guarantees for the shows then were around $200–$250, so everything seemed on target for a similar show for Suffocation. However, it turned out that around 400 people showed up for a room that fit only 200 people.

		Like with Cannibal Corpse before, there was just no way you could tell then. It’s not like today with the Internet; it was all still new, so you had no way to gauge the popularity of bands other than by local word of mouth. Like when I advertised before the show, no one said to me, “Hey, you’re crazy to do the show there; it’s too small.” We knew there was some buzz about Suffocation, but you never really knew how much until the show happened.

		I don’t know how they all fit. The place itself was kind of crappy, they never had so many people in there, and the neighborhood around the venue freaked out about all the metalheads lining the streets, so the police came while Necrosis [pre-Cryptopsy] was on stage, and that was just the worst timing for the cops to show up. About 15 cops came in and saw them on stage with their shirts off, and Lord Worm … well, being Lord Worm, and they had to stop playing. I’m not sure what happened, but somehow the show still went on, and although I have no proof, I am sure the bartender paid them off. The club itself made more money that night than it had all year, and they sold out of beer during the show. All their merch was sold out, and Luc from Gorguts came on to introduce Suffocation before they played. The ambiance was very good, simply a legendary show.

		

		Flo Mounier (Cryptopsy)

		

		CROSSING CANADA WITH A COFFIN

		

		In 1993, around the time Blasphemy Made Flesh came out, we did a tour all the way across Canada. Our first guitarist Steve [Thibault] actually booked the tour, and it ran out to British Columbia and back to Quebec. I remember one show we played in Saskatoon [Saskatchewan] at this sort of warehouse kind of place, and there was a ton of kids really looking forward to seeing us. However, the cops came before we could play and canceled the show. This just pissed everyone off, so they started throwing garbage cans at the cops, causing the place to break out into a huge riot. The thing is, it only made the people there more anxious to see us play, so when we came back the following year, it was even more over the top.

		Other than that, the first tour was memorable for all the camping out we did, with all the gear piled into the back of this Econoline truck. Then there was Lord Worm’s coffin which we were carrying around everywhere back then. There was nothing like making it to the Canadian Rockies, just beautiful, which is in stark contrast to the hours of flat boredom you go through on the prairies just tc get out there.

		

		George “Corpsegrinder” Fisher (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Monstrosity)

		

		CORPSEGRINDER VS. EUROPE, 1992

		

		The first time I went to Europe was with Monstrosity, when we went in May of 1992 to do a tour with Pestilence and Torchure. I guess our label at the time [Nuclear Blast] dealt with setting up the tour, and somehow they got us on. When we arrived, we found out we were sharing the bus with Pestilence, which was cool because we already knew them a bit.

		We were young and it was our first time in Europe. We really dove into it, just drinking and partying. I don’t remember half of the clubs anymore. I found an old picture from the tour recently, and it has me, Patrick Mameli, Marco Foddis, and Patrick Uterwijk [from Pestilence] all standing on this mountain in the Swiss Alps, and I was like 100 pounds lighter than today! I forget which club it was, but I remember Mark van Erp [Monstrosity’s bass player] took a picture of the first shit he took in Europe on a disposable camera.

		Another thing we found out after we arrived was that Pestilence were booked on a few festivals that coincided with the tour—but we were not. One was called the Rock Hard Festival in Jena, Germany, where we almost got to play because that band Skyclad were late to the show, and we were offered their slot if they didn’t make it in time. This festival was huge, so we were overexcited and beginning to set our gear up on stage when Skyclad pulls up, just in time for their slot. But, I actually loved Skyclad, and Sabbat too, so it was sort of cool to see them live. I remember Obituary, Dismember, and Napalm Death also played.

		Of course, in hindsight, I now realize what a rookie I was. I was young, and I never traveled with many clothes. I would just go on stage wearing a pair of sweatpants. I just didn’t care. I remember I had this one pair of pants that ended up getting covered in mud, because it was raining at one of the festivals, and I was just tearing it up in the pit while Dismember were playing. After that, Matti Kärki [from Dismember] said to me, “I saw you in the pit, man, you were headbanging like crazy—fuck yeah!” It was fun because we didn’t have to play, and I remember all the kids slamming around me and throwing mud all over everything. After that I took my pants to the sink, washed them off, and then hung them up. I did the same thing with my shoes, and then went off somewhere and got drunk. When I came back later, I was late for bus call, and I didn’t even think about my pants and shoes outside when we rolled out from the festival. After a while, I was like, “Fuck, where are my shoes and pants?” Then someone said they saw the driver throwing them away by a dumpster. Rookie moves! I just didn’t know any better then, and I almost—almost—took a crap in the bus toilet, which of course everyone learns on their first bus tour is absolutely never allowed.

		Another festival that Pestilence played without us was the Dynamo in Holland. However, since we were on the bus with Pestilence, we still managed to get a ton of beer tickets for the fest. I remember hanging out with Danny from Napalm Death and giving him my tickets: “Five beers, here ya go!”

		We only ended up doing about 14 of the shows on the tour, and we were even supposed to do some festivals in Sweden. But things happened, and the shows ended up getting canceled, so we had some days off in Eindhoven. We were there when we found out we weren’t playing on the rest of the dates, so the tour was effectively over. We found out it was more or less about a huge phone bill that one of us had run up earlier in the tour that was never paid. So we tried to go home then, but we ended up missing our flight. It’s funny, because the guy that took us to the airport showed up late to pick us up, and knew we were going to miss the flight, so he just snuck out of there before we could figure it all out. So there we were, stranded in Holland, when the hotel tells us, “You guys got to leave now.” We didn’t have anywhere to go, so we ended up just sitting out in front of the hotel with all of our bags. We told them we were trying to get in touch with our label, when they took pity on us and let us back in to stay in a room for free, which was nice. But despite all that, the shows we did end up playing were good shows and we had a great response most nights.

		

		Phil Fasciana (Malevolent Creation)

		

		THE ‘TEN COMMANDMENTS’ TOURS

		

		The first U. S. tour we did was in 1991, right after The Ten Commandments came out. It went on forever. We ended up doing something like 72 shows with Devastation and Demolition Hammer. After that, we went over to Europe and did a roughly month-long tour with Grave on the mainland, and then more shows in the U. K. with Pestilence and Cancer—that is actually when James Murphy was in Cancer. We were really surprised how fast it all went, and how well-known the bands were over there already. America was one thing, but once we got to Europe it was another world altogether. It was the first time we got to use a tour bus.

		We were on the other side of the world, and death metal was starting to explode. I think that Morbid Angel and Death were over there before us by then, and I remember Cannibal Corpse came over for their first European tour right after our tour ended. They ended up using the same bus and company we did, so we left them a bunch of crazy, incriminating photos in the bunks!

		The tours were booked by this agency called Metalysee, a bunch of Belgian creeps. I remember the wife of the guy who ran the company was this old lady, and literally like four days into the tour there was like this 90-year-old lady sitting in our front lounge. I thought she was dead! We just rolled on to the bus shit-faced drunk at two in the morning, and she was like, “Ah, you Americans, all you care about is women, drinking and drugs!” It was like our mother was on the bus all of a sudden. We were like, “Get this chick off the bus!” We didn’t need our mother on there yelling at us, you know? However, the agency was cool and the tour was successful, so that was just a little bump in the road.

		The best time, though, was when we got to Amsterdam and ended up at the Bulldog café-coffee shop, where I think we bought $500 worth of different types of weed and hash. We rolled a joint the size of my arm, and the people in the place were laughing their ass off at us, saying, “You are gonna have brain damage! You can’t smoke stuff like that pure!” Well, we did! I still have a picture of it, because we went outside and asked a police officer on a horse for a light, and we got a shot of him lighting up the joint for us. The thing just looked like a giant tampon hanging out of my mouth.

		

		THE ‘COMPLETE CONTROL’ TOUR In 1992 we did the Complete Control tour for Retribution. It was a long summer trip with Cannibal Corpse, Obituary, and Agnostic Front. Obituary was touring for The End Complete, and Cannibal Corpse was out for Tomb of the Mutilated. It was amazing; to this day it was probably the best tour I was ever on. Every night was sold out and it was a crazy mixture of people, because it was three death metal bands, paired up with the most famous hardcore band, Agnostic Front. I remember, before that we actually opened up for them in Buffalo in 1987, before we even had a demo out. They brought in a lot of people. I never realized how big they were until we did that tour; they could have easily headlined.

		I think there was a lot of fucking fights, a lot of long hair and a lot of bald heads clashing around the clubs each night. Agnostic Front had to stop playing a few times each night to get the crowd to calm down and stop fighting. The skinheads would go apeshit, while the metal people just weren’t that violent in 1992, so the mosh pits were just fucking evil. People just beating the living shit out of people. Agnostic Front will still talk about “unity” until this day, because in the end we’re all at the shows for the same reason. We’re all brothers here, you know? I love those guys. I will remember all those fun times until the day I die.

		

		Steve Asheim (Deicide, Order of Ennead)

		

		THE EARLY TOURS

		

		The first thing [Deicide] did before any extensive touring was move to Buffalo, New York. We decided to try it out because Glen [Benton] was originally from there and his parents still had a house in the area. Additionally, Cannibal Corpse were from there, and at the time, we were talking about doing a regional tour with them because both our records [Deicide and Eaten Back to Life] came out that summer [1990]. We ended up only being there about a month. Jack [Owen] and Paul [Mazurkiewicz] had a place, so I ended up staying with them for like a week or so until we ended up getting our own place, like a “band house” kind of thing. I think Eric and Brian [Hoffman] stayed with Bob [Rusay], and Glen stayed with his parents. We would jam, and then we would watch Cannibal Corpse jam, hang out and have a good time. That was a pretty short trip, and we ended up coming home pretty quick, only because we were flat broke.

		Later, the first real tour we did was when we went west to Texas. Around this time we hooked up with Jack Koshick as a manger after meeting him at the Milwaukee Metalfest in 1991. I remember he sent these guys down from Milwaukee in a van and one of them was Don Decker from Minneapolis, Minnesota, known for Anal Blast, among other projects—R. I. P. It was later in 1991, and he came down with this other guy who worked for Jack named George, who was a big, older guy, around 45 at the time. I remember Decker was driving and we were all packed in the van, just laying all over the gear, driving around Texas doing roughly five or six shows. Everything was fully self-financed, and it was a struggle just to make it to the next show. It was tough and we came home broke, although Jack did help to get in some deposits for the shows to help pay for the van. We just didn’t know much about how the business worked then, so when it came time each night to collect the money, Glen would go up to a promoter and be like, “Where the fuck is our money?” and the guy would be like, “Well, we sent it to Jack as a deposit.” Glen would lose his mind and get everyone on the phone, but it was still a time when we were learning the ropes about how the music business worked, and how booking agents collect deposits from promoters, et cetera. So that trip was a bit of a wake-up call.

		Another thing is we didn’t have any merchandise, no shirts or anything. It would not have mattered anyway, because back then we had this “round-up” deal with Blue Grape Merchandising [the company that ended up printing for most of the bands signed to Roadrunner Records at the time]. Later, Blue Grape would even send out their own merchandisers on tour with us. I remember a guy named Paul Glacken who came to Europe with us, and one night we did something like $5,000 in merch. Back then, that was pretty huge. The thing is, because of the Blue Grape deal where the merch was all wrapped up with our Roadrunner contract, they ended up getting the majority of it—while we got dick. But we were inexperienced and stupid at the time; we did not hire a lawyer for the deal, because, well, that is something you needed money for!

		The first time we went to Europe it did not go well. I think it was November of 1990, and we did barely the first week of what was actually supposed to be a one-month tour. It was in a van, and we ended up doing all the shows in England, which were the first dates on the tour, until one night Glen got his bass stolen. He was just fucking furious! The tour was with this Swiss band called Messiah; I’m not sure if there was another band. However, I remember we did end up playing the Scum Club in Katwijk, in the Netherlands, which was pretty cool. It was funny, because we were touring for our first record, which was only a half-hour’s worth of material, yet we were supposed to headline. People were like, “How come you only played for half an hour?”

		“Well, because that’s all we have … we can play it twice!?”

		

		THE 1992 EUROPEAN TOUR We didn’t really kick in with the “touring cycle” thing until 1992. It just took us a while to get rolling, because the first offers we were getting early on were just not enough. We were getting offers for like $500 or $800 a show [despite the popularity of the first album], and people were trying to take advantage of us. We got more shrewd eventually.

		Glen got fed up with Koshick and we decided to do things more on our own. In the U. S., we had mostly been driving ourselves in RVs. I think it was our first full U. S. tour when we did a six-week run that year for Legion along with Demolition Hammer and Cancer. After that, we had a few weeks off and then we went right to Europe for our second European tour, a six-week run with Atrocity and Gorefest. That was the infamous tour where the gig was blown up at the Fryshuset Club [in Stockholm, Sweden]. Even after the explosion, we ended up playing four or five songs, until the police just eventually came on the stage and were like, “Get out!” It was a huge show, too, a basketball court-sized room just packed with people, front to back.

		I remember all three bands were on the same bus. It was our first time on a bus and it was pretty crowded. I think there were 20 people on there and I remember it was awful, because Atrocity were just horrible drunks. I mean, in America we would party and drink, but those guys were like next-level German drinkers. I remember they were constantly watching porn, and I was just trying to be courteous and let them know I was miserable. The thing was, my sleeping bunk was right next to the back lounge, so I would be trying to sleep when all hours of the day I am hearing porn noises and partying. It was not good. We were almost fist fighting towards the end of it. You know, there was just a different sense of humor, so things sort of boiled over by, say, week four. They were also not getting along with the English bus driver, I remember. We were in the Alps one night driving through a pretty bad snowstorm, and one of the Atrocity guys wanted to pull over to eat or shit or something, but when you looked out the window it was like driving through the mountains in The Shining. I mean there was literally no road, just snow and trees. The driver was like, “We are about to drive off a cliff!” and the guy from Atrocity was like, “But I want to pull over and eat!” The driver was pretty much ready to strangle him and throw him out on the side of the mountain at that point.

		

		BRANDED AND EXILED I remember on a later tour, there would be this thing where people would come to the shows and get branded. It was pretty intense. One night in North Carolina, Larvae [a. k. a. Brian Hoffman] branded this one chick, who was backstage and pretty drunk. Her brother was there with her, kind of watching over her and keeping and eye on her. Then, when it turned out she wanted to get branded, she wanted it like a tramp stamp, on the lower back above her ass. So Brian heated up this crucifix until it was almost melting and then he laid her down and just dropped it on her. It hissed as it burned, and as she was screaming the crucifix ended up sliding a bit, so Brian grabbed it and poured beer on it. Then, her brother started to freak out until he ended up grabbing her and pulling her out of there. As they were leaving, he turned around in the doorway and just yelled at us, “You guys are sick!”

		

		RossDolan and Robert Vigna (Immolation)

		

		THE ‘DAWN OF POSSESSION’ TOURS, AND AFTER

		

		After Dawn of Possession, they wanted another album from us nearly right away, but we weren’t ready. We just had a different perception about things, and we also didn’t have any new material. So, we went out and toured the States first, and then came back and began working on material. Before we knew it, somehow two or three years had gone by. So, it was a learning process regarding how things worked, but unfortunately it was a five-year learning process. Just by that lapse alone, and taking five years to put out a second album, it’s amazing we are still around today. We were just one of those bands that definitely made every mistake you can make. We learned from most of them, but some of them we didn’t.

		So the first U. S. tour was in early 1992, right after Dawn of Possession came out. Morbid Angel had this list of promoters and venues. I can’t remember if we got it directly from them, or maybe John [McEntee, from Incantation] had a copy we borrowed. So we just started calling people, and got about two months worth of dates booked all the way out West and back. It was us, along with Goreaphobia, who we ended up sharing a van with. We were only making roughly 500 bucks for both bands, and that was it for everything.

		However, before that, in the end of 1991, we went to Europe for a month-long tour with Massacre and Morgoth. That is still one of the best tours we ever did. This was at the height of when things were really happening in the scene, and both those bands were really big then. We were actually not even supposed to be on the tour; it was originally Devastation but they couldn’t do it, so somehow we got the offer. All three bands were on the same bus, and I think the tour was booked by this German company called Rock Hard or something. It was really a score for us, because nearly all the shows were sold out. We got lucky with touring over there, because when we went back again in ’96 and ’97 we ended up going with Cannibal Corpse and Six Feet Under. All those shows were phenomenal, but by ’97 to ’99, you could really see things in the death metal scene starting to drop off a bit. We did a European tour in 1999 and it was just rough. It was really an eye-opener to where the scene was in the late ’90s.

		

		John McEntee (Incantation, Funerus, ex-Revenant, ex-Mortician)

		

		TO GOLGOTHA, AND BACK AGAIN

		

		Our first U. S. tour was with Entombed and Dead Horse in 1992. Entombed were on the Clandestine tour, and we got the offer kind of on a whim, because it originally featured Entombed, Dead Horse, Exhorder, and Ripping Corpse. The tour was booked by Universal Tours, which did a lot of them at the time. Ripping Corpse pulled out of the tour at the start, and Exhorder did something in California—well, I only heard it through a rumor, but they apparently trashed a backstage room. They had some kind of platter, and they shit on the platter and covered it up, so when the people came back they found a little surprise. So, I guess that pushed some kind of limit or whatever, and they ended up getting kicked off the tour. So then we got the call to come in and do the second half.

		Our first show was supposed to be in Salt Lake City; however, we drove all the way out there from New Jersey just to find out it was canceled! So, we drove over 2,000 miles to this place, only to find out the next show was in Lawrence, Kansas, another 1,000 miles back the way we came. We pulled up in Salt Lake, and there was nothing, it was abandoned. So I called up Entombed’s manager and asked what the hell was going on, and he says, “Yeah, man, we were trying to get in touch with you to tell you the show got canceled.” No cell phones existed then, you know? He tells me I should have called when I was on my way out there, but I never thought about that then. We just knew where the first show was and we went there.

		In the end it was a great tour and a lot of fun, because we were friends and pen pals with Entombed from the Nihilist demo days. Nicke Andersson actually did a fanzine then called Chickenshit, and interviewed me years before. That tour was really good for us, because although we were well known in the underground, Entombed were pretty big then, so we got to play to a whole new group of people.

		On the other side, we finally got to Europe in 1994. The guys in Sinister were instrumental in bringing us over, because they were fans and wanted to have us open their first headline tour. At the time we were on Nuclear Blast in Europe, and Relapse in the States, and Nuclear Blast absolutely hated us. They just thought we were the biggest piece of crap ever, but because of their licensing-exchange deal with Relapse—as Nuclear Blast America then—they were kind of forced into doing our record when they didn’t want to do it. It was not a good way to do business, because we didn’t want someone putting out our album if they didn’t want to. So as far as the tour, Nuclear Blast went along with it because Sinister wanted it. The tour was OK, there were some good shows, but that was right around the time in Europe when black metal was getting more popular, and death metal was going back underground. In that sense, we sort of missed the European heyday as far as touring goes.

		We’ve done other cool tours since, but we are more of an underground kind of band; we are never going be like Obituary or Cannibal Corpse. We just aren’t built for that, and that’s fine with us.

		

		Jukka Kolehmainen (Abhorrence)

		

		MATKA N0RJAAN, 1990

		

		The longest trip we ever made for a show was to Oslo, Norway. We were in touch with the guys from Cadaver in Norway and sorted them out for a few shows in Finland, so they returned the favor. We had to fly over, as there is a major mountain range between Sweden and Norway, which we could have driven over, but would’ve taken way too much time. We were supposed to have two gigs, but one got canceled for whatever reason. The date was Friday, September 28, 1990, at a club called The Bootleg, and apparently the event was called Hardrock Aften —“Hard Rock Evening.” The show was pretty good, I think: the turnout was decent and during our set there was a small crowd up close to the stage. Cadaver opened, we played second and Darkthrone headlined. This is actually the first time we properly stumbled across corpse paint and black metal. We heard about it before, but not the music really.

		We were getting ready to play and the Mayhem dudes, Euronymous and Dead, came to the back stage door. I remember nearly shitting myself when I heard a musky/growly, “You’re coming to our place, right?” behind my back, and upon turning around, seeing them in full black metal regalia. It was a fucking sight to see, I tell you, especially without knowing yet that such things existed, apart from King Diamond, which is not really the same thing.

		Most of the memories from that excursion are related to our stay at the Mayhem house, getting to listen to them practice a bit—I still think they had the best bass sound ever, split through both bass and guitar cabinets—partying there, seeing Metalion [of Slayer Mag] pass out and Euronymous burning his socks as a “pass out prank.” There were really good conversations with Euronymous, and slightly less coherent ones with Dead. We were also interviewed for a local television station. I always wanted to see that, because I still wonder what the hell it was exactly we spoke about with them.

		

		Kam Lee (ex-Mantas, ex-Death, ex-Massacre)

		

		UP THE EAST COAST

		

		Our first official tour with Massacre was a self-financed trip through the U. S. in 1987. We just made some phone calls and booked it ourselves. We went from Florida up the East Coast to New York, where we were supposed to play in the city, but it ended up being canceled. We asked the bands that we knew in different cities what clubs they played in their local scenes, got the numbers and called them up. It was the total old-school way.

		There were five of us, and we jumped into a big Lincoln, and pulled a U-Haul behind it. We did it by ourselves, with local support in each city. Some shows ended up being with punk bands, others with typical metal bands. This was early, before death metal really hit, so it was sort of a mixed bag.

		I remember in New Jersey, we played with a band called Death-rash, who were actually one of the early “death-thrash” type bands, and had a song on one of those Speed Metal Hell comps that New Renaissance Records put out then. It was about two weeks long, and we did a few shows going up, and then a few more coming back to Florida. We actually came back from that tour financially in the hole, and that ended up being a deciding factor for the guys to leave the band. When Chuck [Schuldiner] came back to Florida, they joined Death, and became the lineup that was to record the Leprosy album. That was Massacre’s first official breakup.

		

		THE TROM BEYOND’ TOURS, ’91–’92 Later, when we reunited the band during the Earache period, our first official tour for Massacre as a signed band was in Europe, after From Beyond came out. I think that was in 1991, and we headlined with support from, I think, Immolation and Morgoth. We shared a bus with them, in one of those nicer Euro double-deckers that have a good 20 bunks or so. It was a full European tour and we went everywhere, I think even to Poland and Russia. I remember on that tour at one point we ended up in Belfast, Northern Ireland. It was a time when there was still some of the IRA attacks going on, and we were stopped on the bus down the street from the venue. I remember asking the bus driver, “Why are we stopping, what’s going on?” and he said, “Well, the IRA are blowing shit up.” So I got off the bus, and you could see down the street where some kind of attack just occurred. To be in that kind of atmosphere was sort of scary and cool at the same time.

		After that we came back and did a U. S. tour with Grave in 1992. We actually started the tour in Florida with Demolition Hammer, and met up with Grave in Texas, and from there Devastation replaced Demolition Hammer and stayed on the tour until we got to California. From there we worked our way back across the north to New York. We were driving in an RV, and I remember the tour was exceptionally long. We even hit some blizzards, which was crazy because before that I’d never been in the snow. That tour was booked out of New York, by an agency that was doing all of the Earache bands at the time.

		Another thing I remember about that trip was that we played a few nights in the same clubs as GG Allin, always the day after he played them. I remember walking into the club in San Antonio, and there was this big letter G made of shit smeared on the wall. I also remember Phil from Pantera was at the show later that night, because he knew Rick [Rozz] somehow.

		As soon as the U. S. tour was done, we went back to Europe a second time with Grave and Immolation. That tour was called Insanity Over Europe, and it started right around when the EP Inhu-man Condition was released and Steve Swanson had just joined the band. I think Grave was touring for their first album Into the Grave. Ultimately, that ended up being my last European tour, and I quit Massacre on the last day.

		

		Tomas Lindberg (Lock Up, At the Gates, Grotesque)

		

		BEYOND THE GATES

		

		At the Gates finally made it out of Sweden in the summer of 1991. We made a trip with Therion to play two shows in Germany and Austria. We actually played at the Eiskeller club in Leipzig, which was the same place where Mayhem recorded their infamous live album in 1990. We piled in the van and made the trip, which actually ended up being one of those insane hit-or-miss deals. That was all we did until maybe a year later, when we did a one week mini-tour with My Dying Bride, who were also on Peaceville Records. I think the tour was somehow organized through Peaceville, because we didn’t yet have some separate tour agency booking then, although I think they started to appear around that time. Before that, it was much more DIY.

		This was all in stark contrast to the heavy touring we did after Slaughter of the Soul. When that album was released at the end of 1995 we did a five-week European tour with Unleashed, then two weeks in the U. K. with Dissection. We also did North America twice, once with Morbid Angel and once with Napalm Death. The first one was with Morbid Angel and Dissection, which was a really great tour when you think back on it, but we were so young I don’t think we realized at the time just how cool it was. We really didn’t know anything. It was only just starting, yet at the same time the band was falling apart. I remember Erik Rutan [from Morbid Angel] being very friendly and hanging out with us a lot. It’s always very cool when there’s a guy from the main band being so supportive, you know?

		Additionally, the vastness of the continent was amazing for us. It was like being in a movie! Near the end, we went back to Europe for a six-week tour with Napalm Death, and that was the last thing we did. That was a hectic year! On the Morbid Angel tour we shared the bus with Dissection, ‘cause Morbid Angel had their own, and on the Napalm Death tour we shared the bus with them.

		

		Luc Lemay (Gorguts)

		

		THE ‘CONSIDERED DEAD’ TOUR

		

		The first time we toured the U. S. was early 1992, with Cannibal Corpse and Atheist. We shared a van with Cannibal Corpse and we supplied the trailer, which was actually a rebuilt horse-carrying trailer. We ended up meeting them in Toronto in February, so we hooked everything up there. It was the middle of winter, unbearably cold. From there we drove to Montréal, but during the show in Montréal, some of the guys forgot their keys in the van. So while trying to open a side window on the van, we ended up breaking it. So to “fix” it, we ended up taping cardboard to the window.

		The next show was in New York City, which I think ended up being canceled, but on the way we kept hearing this strange noise in the back of the van. Then, after getting on the George Washington Bridge to go into the city, we got stuck and couldn’t move. So, this guy Psycho got out to look—he was a friend of Cannibal Corpse’s who I think used to work at Roadrunner—and saw that the hitch from the trailer was tearing the bumper off the van. So, we tried to call the van company from an emergency phone that was on the GW bridge. That bridge, you know, it’s not a good place to stop and take a leak or anything, and this was 9 a. m. in the morning, rush hour! Eventually another van came and we changed the trailer to the new van, but the guy didn’t check to see if the hitch was correct, so when the new van drove off with the trailer it didn’t make it a hundred feet before the trailer popped off, whipped up and ripped a hole in the back door. Then the trailer went rolling by itself into traffic, lost a wheel and ran into the barrier on the other side. Tabarnak! People say they talked about [it] on the news, but, man, that was a shitty day.

		After that, the tour was great, especially when we were getting to California for the first time. I remember at one show Gene Hoglan stopped by, the guys from Autopsy, et cetera. It was just surreal, after listening to Dark Angel all my teenage years, to see him at our show, and I was writing letters with Autopsy since the late 1980s tape trading days. I even drew a cartoon impression of the band and sent it to them long before that, and when I saw Chris [Reifert], he said, “Yeah, we all live together and we have that cartoon up in our living room!” That is one of my best memories. That is what is so great about metal: just timeless camaraderie and global brotherhood, you know?

		

		Marc Grewe (Morgoth)

		

		OUT FROM GERMANY, 1989

		

		After the Resurrection Absurd demo was released as a vinyl EP in 1989, we did our first tour with Pestilence and Autopsy that winter. It was not like a full European tour, like it would be by today’s standards. It was through Germany, Holland, France, Austria, the U.K., and maybe a little of Scandinavia. At the time it was probably one of the first full death metal tours to be undertaken, and actually I think Morbid Angel and Napalm Death were touring at the same time.

		The tours were booked weird then, not as professional as they are now. It was in the van, and we played in these venues that often wouldn’t have a real PA or lights. It could be in a garage somewhere, with neon lights, but it didn’t matter because we were like, “Wow, we are on tour.” It was something special, because in a sense we were still just fans. It was a pain, ’cause only one of us could drive the van, so everyone else was usually drinking. It was this old, beat up, hippie Volkswagen. I have no idea how we even got the equipment in there.

		Pestilence was a band we really looked up to, and although Autopsy were still not that well known in Europe, from the first day I was like, “What the fuck is this? This is awesome! They should be huge!” I think a lot of the people then still didn’t get it; it was early on and Chris [Reifert] was using fucked up drum heads and they had these dirty sounding guitars. But in reality, that is what I was really impressed with; it was just so nasty.

		

		TO NORTH AMERICA, 1991 The first time we made it to the States was with Kreator, right after Cursed came out. We were the opener, and then it was Biohazard playing second. On the East Coast, I remember there was a lot of hardcore people for Biohazard. Then the more westward we went, the more we would see the death metal crowds, especially in California, and close to the Mexican border. We did that tour in a shitty RV that was completely trashed afterwards. It was a really long tour, a few months I think.

		We’d been in the U. S. before the tour already to mix our album with Randy Burns, who we were excited to work with because he did the Seven Churches album [1985, by Possessed]. It was in L. A. at the Music Grinder Studio, and we started the tour immediately after that. It’s funny, our driver on that tour was Walter Trachsler, the guitar player in Death when Chuck skipped out on that European tour. We also had the sound guy from Iced Earth helping out, and it was an especially fun time because of that RV. We had the privilege to see so much more of the States than if we were on a bus. We could just go anywhere and sleep in the RV, you know?

		Some shows were shit, though. I remember one in particular in Poughkeepsie, NY. There was maybe just 25 people standing there with their arms crossed, and it was like, what the fuck? Back then I didn’t expect that, so I was kind of getting pissed. The best show I think was the Hollywood Palladium. It was a kind of festival or something, as I think Death Angel, Dark Angel, and Excel all played. Florida was great: we played Jannus Landing in St. Petersburg, this open air kind of place. I remember meeting the Atheist guys and Kam Lee. Guys who I’d known only through writing letters and trading tapes.

		

		Rob Barrett (Cannibal Corpse, ex-Malevolent Creation, ex-Solstice)

		

		THE 1992 TOUR

		

		My first official tour was with Malevolent Creation in the summer of 1992. It was the Complete Control tour, with Obituary headlining, support from Agnostic Front, Cannibal Corpse, and then Malevolent Creation. It was a long summer tour, almost two months with about 58 shows. I did not know what to expect, but I knew deep down that I was ready. I was going to learn how to do it and do it for a long time.

		I remember we ended up sharing Cannibal Corpse’s longtime sound guy Paul Babikian, who was actually in the band Resurrection from New Jersey, and we also ended up splitting a bus with Cannibal Corpse on that tour. However, it soon became obvious that all of the show money we made went right back into that bus. So, it did not really make [Alex] Marquez happy when we went home with no money after that tour. But for that being the first tour, we did very well. I jumped right into having killer shows in front of a lot of people, so in that sense, I was lucky because I can’t really say that I’ve been on a shitty tour where no one was showing up, you know? I was in the right band at the right time for it to happen, I guess.

		You hear a lot of stories about bands grinding it out for years just waiting for that right tour that opens up the door for them, so I was fortunate in that regard. Even though we didn’t make any money on that tour, for me, I was thinking it was not that bad. The money paid our way, you know? We did great, and the band got a lot of exposure, but as soon as you get dropped off out of that bus, it was like, “Whoa, back to reality.” It was one of those tours you just never wanted to end in that way. It was memorable because all the bands really got along well. It was not like one of those tours where after the shows the bands all go their separate ways backstage. We were always hanging out with each other, and it was like we were all “one big band.” For us, in Malevolent Creation, we were all into hardcore when we were kids, so to be out with one of the biggest hardcore bands at the time was an honor for me personally—especially on our first tour. The crowds were very receptive, and there were a few fights here and there in certain cities, but each band’s crowd came out and it worked well. I think it’s good to always combine genres a bit, and at least back then, the original-style hardcore had the same energy as death metal and had a lot more in common than it does today.

		

		TOURING WITH CANNIBAL CORPSE After the summer tour with Malevolent Creation, Alex and I left the band and decided to focus on Solstice since we had the record deal and the album out. At the time we were in Miami, and I was working as a courier down there as a bike messenger when we had a little blowout with things and decided not to jam together after all.

		In December of 1992 I got a call from Alex Webster, and he told me they parted ways with Bob Rusay, and that they wanted me to come up and learn the set for an upcoming tour, and a few others after that. So I flew up to Buffalo to rehearse with them and learned the set over a two-week period. I already knew many of their songs, so it was a pretty smooth transition. My first tour with them was with Unleashed and Epidemic in January of 1993. It was the Tomb of the Mutilated U. S. tour. I think Unleashed and Epidemic worked out some deal to share gear and transportation, and we were traveling in an RV. So even though I did all the tours for Tomb of the Mutilated, I didn’t actually record with Cannibal Corpse until The Bleeding in late 1993.

		Shortly after that tour, we went over to Europe to do the Full of Hate festival tour with Death, Carcass, Tiamat, and Gorefest. I think it was booked through the Blue Star agency out of Germany. Getting to Europe that first time was amazing; it was all new to me. It was such a big tour that they hired a catering team to travel with us and cook. It was very well organized; great venues. We split the bus with Tiamat, and I think they were those old beat-the-street, low-rider buses.

		After that, I recall we went back again to headline a summer tour with Hypocrisy and Desultory, both from Sweden. I think it was Hypocrisy’s first tour, and I remember it was just hot as fuck over there, and we had this crazy bus that looked like a public bus that they just gutted, and then half-ass refitted it with some makeshift bunks. I can’t recall exactly, but I think it didn’t even have a toilet on it, because I remember always having to go outside to take a piss. Plus, there was no A/C, so we were sweating our asses off the whole time. I remember Hypocrisy was traveling alongside in a camper. That was when they had Masse Broberg singing for them, who later would be known as Caligula in Dark Funeral.

		Shortly after that I think we started writing The Bleeding. We actually went back to do the Full of Hate fest again in 1994, along with Morbid Angel, Unleashed, Samael, and Disgust from the U. K. That was another awesome tour. Back then before the European Union, there were a lot more border checkpoints, so you had to regularly get up out of your bunk, and go into the office and wait while they would send a dog on the bus. I think sometimes if the countries had some sort of political problem with each other, it would be even worse. One time we were doing a tour with Immolation, in 1996. I think we were on Vile and they were on Here in After. We were trying to get through Serbia from Croatia, but they wouldn’t let us in, so they made us drive around the country another way. I think they had tanks facing each other at the border!

		

		Mitch Harris (Napalm Death, Righteous Pigs)

		

		‘HARMONY CORRUPTION’ AND THE U.S. GRINDCRUSHER TOUR

		

		My first shows with Napalm Death were all over the place. We ended up rehearsing for a month or two, and then we went to Florida to record Harmony Corruption [1990]. When we were there, we actually played a show in Florida, with Atheist and Deicide. Also while we were there, Sepultura asked us to do some shows with them and R. D. P. [Ratos de Porão] down in Brazil, so one day I had to go down to Miami to get a visa. We flew there and did two shows. I remember watching the crowd just going nuts when R. D. P. played. I’d never heard of them before that, and I was just blown away. They were just tight as fuck.

		So, looking at the crowd, you could tell they had albums like F.E.T.O. and Scum, because when we went on they were like, “Who the fuck are these dudes? I don’t recognize anyone!” So, like fools, we decided to play like ten songs off of Harmony Corruption, and they’re all standing there just looking at us. We made a bunch of mistakes; it was a total fucking mess, to be honest. The next night we were supposed to play before Sepultura, because we had an early flight the following morning. There, we played all the old songs, and the crowd went nuts. We learned that maybe we should wait until people hear the new album before dumping a bunch of new songs on them, you know?

		The first full on tour after that was the U. S. Grindcrusher tour with Godflesh and Nocturnus [March 21st to May 19th, 1991]. On that tour, there wasn’t that sort of backlash like in Brazil regarding the new material. We played the new songs, and honestly, the scenes that had the best record stores in places like Florida, Seattle, San Francisco, New York, et cetera, would always have the biggest and most vibrant crowds. Harmony Corruption was the first U. S. domestic release, and although a lot of people had still yet to hear it, the tour was still killer in places like L. A. or Chicago where they were hardcore into the band for years and it was their first chance to see us live. It was strange that we were also riding on the crest of this wave that was happening in the scene then. That was not the point of why we went to Morrisound Studios; it was just like all of a sudden all this music was exploding and pointing in one direction. It was cool, because I was waiting for something like that to happen back in 1987. It was like, “Come on, we need to get this music out there.” Until then it was import only. No one knew about it.

		I remember we did that first tour on a bus, which was weird. We just kind of went with the flow at that point and let the manager deal with it. It slept like 12 to 15 people, so we brought our crew from England with us. I was used to doing everything DIY-style up until then with Righteous Pigs, so it was kind of weird to step back and just assume that someone knows what they are doing. They did all the things for a band that is supposedly doing well, but then you realize “Oh … how much does this bus cost?” You’d get to the end of the tour and you’d think, “What do you mean there is no money?” So they say, “Well, you brought a crew—a lighting guy, a sound guy, a guitar and a drum tech, and you paid them in English wages.” So it’s like, OK, something to think about for future reference.

		The tour was the three bands across the continent, but I think Godflesh missed a few shows because their drum machine broke. [They were] in the back trying to reprogram this thing that looked like an old typewriter. I was like, “Wow, so that’s what they look like … well, it sounds good.”

		The show in Los Angeles on that tour was the most memorable. Napalm Death had already done a weekend in New York City before I joined the band, but this show was the first one out there, at a place called the Receda Country Club [on April 20, 1991]. I remember it as a good show, but there was some kind of a gang riot and fights, and apparently some people were stabbed and I think a few people died. There were all kinds of stage-invasions going on, and at one point this guy gets up on stage, and grabs this jug of smoke fluid for the smoke machine thinking it’s water or something. The stage tech is like, “Don’t drink that, mate!” However, he takes a big drink of it and then jumps back into the crowd. The funny thing is my parents came to that show from Las Vegas, and they couldn’t believe what the fuck just happened. In fact, everyone in the room couldn’t believe what happened.

		

		RUSSIA, 1992 The first time we went to Russia, in December of 1992, they were still in transition from communism. We actually drove to Moscow from Poland, and it was one of the roughest rides of my life. I thought potholes in New York were bad! It took forever, but along the way we stopped at this restaurant on the side of the road. We walked in, and it was just incredibly dark inside, with only a fireplace to light the room. People were showing up on horses and carriages outside. They brought us these small rations of soup with chopped up meat cubes in it that they cooked in the fire. We ended up doing two shows, back to back on the 4th and the 5th. Each show had about 7,000 people and they took place in these hockey arenas. While we were playing, we would see these military police guys out in the crowd just beating people. They were telling everyone to get out on these loudspeakers, and threatening removal by force if no one listened. Then afterwards, the soldiers were hanging out, wanting to take pictures with us, and offering us vodka. They brought us beer in these brown bottles that just had tin foil on the top, with a rubber band around it. That was the cap! Jesse was drinking that shit, and I was like, “Man, I don’t know about that, bro!”

		I just couldn’t believe I was there. Before that, there was just so much propaganda in the United States about how evil they were, but once you meet them, it’s like, “Hey, they are just like us.” I remember [one] night they put us up in this big hotel out in the middle of this field somewhere, outside the city. I swear it looked just like the Overlook Hotel from The Shining, except it was more run down. It was huge, with hundreds of rooms, but I think we were the only people there. I recall getting into our room and when I went to use the bathroom, I looked down and the toilet paper was this box of perfectly cut squares of newspaper. But you know, whatever works. It was just us and the reception lady, and I remember thinking that we just played in front of 7,000 people, and now we are sitting here in the middle of nowhere by ourselves. I remember the next day when we took that photo [the famous pic of Napalm Death in front of the propaganda mural featuring the soldier], it was like minus 37° Celsius. We got out of bed in Moscow at like 8 a.m. to do the photos before our flight that day. I didn’t expect it to be that cold; I was borrowing sweaters right off of people.

		

		STAGE ETIQUETTE 101 More recently, we were back in Russia playing this one show where this guy just climbs up on stage, runs full speed across and punches me in the jaw. Then he just jumped right back into the crowd. I was like, “Are you fucking serious?” It sounded in my head like I got hit by a fucking cannonball, but I just kept playing. I was in shock. Since then I have been a little leery of stage divers, especially if someone gets up and grabs you, or tries to hug you. It’s like, “Dude, I am kinda busy right now … don’t touch me.” I mean, having a barrier out there in front of the stage is a big buzz-kill, but on the other hand, I’m not a fan of having tons of people on stage, because if someone gets in my way, I don’t have a problem getting them out of my way. It’s only the ones who are disrespectful. It’s like, “Dude, I’m trying to do a show here, and you get on stage and push me out of the way so you can do your stagedive?” Of course, you just have to control your temper and deal with things, but in the heat of the moment you do realize how aggressive you actually feel. It’s pretty scary how it can turn ugly if things go the wrong way. Things can snap in a heartbeat, but we always try and maintain composure. It can get frustrating. If people want to jump on and jump off, that’s cool; it’s only when microphones start getting knocked into your face and your pedals get stomped that it gets to be like, “Come on, man?!”

		

		INDONESIA RULES Through all of our travels, I think the craziest audience was in Indonesia, in Jakarta. We just didn’t know what to expect, but there were about 7,000 people at the show, and it’s funny because we were taken to the venue on a boat. They put us in these little boats with these little engines, and shuttled us around to the backstage, back and forth. I remember after the show when they took us back, there were all these kissing couples on the docks in the dark. I was like, “What is going on?” But I guess the cultural situation there means that people have to be secret about that sort of thing. It was like “lover’s central” right next to the show! But the concert itself was nuts; the enthusiasm was over the top. I guess our albums were released there on cassette for years, so they had the whole catalog.

		

		IT ISN’T ALL FUN AND GAMES EITHER Touring and recording is not really a job when your job becomes your life. But it isn’t all fun and games either. The show is always the best part. There is just so much sitting around, so much sleeping in vans and on airport floors, waiting for or missing connecting flights. Hours and hours of time to kill and being tired. It’s not for everyone. Some of the best musicians couldn’t handle touring. We’ve played every toilet from Birmingham to Pennsyltucky, and I still love it and enjoy it.

		The best is when you’re involved with the bands you’re touring with, it’s a good package, and everyone is working together in some way to make it happen. You get time at home too, so it isn’t all nonstop. I like to be out there and meet the people, and also see friends and family in faraway places. It can be like a holiday in that sense. The best part is when you make a new album and you get excited to play those new songs live, and see how people are going to react to it. Although we still love playing songs like Suffer the Children —we can never cut that one. It’s always fun to play. Some songs just never get boring because people still enjoy them. It’s like you don’t even think about it anymore, you just play it. Songs like Scum. They never get old to me. Some songs do get old, but that’s just the nature of things. Some things don’t last forever, man.

		

		Takaaki Ohkuma (Necrophile)

		

		IN AMERICA, 1991

		

		Necrophile played several gigs in the U. S. after we released the Dissociated Modernity EP, which was on Baphomet Records out of Los Angeles. It was the summer of 1991, and we stayed for over three weeks. We played gigs with such bands as Sadistic Intent, Nausea, and Deceased, and it remains a great memory for us. We stayed with our friends, like Enrique of Sadistic Intent in Los Angeles, Sean Panek of Psychoslaughter Records in Pittsburgh, who released the Multiplex EP in 1991, and King Fowley of Deceased in Virginia, who hosted us and organized our schedule there.

		We were in Los Angeles for about one week, where we played parties during the night with many local bands. One show we played was with Sadistic Intent, Nausea, Sarcastic, Vehemence, and more. There were a lot of people there, and the mosh pit while we were playing was simply incredible. I remember there was this girl who was bleeding from her forehead, and she was still moshing around right in front of us!

		The next week we went to Pittsburgh, where we stayed at Sean’s grandmother’s house, and hung out with the guys from Rottrevore. The thing was, when we arrived in Pittsburgh, Sean didn’t show up to meet us—he thought we were arriving the next day!—so we stayed at a motel near the airport. It was all just so much fun. While we were there, our gig was canceled for some reason, but we enjoyed the rehearsals with Rottrevore in their garage.

		Overall, the only bad thing was when we were enjoying a visit to a local record shop in downtown Pittsburgh, and all of our suitcases were stolen from our vehicle outside. To our surprise, the crime was reported on the news of the local TV station: poor Japanese youth! Also, we went to see the Sepultura and Napalm Death shows at a local club outside Pittsburgh, where the guys recognized us, because we were the only Asians at the show, and gave us some things for free! I enjoyed wearing the short pants of Napalm Death during our trip and also after coming back to Japan! It was the worst, but also the best, experience for us.

		After that, in Virginia, we stayed at King’s and other friends’ houses, and they drove us to somewhere in New Jersey, where we played a gig with Deceased and others—sorry, I don’t remember their names. A highlight was seeing both my pals Ross from Immolation and John from Incantation at the gig. The show wasn’t as big as the one we played in Los Angeles, but I think at least a hundred people were there, and we got crazy. It was just great to see the death metal fanatics in the U. S., and the sound at the gigs/ rehearsals sounded much heavier than in Japan, perhaps because of the difference in voltage—20 % higher in U. S.? There were lots of parties, almost every night!

		

		Tony Laureano (Eulogy, Insidious Disease, ex-Nile, ex-Angelcorpse)

		

		FROM BUS TO VAN … AND BACK AGAIN

		

		The first tour I ever did was playing drums for Malevolent Creation in December of 1995. It was a European tour with Vader and two other bands, and it was on a double-decker European tour bus, where all the bunks are upstairs, and the lounge is downstairs. It was a bit of a culture shock. I didn’t know what to expect. Here we were, packed in a tour bus with two other bands, making for a pretty crowded experience.

		When you tour overseas, you don’t bring all your equipment with you, only the small items like guitars, drum pedals, cymbals, and snare drum. So you usually end up renting a backline that includes the main drum kit and the guitar cabs or sharing the gear provided by one of the other bands based out of where you’re touring. In this instance, the equipment we were provided belonged to the company that booked the tour, Metalysee, a company out of Belgium, and it was used on all the tours they booked. Needless to say, it was abysmal. One thing I vividly recall were the bass drum legs not having feet, so Doc from Vader—R. I. P. —and I had to put cinder blocks in front of the kicks to keep them from sliding. We actually carried these with us on the whole tour. Thankfully, Metalysee started using rental equipment later on, so I didn’t have to deal with that again. That tour was very different than others I’ve been on. We went to many smaller towns and villages that showed me the “real” Europe, as opposed to only doing main cities, and to this day, I’ve never been back to many of those places, so I’m thankful I saw them.

		The next few tours I did were as a drum tech for Cannibal Corpse during the Vile tours of ’96/’97. These were in the U. S. and again on a tour bus; however, this time it was just band and crew. There were about nine of us total on board, so it was a much more comfortable experience because the tour buses in the U. S. are much better than the European ones. Later, in the summer of 1997, I did my first van tour. That was a bit of an eye opener. Instead of the relative comfort of a bus, I was now crammed into a van. We had to drive these ridiculous distances. I remember playing Milwaukee Metalfest that summer, and our next show was then three days later in Concord, California!

		Looking back, some of the most fun tours I’ve been on have been van tours. You’re on your own schedule, and you can pretty much do what you want. Since there isn’t the escape of staying on the bus, you have no choice but to hang out and talk to people in the venue or elsewhere. You also get to experience more, [for example] stopping to see sights you wouldn’t [see] if you were traveling on a bus, and a lot of the time you’d end up crashing at people’s houses. Otherwise, you might be sleeping in a cramped van with four to five other guys—not really the best sleep you’re going to get. Of course, staying at some stranger’s place could go south as well. You never knew what you were getting into. Sometimes it was fine, and sometimes you had the occasion like we had in Kingman, Arizona in 1999. Angelcorpse and Krisiun were on tour together, and some girl at the gig offered to let us crash at her house. Her home was in appalling condition, not so much dilapidated, but just dirty. There was so much crap and clutter on her floor you could barely see the carpet. It was insane. Needless to say, I slept in the van that night.

		

		Nicholas Barker (Lock Up, Monolith, ex-Cradle of Filth, ex-Dimmu Borgir)

		

		THE EARLY TOURS WITH CANCER AND DEICIDE, 1990 AND 1993

		

		I would see Carl [Stokes] from Cancer around at shows back then, and we gradually struck up a friendship. In December of 1990, he told me that Cancer were going on tour with Deicide and Messiah from Switzerland, and he asked me if I’d come along with them as a drum tech. I gladly accepted, because I’d never been on tour before. I was just a total rookie, 17 years old. However, I learned that all I really had to do was just set up the drums and then take them down properly each night. So by the end of the first week of the tour, Steve [Asheim] from Deicide asked me if I could tech for him as well, and that was how I began my friendship with those guys. So we did a full European tour. From that journey I can say that Glen Benton is responsible for my pot addiction! He was like, “Come on and smoke,” and the first time I tried it I fucking puked.

		The first Deicide album came out that year, and I remember they had tons of press in England. I remember Glen just being Glen, with the “I’m going to kill myself when I turn 33” rants, et cetera. Stuff like, “When we come to Europe we are not going to fly, we are going to take the boat so we won’t have to be closer to God!” He was totally fanatical, and he’d just burned that cross into his forehead before that tour, so it was all scabbed up and really fresh. He brought that crucifix with him, and I remember him being like, “Come on, Barker, let me brand you, let me brand you!” And I was like, “Nope, ain’t gonna happen.” I remember one night they were taking a blowtorch to the crucifix, getting it bright orange hot, and the little Jesus figure on it just popped right off of it and went flying across the room. They made a big deal of that; it was fucking cool. It was like a fucking dream! It was great fun; all the Deicide guys were super cool.

		Later, in 1993, when the Sins of Mankind album dropped, I played drums for Cancer on their European tour with Cerebral Fix and Gomorrah, because Carl the drummer was involved in a serious motorcycle accident that almost killed him. He was in the hospital for months with broken arms and legs. The band couldn’t cancel the tour, because the promoter was threatening to sue them if they pulled out, so I filled in. We had two days’ rehearsal, but I pretty much knew the songs anyway because I watched him play every night on previous tours. We shared a nightliner with the other bands, and it was about four weeks in western Europe, but back then there was no European Union, so all the border checkpoints were way more of a nightmare, as well as the multiple currencies. You’d wake up at a gas station somewhere, and walk in to get something, but you had money from the next country over that was not any good where you were.

		I can’t remember too much from it, because we were drinking quite a lot on that one, but I remember one show in Spain, where we went on stage at like 4 a. m. in Madrid. It was a great vibe all around as we were three English bands. Cerebral Fix were from Birmingham. I really loved their Life Sucks and Then You Die album.

		As many remember, James Murphy also joined Cancer for a minute. When Cancer was at Morrisound Studios, recording Death Shall Rise, they asked him to do some guest solos. So at that time they got along really well, and since he didn’t have a gig, they asked him to join, and so he did. But I think he had a really hard time afterwards, because he was over in England a lot when he first joined, and I think he really struggled with that. It’s not fucking Florida, you know, it rains a lot. Also I think he was used to a higher level of touring, and wasn’t used to going around in a van that much. He did several tours with Cancer, both European and American. But it didn’t work out in the end.
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		Ola Lindgren (Grave)

		

		IT WAS JUST THE BEAUTY OF THE MOMENT

		

		The first tour we did was in September of 1991, with Malevolent Creation in Europe. That was the first time we played outside of Sweden. I was 20 at the time, and it was quite an overwhelming four-week journey. People were really into it, and it was great to get out and see that everybody knew the songs. We were playing something like 50 % of the first album, as well as some demo tracks and other stuff. I guess for that time, it was just the beauty of the moment, without the Internet or anything. There was no chance to go on YouTube and check out this new band and see how they are live, or watch a Grave live recording from anywhere in the world, for example. It was like, you got your ticket to that show, and that was the first time you were going to see the band. There was no way you could know how they were live otherwise, so the anticipation was much more crazy. The same thing happened when we went to the States, in February 1992, supporting Massacre, which was also totally amazing. To go over when I was 21 years old, and drive around for like 6 or 7 weeks in vans and campers, was just a dream come true.

		

		Tony Lazaro (Vital Remains)

		

		THE 1993 TOUR WITH AUTOPSY

		

		By ’91 and ’92 we were doing our own little mini tours, just trading shows with friends’ bands, until we got our first real tour, which was with Autopsy in 1993. That tour was about three-and-a-half weeks, and I think they were going out in support of Acts of the Unspeakable. Where we come from, Autopsy were just huge and very influential. Our singer at the time, Jeff [Gruslin], worked it out somehow, because at the time he was doing all the mail and tape trading for the band. I think he got a hold of this guy in Chicago who was putting the tour together, and they all worked it out. It was a full U. S. tour, and Chris [Reifert] and those guys were so fucking cool. They taught us a lot about the road. It was funny because they partied pretty hard and they claimed that no one could hang with them. They were using an RV, and we were piled into a van. We never had to make such long drives before, and it was a challenge not to fall asleep at the wheel each night. I remember driving behind them and seeing Chris Reifert’s face in the back window, just laughing at us while he was smoking, as they were swerving down the road in that camper. They had these two huge, 400-pound roadie/security dudes that they brought out with them, and every once and while on tour, one of us would go on the camper and try to hang with them.

		One night, we sent our bass player Joe [Lewis] on with them, cause he partied a lot and we thought he could hang. Next thing you know, we are following them and several miles down the road, they pull over and through him out the side door! We pulled over, and he was laying there passed out in the grass, so we had to pick him up and carry him back to the van! He just couldn’t hang. Autopsy were just the biggest partiers ever.

		I remember when we finally made it out to California, we played in L. A. and there were like 500 Mexicans at the show. It was crazy! It was cool coming from a small state to be out on tour to find out that people all the way out there were into your band. We played this hall on top of a Chinese restaurant, in Chinatown. The place almost caught on fire, and people were just getting thrown around everywhere. I recall looking out and Piotr [Wiwczarek] from Vader, who I’d never met, was at the show. As it turned out, they were on their first U. S. tour as well with Dismember, and had a day off in L. A. Later Dismember even got up and played some songs. The whole tour was a real experience, because we were young and just finding out about things. You have to remember this was underground and before the Internet was widespread, so there was really no way to calculate or understand how popular you were, or how far your music was going. Like when we got into Chicago and the place was sold out … we just never knew what to expect. We didn’t really eat on that tour, and we came home with no money, but we didn’t care because it was all just about playing your music and having fun. Now bands are all about getting paid, but on your first tour it’s not even a consideration; you’re just happy to be playing every night.

		

		John Gallagher (Dying Fetus)

		

		1996: THE FIRST TIME OUT

		

		Despite being more or less an unsigned band, we got an offer in the summer of 1996 to tour with Kataklysm and Monstrosity in North America. The first time out is always fun, seeing places like the West Coast, and stopping through places like Las Vegas. Just to see that death metal was alive in all these different cities for the first time was memorable, and getting to meet all those people who we’d only known before through writing letters and sending demos around. The thing is, I had a good full-time job with the government then, so I couldn’t really take off from work to tour. So I had a friend create a fake doctor’s note, and I gave it to my boss telling him I was under doctor’s orders to stay home for a month for an undisclosed illness. This was before everyone had a computer, so it seemed more or less realistic. Well, it worked, despite making up the doctor’s name and having no phone number on the note anywhere.

		So, we rented an Enterprise cargo van that was all empty in the back, and we put a couch in the back of it. We rented it for a month with unlimited mileage, but the terms stipulated we had to “keep it local.” Needless to say they were freaked out when we brought it back four weeks later with something like 18,000 miles on it, plus a smashed front end from hitting a deer in Michigan.

		I recall that one of the first shows was in Minneapolis. If anyone knows the scene there, then they remember who Don Decker was [R. I. P. ]. He was the singer in Anal Blast, but he also had a record store there and was involved in organizing the Milwaukee Metalfest as well. I just remember showing up at the club, and he treated us like kings. He got us all a steak dinner, and since we had a day off before the show he got us tickets to the No Doubt concert that night at First Avenue. After that, we went to Chicago and met some of the guys from Fleshgrind and Broken Hope, and from there we drove to Denver where we played a show that Lenzig from Cephalic Carnage booked [at the Aztlan Theater], and we ended up staying at his place afterwards. Towards the end of the tour I somehow got into a kind of drunken wrestling match with Nick Miller, who was the drummer in Kataklysm at the time. I think it was in Texas somewhere. The thing is, he is a Native American, and I mistakenly and carelessly called him “chief.” I was not saying it derogatorily; it was just a coincidence because I said that all the time, and the Jägermeister confused things even more. So he got fired up, and what started as a friendly wrestling match turned ugly when he pinned me down, kicked my ass, and tore my leg up. So I went home after that and had to get an MRI, thus getting a real doctor’s note for my injuries, and ended up getting another few weeks off from work.

		In retrospect, I never though I would be touring for a living, and it’s always a gamble when you first start going with that life, instead of the more predictable path of a full-time job. But looking back, the life experiences I’ve gotten from all the touring have been amazing, and I know it was the right decision.

		

		THE BRUTAL SUMMER TOUR The first trip to Europe was in 1998, for what was called the Brutal Summer Tour. That was a rough one. It started three days after the end of four weeks in North America with Deeds of Flesh. We flew over there in August of 1998, which we learned later was vacation time and festival season, or, in other words, the worst time to try and do an underground DIY death metal tour. So, we were there for a month with Deranged from Sweden, and Defaced Creation, who were also from Sweden and later became Aeon.

		Despite that, there were good shows. I remember Poland was really cool; it was the first time we ever felt important or famous in a sense, because we pulled up in front of the theater in Rzeszów, which is a city in the eastern part of the country near the Ukrainian border, and a crowd of people swarmed around our camper—we were traveling in an RV. We got off, and everyone was cheering, asking for pictures and for autographs, and that never happened before. It was obvious they really appreciated us making the long trip to play the show. Although the theater was packed full with hundreds of people, I got shocked really bad that night because the PA was improperly grounded. It was just miserable: I actually saw an arc of electricity shooting between my lips and the microphone.

		Another thing I remember is we were starving the whole time, because we weren’t really getting paid for the trip, and all the show money was going to expenses. We only ate when we got to the clubs, and only then if they had any food for us. I remember in Poland they gave us some kind of hamburger, but it wasn’t beef, it was some crazy, inedible shit.

		The tour was booked by this guy named Christian, who had a DIY booking agency called Millennium. I remember grilling him out a lot because things were really unorganized and unprofessional. The tour was fun, but the driver was an asshole and almost wrecked the camper many times. We would say, “You better hope we die if you wreck, because we are going to kill you if we live.” There were always communication breakdowns, or just dealing with idiots.

		

		LEFT IN THE SHOWER A few years later we were back in Europe, and there was another memorable problem. We were in France, I think we were on tour with Vader and Cryptopsy, and since the club didn’t have showers on site, they arranged for a shuttle to take us to a hotel across town. I took a shower, and was already back [at the venue by the time] when Vader were playing. A little while later, I looked out at the crowd and the shuttle driver was there headbanging and drinking beer. I thought to myself, “Hey, isn’t that guy supposed to be picking up the rest of the band at the hotel now?” But I didn’t think too much about it. Then later, after the show was over, we were all looking around, wondering where our singer and drummer were. Everyone was waiting around on the bus, and partying in the parking lot, when here comes Vince Matthews, our singer, walking up naked with only a towel wrapped around his waist, in bare feet, screaming and yelling. He ended up having to walk through the city in nothing but a towel, looking for the club. Everyone was like, what the fuck, and he was threatening to kill the driver. Our drummer had clothes, but I guess the guy somehow locked Vince’s clothes in a room next to the shower, came back to the show, and then totally forgot to go back and pick them up.

		

		Paul Speckmann (Master, Abomination)

		

		IN HONDURAS

		

		In 1998 we went to Central America. Upon arrival in Honduras, I recall entering the venue and there was nothing but warm beer to drink. At that point, the drummer and I headed to the nearest supermarket to buy a few bottles of water. When we returned to the venue, which was a pretty packed hall, we noticed that a nearby cloak room was burning with a small fire. I had to use the stage water we just bought to put the fire out!

		We proceeded to the stage to start the show, and while we were playing Mangled Dehumanization, a piece of wood appeared out of nowhere, and the members of the audience suddenly began to hit each other, drawing blood in the pit. Someone tapped me on the shoulder and to my surprise, needless to say, it was a policeman with a machine gun. The officer ran his finger across his throat and smiled! I said, “Uno momento por favor, señor.” The officer smiled again, so I finished the song. We left the venue escorted by the officers and were then put into taxi cabs as the show was broken up by the police.

		

		Sherwood Webber (Skinless)

		

		THE MEMORABLE FESTIVALS

		

		The festivals were very memorable in the ’90 s. By then, the Milwaukee Metalfest was the most popular in the United States, and although it may have been a ripoff for many bands, it was still incredibly fun. Bands who played, most of the openers and smaller acts, had to sell tickets in order to get on the fest. So it was kind of a strange deal, where bands were buying on at about $1,000 each through ticket sales and would then drive all the way out there and sometimes get stuck playing at 11:30 on a Sunday morning when the doors first opened. It was also worth it in a way, because that was the show to be at, and that’s where we ended up meeting and networking with so many of the other bands we knew in the underground.

		Before Skinless played, I remember driving out to Milwaukee in 1998 in a van together with John Dwyer, who did Pathos Productions, Ronny [Kachnic] from Malignancy, and a bunch of others. That was my first taste of jumping into the van and being totally metal for days on end. Later, the New England Metal and Hardcore Festival started in 1999 at the Worcester [MA] Palladium, which was always good for Skinless. To this day I think I’m still banned from that venue! I was determined as a frontman to give the best show possible every night, so in any given venue I’d often seek out the best place, on or around the stage, to climb up and launch myself into the crowd from. At the Palladium, they have these huge speakers in front of the stage that rise about 15 feet above the crowd. I noticed them of course, so during our set I climbed all the way up and did a backflip off the top of them. However, what I didn’t notice was that there were these paramedics below me attending to an injured concertgoer. When I came down, I ended up missing them and was instead safely caught by members of the crowd nearby. Despite that, the festival was not happy with what I did, and both the police and the venue took serious offense. They thought it was me who actually hurt the concertgoer in the first place, so they grabbed me, the band, and our equipment and threw it all outside the building, where a cop further roughed me up a bit. It was all blown way out of proportion, because I never actually hit the kid or anyone else.

		Back at the hotel, more mayhem would ensue. I guess it wasn’t anything out of the ordinary for a traveling death metal band, but when you get all those bands in one hotel after a big festival … well, things can get a little “rock and roll cliché.” It wasn’t unusual for me to be thrown across hotel rooms over the course of an evening. I recall one night after the festival there being in Earache Records’ hotel room, where I was picked up and tossed by four people clear across a full room right into a bunch of people sitting on one of the beds. In that way, “Sherwood tossing” at the hotel party was not any more unusual for me than jumping off of a random balcony or PA system, you know? I was pretty reckless at that time, but I must add that I never got seriously hurt or injured anyone in the process. When madness like that was unfolding the energy was unreal. It wasn’t scripted. Rad shit just happened.

		

		Dallas Toler-Wade (Nile)

		

		THE TOUR WITH INCANTATION

		

		The first tour I did with Nile was when we were offered a month or so trip with Incantation in April of 1998. That was right around the time that Amongst the Catacombs of Nephren-Ka came out, and we were all just more than ready to finally hit the road. It was cool to get the opportunity; we didn’t care what would become of it, or even if we would get the chance to do it again. It was at a time where we almost had given up trying to do the band as a full-time thing, and we were approaching it like, “Well, let’s write some music, put out some records, and try to get whatever shows we can.” So, when that tour came along, it kind of opened the door for us. Shortly after that, Incantation were out on tour with Morbid Angel and Vader, and we ended up getting offered Vader’s slot when they had to drop off unexpectedly. Incantation recommended us as a replacement, and from that we were offered another tour with Morbid Angel a little later. Certainly, those early tours more than helped us to get our name out and get things going.

		It’s funny, on that first tour with Incantation we went out and got this 1972 Dodge camper, and somehow it got us through the entire tour. We went out west and back, covering most of the U. S. on that run. However, on the way home after the last show, we were in the Tennessee mountains when it finally gave out and blew a head gasket! So we almost made it home. That first tour was just surreal in a way, it was very memorable, it’s like, “Wow, we are out here doing this!”

		Soon after that we finally made it over to Europe. It was in 1999. I remember we played the infamous Dynamo festival in the Netherlands, and then we jumped on a big tour I believe with Six Feet Under, Thyrfing, Enslaved, Cryptopsy, and Vader. It was one of those festival tours that Metalysee would do, and we were sharing the bus with Six Feet Under. I remember hanging out with Steve Swanson a lot talking about Cacophony. It was just a great time.

		

		Pete Hammoura (ex-Nile)

		

		NILE’S FIRST TOUR

		

		When we signed to Relapse Records in 1998, there was another band on the label you might know called Incantation. We always loved them and thought they were heavy as fuck. Well, John McEntee [of Incantation] heard us as well, and since we were on the same label, he called us and wanted to know if we wanted to go on a short tour. So, we bought a beat-up old motor home from Karl [Sanders’] boss at the time for 1,000 bucks.

		On the release date of Amongst the Catacombs of Nephren-Ka, which was April 28 th, 1998, we played a live set at the local record store. The next day we packed up a trailer, hitched it to the motor home, and left for Texas to meet up with Incantation where the first show was, at a place called Cardi’s in Houston on May 1 st. We toured until May 24 th. That trip took us from Texas to Florida to Illinois. John and Incantation were hugely responsible for Nile’s success by giving us our first shot at touring. That whole tour was memorable just because it was the first one, and there was such electricity in the air surrounding the shows every night.

		

		Leon del Muerte (Nausea, Murder Construct, ex-Exhumed, ex-Impaled, ex-Phobia)

		

		WELCOME TO THE UNITED KINGDOM

		

		Every time I’ve crossed a border it’s been memorable. Either in that it was excessively difficult to get across, or retardedly easy. It’s never been right up the middle. My favorite border crossing was in 2003, when Exhumed toured with Cephalic Carnage and Inhume. Our bus driver informed us that all the drugs we bought in Holland would have to be consumed forthwith before we got to Calais in France. Everyone partook in Cephalic’s pie-plate full of hash and weed. Even me, and I hadn’t smoked anything since high school. We all got into the bus where it was clearly apparent that everyone was high as a giraffe’s asshole. Once we finally boarded the ferry to Dover, Loek [Peeters] from Inhume decided to indulge in a bottle of gin. Finding that no one else shared his taste for that shit, he just handled it himself. Meanwhile, I was not feeling the motion of the ocean, and thus quietly passed out on a ferry toilet after emptying my guts, ass, bladder, and even balls a little later.

		When we finally landed in Dover, Loek was shit-fucking-faced. It turned out there was a postal strike in England at the time, so our visas never made it to their intended destination. So, we had to wait while the nice old ladies behind the counter decided what the fuck to do with us. Meanwhile, Loek and the Inhume guys had their E. U. passes and decided to harangue us a bit for being extremely high and hung over. Patrick, the fill-in bassist for Cephalic Carnage, had deep black circles under his eyes and could only mutter “I have no fucking idea what is happening right now.” Loek decided to harass the old women behind the counter, telling them “If you want to see a real American idiot, talk to this one!” while pointing at Matt [Harvey]. He went down the line telling them all what a bunch of idiots we were until he got to the last lady and said, “If you want to fuck a real American moron, talk to this one!” pointing at me. Thinking that we were going to be escorted out post-haste, I shrugged my shoulders at the lady who coolly responded in a most professional British tone, “It’s a bit early for that, innit?” Loek eventually passed out, and being one of the three short guys in the band—there’s also three behemoths—one of the bigger dudes simply picked him up like a suitcase by the belt and walked him, doubled over, across the border.

		

		NEVER, UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES … Exhumed did a No Mercy Festival tour in 2004. Lotta rad bands, but my favorite, by far, was Carpathian Forest, whose singer and sole original member didn’t even make it to the first three or four shows due to falling down a flight of stairs and breaking his collar bone. We had a great time drinking with those guys, and they were tons of fun. But when Nattefrost finally showed up, shit went to next-level partying. Everyone was informed that you “can not, under any circumstances” shit in the toilets on the bus. Nattefrost decided he wasn’t having any of that and shit in the bus toilet anyway. The tour manager, a fellow named Bobo, caught wind of this and made him put a plastic bag over his arm and dig his own shit out of the toilet. Homeboy was not happy about that.

		

		TRAMPLED IN BUFFALO A lot of weird shit happens on the road, and my time touring with Phobia had far more than its fair share. I remember we stayed in a punk house in Buffalo, NY, while touring with Extreme Noise Terror. The ENT dudes were smart and grabbed-up the only suitable places for sleeping immediately upon arrival. Meanwhile, I had to take a shit, so I went into the bathroom and did my business, holding the door closed with my fingers under the door because there was no doorknob. After I was done I realized that there was no TP in there, so I had to wipe my ass with some random person’s underwear that was laying on the bathroom floor. Later, I ended up sleeping on a soiled mattress that was in the middle of the floor while people were still standing around partying. At some point someone yelled out “5-0!” and everyone ran the fuck out of the place, totally trampling me and the weird fat chick that laid down on the bed next to me while I was passed out.

		

		EUROPE VS. AMERICA As many underground bands know, touring in the U. S. typically means dealing with shady promoters, bottom-of-the-barrel shows and fighting to get your money at the end of the night. When you run into the promoters that do everything right, you’re totally grateful and always make note of where and who that is. In Europe you have far less of that shit. It seems like everywhere we went in Europe people were genuinely stoked to see us, and would make us feel at home, comfy and, above all, get us completely wasted. There are shady assholes there too, but they are far less prevalent. It’s interesting to note that the most “metal” country of them all, Germany, is so over-saturated with metal these days that they seemed pretty fucking bored when we played there. It was a disappointment, generally speaking. I remember one show where two chicks were carrying on a conversation while leaning against the stage with their backs to us. I don’t think I’ve ever been so pissed-off onstage. Then again, we’ve had small shows in people’s fucking basements that were amazing. But generally speaking, the American tour is much rougher than the Euro tour. This has a lot to do with the long, long drives, low pay and generally shittier attendance.

		

		Moyses Kolesne (Krisiun)

		

		OUT FROM THE UNDERGROUND, EUROPE IN THE LATE ’90S

		

		I remember the first time we played outside Brazil: it was the 9th of April, 1997. We played at the Fuck the Commerce festival in [Neiden,] Germany. It was fantastic to play there, and the crowd was just absolutely amazing. Other bands that played were Incantation, Deeds of Flesh, Avulsed, Purgatory, and more.

		After the fest, we did a small tour taking cars, trains, or whatever else that could transport us from show to show to various European cities. It was fun, though, and in retrospect those were perhaps the best years. The shows were mostly booked by the guys from Morbid Records along with the band Purgatory—we had some contacts with them through the mail—as well as a guy called Jens and a girl called Andrea. They helped to drive us around, and we survived from selling merch which we brought from Brazil, eating at the clubs, and by staying at people’s homes. We played as headliners because they were just small shows, but we had support from Purgatory, and other local bands—I don’t remember the names. The number of shows was around 17 to 18 total, I guess, and most of them actually ended up being in Germany.

		At that time, we still hadn’t released an album in Europe, just a split 7''. However, in Brazil we’d already released our first mini-CD, Unmerciful Order, and our first full-length album called Black Force Domain. That album was released in 1995 on Dynamo Records, a small record label in Brazil that was owned by a Dutch guy who actually used to work at the famous Dynamo bar in Eindhoven. We did that album with a very low budget, short studio time and no producer! He actually booked one show for us at the Dynamo, so we stayed at his house some days, even though we actually met him in Brazil the first time.

		Later, we went back to Europe in 1997 on a small tour, and it was then we met the managers from Gun Records at a few of the shows. They liked the band, and asked us to sign with them right after the concert—it was in a city near Essen, Germany. We made a deal for one licensed record [Black Force Domain] and for one new record. So again, at the end of 1997, we went back to Germany to tour with Dimmu Borgir and Kreator. We ended up on a big nightliner bus, something we never had before. It was weird, because it all happened so fast, and in early 1998, right after the tour with Kreator and Dimmu Borgir, we ended up recording our second album in Germany, called Apocalyptic Revelation. After that, we went on to Century Media, and here we are …

		

		Anders Jakobson (Necrony, Nasum, Coldworker)

		

		DYNAMICS OF TOURING

		

		On the road, you inevitably encounter some nasty venues, and the most disgusting thing is usually the condition of the toilets. For example, in some European countries they have that sort of “hole in the ground” that I can’t quite understand and most definitely don’t want to use. But when you’ve got to go, you’ve got to go. My best advice is to use the women’s bathrooms at the venues, as they’re usually in much better shape.

		Beyond that, while doing my first American tour in 1999 I realized that there was a different standard for the American venues and promoters compared to their European counterparts. Sometimes, they make you feel like a burden to them, and not particularly welcome. Obviously, there are good venues and promoters in the U. S. as well as bad ones in Europe, but it was very evident. It was also evident that the American bands I toured with accepted these conditions more or less without any complaints. They were fine with no food or drinks, and no place to stay after the show. It was an eye-opening experience.

		However, on the opposite end of the spectrum, there was Japan. As far as on-point and on-time efficiency, the Japanese promoters and touring companies were absolutely amazing. The second time I toured Japan we were picked up at the airport by the promoter of the tour. The plane was a little late and the drive to the hotel was quite long. Shortly after arriving at the hotel, we sat down and got a little schedule, and on the top it had something like “11:02 – Meeting at hotel” written on it. Of course, the time was exactly 11:02! Japan is just on another level of touring professionalism and efficiency, way beyond anything else we experienced. Even as a smaller band, we were handled as if we were the biggest band in the world.

		

		FROM WACKEN TO CBGB’S The most memorable show for me was playing at Wacken [Germany] with Nasum in 2001; it was certainly something special. It was the biggest show I’d attended so far, and I guess it still is. Everything was great. There was a stage crew that fixed everything, even setting up a drum kit exactly as I wanted it without any detailed instructions, and Barney [Greenway] from Napalm Death introduced us. Another memorable live experience must be playing in New York at CBGB’s with Nasum in 1999. Of all the bands that played there that evening we were the only ones who played an encore. The Dillinger Escape Plan also played with Mike Patton on guest vocals, and Danny Lilker sat backstage with us while Mieszko [Talarczyk] macked on Billy Milano’s girlfriend. Ah, what a night!

		

		Keijo Niinimaa (Rotten Sound, Vomiturition)

		

		FINNISH WATERSPORTS

		

		Whenever we got to drinking at the festivals outside of Finland, it was interesting the way people reacted. We would just pass out in the bushes or wherever at festivals like Fuck the Commerce or Obscene Extreme Festival [OEF ]. I guess now we either have gotten old, or simply just learned how to behave with the booze over the years. However, there is still the legendary getting pissed-on incident from OEF, 2002. We had played on Friday and were having a grindcore day off on Saturday. Mika [Häkki] and Kai [Hahto] had not seen each other for something like two hours and were just hanging around the festival. Well, Kai decided to go around back and take a leak against the wall of the backstage building, which is located on a hill. Suddenly, he starts thinking like, “Oh fuck, it’s raining now … wait, that’s not water, it’s piss!” He looks up and notices that Mika is pissing from the roof of the same building without knowing that Kai is below him! Well, they realized what was going on, yet they just went on like nothing had happened! Meanwhile, everyone else was getting more wasted.

		Then, the next morning we had to catch a ride from the hotel to the OEF after party, where we were going to play with Total Fucking Destruction, Fleshless, and some other bands. Suddenly, Kai starts asking about the smell in the van when he realized it was coming from himself. He had just passed out without a shower or anything after getting back to the hotel from the festival.

		

		Derek Boyer (Suffocation, Deprecated, ex-Decrepit Birth, ex-Disgorge)

		

		CLIMBING THE DEATH METAL LADDER

		

		On my first tour, I went out as a roadie/guitar tech with Deeds of Flesh in 1998, when they did a North American trip with Dying Fetus. Fetus had a white Enterprise cargo van, and we had a yellow Ryder van. That tour was really fucking fun because it gave me my first taste of the “Groundhog Day” where every day on tour was almost like the same day, yet in a new city. Six weeks out on the road showed me a lot about how different scenes in different cities operated outside of Southern California. Especially getting into Canada opened my eyes to how widespread the whole North American scene was at the time. This was before the Internet really blew up, so you just didn’t know the extent of it all in some ways. It was such a fun tour, and everything I’ve done since just seemed to lead me to the next project I’d get involved in. That’s the tour where I got to know Dying Fetus, and I ended up playing bass for them on a tour a few years later. That was also the tour where I met Kevin Talley, who I ended up tracking the first Decrepit Birth demo with. Then Kevin introduced me to Tim Yeung, who got me the gig with Vital Remains, and it was when Vital Remains played the Suffocation reunion show at the Milwaukee Metalfest in 2003 that Suffocation saw me and snatched me up from there.

		So it’s funny how each project led me right to the next project, or right where I needed and wanted to be. I never knew I was going to go as far as I did, but I had the aim and the drive to make something happen. I just met the right people and learned so many important things about how it all works, especially with the touring.

		

		Omar Grech (Beheaded)

		

		GOIN’ TO THE HOCKEY GAME, EH?

		

		In the spring of 2002 we traveled to the U. S. for a North American tour. Mighty Music, our label at the time from Denmark, made an arrangement with a U. S. label called Forever Underground Records. The guy from that organization devised the tour, along with Steffi, our manager at the time. It was around three-to-four-weeks long, and it was coast to coast. The funny thing is there were supposed to be three shows in Canada, but we couldn’t get over the border. For whatever reason, no one thought to get us work permits so we could enter the country legally as a band. However, we ended up going to the border anyway just to try, although we weren’t sure what the tour organizer was going to say to the border control when we got there.

		When we arrived at the border crossing into Quebec, we were a bit shocked, because he told them we were crossing the border to go see a hockey game. Obviously they didn’t buy it. I mean here are five long-haired dudes with passports from Malta, and we came all this way to cross the border and see some ice hockey? It was a bad idea, but a creative one. As soon as they looked into the van and saw all the instruments and CDs, it was pretty evident we weren’t trying to get into Canada for a hockey game. So, we ended up getting rejected, and they told us to turn around. Undeterred, the next day we drove around to another border crossing further down the line. As soon as the officers figured out who we were it got really serious. They wanted to arrest us all, but in the end they only arrested our manager, Steffi. She stepped up and took responsibility for us all, so that was nice of her.

		The thing was, this all happened on a Friday, and the court didn’t open again to hear any cases until the following Monday, so we were stuck there over the weekend in international limbo, waiting, while she was in jail. The other thing that was bad about the situation was that our returning flights back to Europe were also on Monday, so we had to pay to have those changed as well. It was a complicated mess, but it all worked out in the end. I remember we flew back to Europe and played the Fuck the Commerce open air festival [in Germany], and it ended up being one of the best shows in our history. So, that helped to ease the pain a bit!

		

		Vince Matthews (Criminal Element, ex-Dying Fetus, ex-Sadistic Torment)

		

		THE FERRY TO GREECE

		

		In January of 2004 Dying Fetus did a European tour with Hate Eternal and Deeds of Flesh. We ended up having a few shows booked in Greece, so after our show in Rome, we ended up catching an overnight ferry across the Adriatic Sea to Athens. It was a cool tour because all of the bands were really tight, and we were like one big family. The thing was, I was still new to the whole European thing, and I never really drank that much, so when we got on that boat and started celebrating our day off, things got a bit out of control. I started drinking and slamming liquor, and I ended up dancing all night with this Polish girl, chasing her around, just getting crazy.

		The next thing you know it’s like 6 a. m., and the last three people awake are myself and Jacoby [Kingston] and Mike [Hamilton] from Deeds of Flesh. Everyone else was passed out. The thing was, it was a weekday morning, so the boat was just full of all these migrant workers from Poland going to work in Greece. It was about breakfast time, and the cafeteria was full of these workers when I noticed that one guy had this big-ass bottle of vodka on the table along with his friends. I was pretty drunk, but I was still in control of things, you know? So I went over and asked the gentleman very politely, “Excuse me, do you mind if my friend Jacoby has a little shot of your liquor?” So the guy freaks out, grabs the bottle and says “No, no no!” It was 6 a. m., and we’d been partying all night, so in my state of mind I couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t give us a shot of liquor, you know? The next thing I remember, I just flipped out, and I was like, “Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you,” and slapped their cups over. I just started to see red, and then I was grabbing chairs and throwing them all over the place, kicking things and shoving tables around. I was walking through the lounge area knocking shit over and breaking things, and started back to my room. I was fucked up, so I didn’t realize it was being videotaped or anything, so they eventually came knocking on the Dying Fetus room. However, I actually went to Hate Eternal’s room to sleep, because they had an extra bunk. They told me they were banging on the Dying Fetus room looking for me, screaming that “Even though your friend is American, he has no rights now,” and they were threatening to call the helicopter to take me off the boat.

		So when I woke up and we were leaving the ship, John [Gallagher] from Fetus told me to put a hoody on and cover my head because they were looking for me. I ended up sneaking off the boat in Greece, and it ultimately worked. All that because we wanted a shot of liquor, and we weren’t ready to go to bed! I realized after that trip it’s not a good idea for me to drink and let things get out of hand, especially in foreign countries.

		

		Ronnie Bergerståhl (Grave, ex-Demonical, ex-Centinex)

		

		SWEDISH REVENGE

		

		In 2006, Grave did this European tour called Masters of Death. It was Entombed, Unleashed, Grave, and Dismember. The tour was booked by this German company who had some really high expec-tations, so they promised a shitload of money for every show. Yet already after like three shows into the tour, they were like, “Oh, we can not pay you. Maybe tomorrow.” The tour had some very strange routing, like for example they inexplicably had us playing some very small Italian town on a Saturday night. I mean, the tour did have a majority of good shows, like in London and Berlin, but the problem was even the very good shows didn’t make the guarantees.

		During the tour there were all these meetings held backstage, with the leaders of the bands. You had Ola from Grave, Alex from Entombed, Fred from Dismember, and Johnny from Unleashed. They were always sitting backstage, or in a room, talking “blah, blah, blah,” trying to find a solution to the financial problem with the organizers. Then, we reached the last show of the tour at the Dynamo in Eindhoven, in the Netherlands. It was kind of weird because they had a huge poster on the door outside that read “sold out,” and it was a good show for all the bands, yet the venue was still far under capacity! Anyway, it was determined that they really had to pay a lot of money to make up for the whole tour, so, we had to devise a plan to make amends, because we were extremely close to a fistfight between the bands and the tour organizers. We were asking, “OK, the tour is over, where is our money? You know, we have been asking since the third day.” And the tour manager’s reply was, “I don’t have it; I can’t print money!” I mean, they owed us all so much.

		So, we actually tried to take the entire backline with us to the airport, and we managed to get a few items in compensation, just to kind of make a statement. The sound engineer was begging us to leave his stuff alone; however, we ended up figuring out what belonged to the tour agency, and what was his, so we tried to get something out of the tour and appropriate what we could in exchange. We had mostly good cities and shows, so it should have worked. They just had a strange way to run a booking agency.

		

		Ryan Butler (Landmine Marathon, Unruh, Structure of Lies)

		

		DIY IN L. A., ’90S STYLE

		

		In the ’90 s, two bands I was playing with, Wellington and Unruh, drove out from Phoenix to play a show in Los Angeles. They gave us the address and the cross streets for the show, and it turned out it was on Hawthorne and Crenshaw. That shit was right in the middle of Compton. They literally talk about that intersection in N. W. A. songs, so we knew it would be crazy to begin with. The show was us, Lack of Interest, Crom, and Gasp. We got to the show and this gnarly dude, who we now know was Bart, who ran AWS Wrestling, in a Venom shirt came up to our bassist and asked him if he was into wrestling. He was, and they began to talk. He told him he was gonna wrestle for ECW, and Jason [Keenan], our bassist [from Unruh], was stoked. Bart told him that he was going to jump the ropes at one of their events and beat the shit out of one of their wrestlers and when they saw his skills, they would sign him. After that encounter, we instantly had our eyes on him as the dude to steer clear of if there was any fights or moshing. So then, the show starts. Lack of Interest’s singer came out naked, and the guys from Excruciating Terror tell him to put his clothes on or they were going to fuck him up.

		After that, the cops showed up and consequently busted the show, so it was moved to a warehouse across town. Surprisingly, everyone went to the new spot. Wellington plays, and there’s little-to-no activity, which was par for the course with us. Then Unruh plays and kids go off. Now, keep in mind, we didn’t really know all of what was going on ’till we saw the video a while down the line. So, while we’re playing, the wrestling guy Bart first sets up a chair in the middle of the pit. He starts running across the pit and launching himself off the chair to clothesline kids on his way down. Then he finds an extension ladder in the warehouse. He puts it over his head sideways, so he would be shaped like the letter T, and proceeds to walk into the pit, just smacking kids with it. He then sets it up against a wall next to where we were playing, climbs up the wall and flips off it onto us while we’re playing, knocking over a huge bass rig and bass player and smashing/kicking several people in the process. They were stage left, and this wall was stage right, so it was a pretty gnarly jump.

		We wrap up and then Crom plays. During Crom’s set, to end out the night, he picks up a love seat over his head and throws it into the pit. Pretty insane. Rhett [Davis] from Gravehill just told me that he uses the video from this show in his wrestling demo video. Such a crazy show.

		The ’90 s were a much crazier time for shows than it is these days. I saw guns pulled out, and even witnessed a guy getting stabbed at a Neurosis show in Phoenix, among a million other crazy things.

		Later, there was a tour in ’97 with Unruh and Fall Silent. It was in the Midwest, and we were faced with the frightening prospect of having a gang of straightedge kids trying to kill us at a show. Apparently, someone told them that someone in our group was a drug dealer. And I’m not talking like a couple kids, I’m talking 200 – 300 kids. Scary as shit! We barely got out of that one.

		

		THE DANZIG INCIDENT About a month before I joined North Side Kings, I hopped in a caravan up to this show in Tuba City, Arizona, which is about six hours north of where we are in Phoenix. I’d been friends with Danny [Marianino], from Cause for Alarm and North Side Kings, for about 10 years at this point, and my good friends Rapid Fire were also playing. The North Side Kings played the Indian Reservation there twice previously on tours with Soulfly, and actually had a decent following.

		So, they went up to be main support for Danzig, and Rapid Fire would play under them. This was supposed to be some sort of festival with 15 bands, and was supposed to start at noon on two stages. However, when we arrived there at 6 p. m. no one had played yet and there was only one stage. Bad sign. The promoter said, “Not to worry, ’cause all the bands would play 15-minute sets,” and Danzig would go on at midnight.

		Then, about 9 p. m., the promoter came to us and said that Danzig had it in his contract to go on at 10 p. m., so Rapid Fire and North Side Kings would play after him. Needless to say, everyone was pissed. Danny finally agreed to do it, saying that Danzig needed to announce the bands when he was done and that everyone should stick around. Well, Danzig didn’t do that, and when he finished, they turned on all the house lights and shut down the PA. Everyone left except for a few stragglers. Danny was visibly pissed, because there was absolutely no point in playing at that time.

		So afterwards, we were back in this hallway where we see Danzig signing autographs. I gently tell Danny that he has a “chance to discuss the matter with Glenn.” He gets in line, shakes his hand, and the rest is YouTube history. Danzig tried to press charges, and wasn’t able to since he technically assaulted Danny. He’s told so many different versions of the story in the media to keep his toughness in order that most people don’t know what to believe. And he’s talked a ton of shit, but who cares? I’ve heard he’s super cool to opening bands on his tours now, where I used to hear he was a big jerk. So, I guess that’s a positive. We all love his music, but it’s a hilarious moment in history.

		

		Shane Mc Lachlan (Phobia)

		

		SOUTH OF THE BORDER

		

		When we first went to Mexico in 1994, we knew it would be sick. They’ve been into this music way longer than we have, and a lot of Mexicans that live in Southern California were always showing us bands like Cenotaph and Anarchus. We’d get offers to come over and do shows in places like Tijuana and Ensenada, or Rosarito in Baja. It was way easier to get over the border back then; there was no customs or immigration. You could get drunk and walk over, and then get drunk over there, and walk back. It didn’t matter. We would go over there as these crazy American white boys and just get into trouble, drinking until 5 a. m., when the Federalis busted you for taking a piss in the alley. If they got you for anything, no matter how insignificant, we’d have to give them our jackets, watches or something to get them to let us go.

		The shows there were just nuts. We’d never seen anything so brutal before playing shows in those places. I mean, the shows in L. A. were good, but in Mexico it was out of control. The brutality and the energy level was three-to-four steps up. They couldn’t pay you of course, but you’d get all the beer you ever wanted. We were just kids at the time, so we didn’t give a fuck about money.

		

		YOUNG PUNKS ABROAD We didn’t get to Europe until 1999, when Ron [Martinez] from Final Conflict told us about this agency that was bringing over bands like us, so we went with it. It was long, like two months, and half the shows were bitchin’ while the other half were like, “Why are we here?” I think the scene was a bit more connected there at the time and they were a little ahead of us in some ways, especially with the DIY spaces and organization. We played a lot of squats and youth centers. We did a few festivals too, including this one in Germany that was popular for a while called Fuck the Commerce, and another one called Obscene Society in the Czech Republic which I think eventually spawned the Obscene Extreme Fest.

		We were young and a bit unaware of European culture, to say the least. There was no way really to communicate with people around the continent or back home, because there were still no Internet cafés or any widespread cell phone use. Crossing borders through places in Eastern Europe like Slovakia and Slovenia, it was just nothing like it is now with most of the countries integrated into the European Union. We just had a bit of culture shock, because we’d leave a venue after the show was over, and everything would be closed. Nowhere to eat, no services. Bruce [Reeves] and I were a bunch of drunk Yankee, tourist, dickhead fucks, and despite the new surroundings we just acted the same way that we did at home. Needless to say, I think we made a lot of enemies. We had bad manners, just telling everyone to fuck off.

		At one point on the tour we played a festival with Immolation in Slovenia, just drinking and partying, when Bruce, the promoter, and myself decided it would be fun to go steal a van. It was a pretty open culture, so everything was unlocked—bikes, doors, et cetera—so we just hopped in a random van and went for a drunken ride. At one point we are driving around and I asked the promoter, “Hey man, what the fuck—we are in a stolen van?” And he just said “Ha ha, no rules, no rules, this is Slovenia!” Although I was under the impression we ripped it off, I was thinking that it had to be his van and he was just joking with us. The next morning I wake up in the van, and I hear all this banging on the side of the door, and I was still passed-out drunk, so I ignored it. I just threw the middle finger up, not even looking, and told them to fuck off. We just thought we were on the side of the road somewhere, but after a while I heard [louder] banging, and I looked out the window to see these machine guns pointed at us. It was the police. As it turns out, we were parked up on the walkway next to the street, blocking the front door to a high-rise apartment building. So, they take us downtown, and I am thinking I’m going to be locked away in some Slovenian dungeon forever. They ended up arresting the promoter guy and deporting us back to Germany. They were like, “ You guys have to get the fuck out of our country.” We just didn’t know how to act; it was a learning experience.

		We kept the tradition alive later when we went to Japan and tore up hotel rooms there. It took us a while to grow up, I guess. When you’re young, drunk, and touring in places you never imagined you’d see, it can get overwhelming and you forget about things like respect and responsibility.

		

		Scott Hull (Pig Destroyer, Agoraphobic Nosebleed)

		

		(GLOBAL) WEEKEND WARRIORS

		

		Our first trip outside the States was to Japan, where we played with Anal Cunt, Nasum, and Napalm Death for an appearance on the Extreme the Dojo tour. I remember after we landed in Tokyo, I got the flu and was sick the entire time. I thought it was strange that we were a band that only played skate parks and basements around Washington, D. C., and the next thing we know we are on a flight to Japan to play sold-out shows with Napalm Death. However, we did have distribution there, and they did know who we were. We signed a whole bunch of crap right when we landed. It was really cool to hang out with the guys in the other bands each evening, just eating these fantastic dinners at various restaurants. It was neat to do that amid all the chaos of the shows and promotion, and just be normal people behind the curtain of a big tour like that.

		The shows themselves were great, although we were still very green. We had a lot to learn about performing on big shows like that, and really holding things down, but we did OK considering the circumstances. We went back a few years later to do another Extreme the Dojo with At the Gates, Mayhem, and The Dillinger Escape Plan, and that went a lot better.

		The thing is, since I work, I can only take off and use my vacation days for touring, which usually ends up getting restricted to long weekends here and there. However, we’ve managed to do a nine-date Australian tour, and a nine-date U. K. tour in between all the obligations we have, so we’ve been fortunate.

		

		Steve Goldberg (Cephalic Carnage, Adnauseam)

		

		THE FIRST TOURS

		

		I was 19 when I went out with Cephalic Carnage on our first U. S. tour. I think it was in the winter of 1996. It was with Wicked Innocence, who were from Salt Lake City, and we decided to share a van and trailer with them. They played in the Denver area so much, they were almost considered a local band here. The first show was a 1,300 mile drive to Seattle, and right after we left we ended up hitting both a snowstorm and a deer. It totally fucked up the van, and probably killed the deer. I don’t really know because we never stopped.

		I will just say that tour ended up being a lot longer than it should have been. From Seattle we ended up working our way down the coast to San Diego, and from there east to Texas where we played in San Antonio and Dallas, among other places. One thing I do recall was when we were in Texas we played in Austin, and afterwards we ended up staying at this one-bedroom apartment with the promoter and his girlfriend, who ended up fighting each other. Meanwhile, the drummer for Wicked Innocence met a random girl, and went out to some party where he got completely wasted. Then he tried to drive the girl’s car back but ended up totally fucking wrecking it. He ended up running from the accident, but the cops eventually found him hiding in a laundromat, and arrested him. The problem was, the van we were touring in was in his name, and he was kind of like the guy in charge of everything, so we were stuck there for about three days just trying to figure out what to do.

		While he was in jail, we ended up playing this house party, but they didn’t have a PA. So we jammed out with the instruments only, and in between the songs Leonard [Leal, vocalist] would just explain what the songs were about. Later that night, John [Merryman], our drummer, saw a guy get stabbed in the kitchen, so the night just kept getting more and more strange. We had to get money wired through Western Union a few times to get through it all.

		It wasn’t easy to tour then. There was obviously no Internet or GPS to help out with organization or directions. You had to be a champ at reading the Rand Mc Nally to get through. Also, in that way, it was more of a bonding experience for the band. These days when you tour it’s like everyone has headphones on and is looking at their laptops and smart phones. Then, you just had each other to keep you going, along with the tape deck in the dashboard.

		The next tour was the 1997 tour with Skinned, where we ended up playing Milwaukee Metalfest, and then made it east after that. I remember we ended up making like 500 bucks at the show, and we were ecstatic because that pretty much covered the gas for the rest of the trip. Gas was a lot cheaper then. When we finally made it to the East Coast I remember we ended up going to this place called Jones Beach in New York. It was just filthy. There were pieces of jellyfish all over the beach, and the singer for Skinned ended up losing the only set of keys to the van while he was swimming in the ocean. I think they started fighting with each other at that point, but it’s hard to remember.

		These days the excitement is not what it used to be. Once you keep going back to the same places for the 10th or 11th time, it becomes much more of a routine. Whoever rides shotgun up front no longer has to read a map or pay attention; the GPS does everything for you.

		

		AMSTERDAM AND ‘FUCK THE COMMERCE’ It took us a while to get to Europe. It wasn’t until we played the Fuck the Commerce festival in Germany in 2003 that we made it over. We were touring with Mastodon in the States, and right after the last show, we drove straight from Detroit to Washington, D. C., in order to make the flight over. Since it was our first time going to Europe, it should be no surprise that we requested that the flight go directly to Amsterdam the day before, so we could indulge in the local specialties. However, we didn’t realize that Amsterdam was a roughly 10-hour drive away from the festival area, but that wasn’t important, you know?

		When we finally got there we were raging like it was New Year’s Eve or something, and we passed out after getting completely wasted. The next morning we woke up hungover and thirsty, so the first thing we did is take huge slams of water, and it was terrible because it turned out to be that disgusting “bubble water” [aka carbonated water] that is popular there. It was brutal, so we asked them to drive us to the city so we could buy regular water.

		That was a real culture shock. It was so overwhelming at first that John went on a two-day bender, and when he finally went to bed everyone started cheering. After that Wilko, from Relapse Records Europe, drove us to the fest and back. On the way back it was a holiday weekend, and traffic was insane. On the autobahn people just drive nuts: even if you are going like 90 mph, they’re blowing by you at around 130 mph. After another 10-hour drive back to Amsterdam we flew back to D. C., then had to drive straight back to Colorado from there. Quite the journey for one show!

		

		Travis Ryan (Cattle Decapitation, Murder Construct)

		

		TERMINALLY LOCAL

		

		After doing more than 23 U. S. tours, you begin to notice a few things about different markets and cities, and see certain similarities among the bands. We found out that there are these “terminally local” bands that seemed to open every show for every national band that would come through. Those were, and are, the bands that appear to be “the shit” in their local, backwoods, or regional area, and project little or no originality or substance. They rule the roost in their town. Their claim to fame is founded upon a greasy relationship with the local promoter, who adds them to every show because he knows they are good for convincing their knuckle-dragging friends to come out and see them a dozen times a month, thus boosting their standing as legend-in-their-own-minds local heroes that never set foot outside of their local scene, only hoping that one day a record executive will waltz right into town and be blown away by their mediocrity, and thus get them signed. Of course, this does not apply to every local band in this situation. Some get the slot because they are actually a good band, although they tend to be in the minority.

		

		Alex Webster and Paul Mazurkiewicz (Cannibal Corpse)

		

		WE WERE A BAND WITHOUT A COUNTRY – BELARUS AND UKRAINE, 2004

		

		We were doing a European tour in September of 2004 with Spawn of Possession from Sweden, and among the dates was a stop in Belarus. We’d been there before in 1998, and successfully played a show, although it wasn’t without its problems. That time it was us, Dark Funeral, and Infernal Majesty.

		That first time, it was interesting because we played in a building meant for the circus, where the stage was sort of set up in the round, while a giant clown cutout hovered above the band. On top of that, for some reason they had caged polar bears down below, under the stage. We walked by polar bears to get to the stage! They kept them in the building, even though the circus wasn’t open at the time.

		The borders still took a while to get over then; it was rough on both sides. We actually had to leave behind three members of Infernal Majesty, because of passport and paperwork problems. So, we knew from previous experience that traveling to Belarus was going to be challenging. The borders are very strict, and everything has to be perfect with the paperwork. At the same time, you have to hope that the people putting on the tour know exactly what is required of you so that all the documentation is properly taken care of.

		Well, when we returned in 2004, it turned out to be a big problem. We were warned by one of the promoters the day before in Latvia that things were tough, and that the border had only become more strict and the documentation even more complex. We were together with Spawn of Possession in a double-decker bus, with two English drivers named Tony and Steve, who I think were out of Newcastle. We attempted to cross the border from Lithuania, and right at the start we hit something with the bus just trying to pull into the border crossing! So whatever it was we hit and broke, they wanted to charge us $900 to fix it. Another problem was that we didn’t have a proper carnet. A carnet is an itemized equipment list, indicating the contents of all our gear. This was a Metalysee tour—a booking agency from Belgium—so our booking agent then failed to tell us that this carnet is essential for crossing borders in Eastern countries. So, many hours later after a massive hassle we pay the fine, and fix everything so we can enter the country. Once across, we were on the way to the show, which was that night in Minsk. Our tour manager at the time was a guy named Pol, a really cool guy from Belgium. As we are going down the most bumpy, pot-holed roads I can remember, he gets word that we are not allowed to play the show that night. It seems that the Belarusian Ministry of Culture deemed us “undesirable” to perform in the country. So we are like, “Well, it would have been nice if they told us that back at the border, you know?” We were already in the middle of the country, and we heard there were about a thousand people waiting for us to arrive when the police showed up and sent everyone home. So, we ended up just going to a hotel truck stop and eating dinner. It was strange because we couldn’t get a room at the hotel, but we could eat there, so we ate some sort of “bootleg” food. That was about the extent of the Belarusian culture we experienced. We sat on the bus all night, and throughout the night these cars would keep stopping by us and looking at us, which was strange.

		The next morning we headed out for the next show, which was supposed to be in Kiev, Ukraine. The thing was, we still didn’t have the proper paperwork to leave the country, which is what the local promoters were telling us. So, upon arriving at the border with Ukraine, yes, we can’t leave, the paperwork is incorrect or missing. They ended up keeping us there, and as time went by, we realized that we had little to nothing left to eat. They had a little stand there that was selling something, so we checked it out and they were mostly just selling vodka. Between the Belarusian and the Ukrainian borders, they ended up keeping us there for nearly two days. Needless to say we missed the show in Kiev, where we heard there were roughly two thousand people getting sent home. We were stuck there in no man’s land, between the countries. We were a band without a country! Our tour manager Pol was doing his best with the guards, who spoke very little to no English and who were just miserable to deal with. We were getting worried, and starting to wonder if we were going to have to call the embassy or something.

		Another thing is, we weren’t allowed to use the toilet. The border guards would open it up for a half hour each day to let us use it, and that was only at 8:30 in the morning. So, some of the guys were just forced to go shit in the woods. I was like, “I am not walking back in the woods; these guys might think I am trying to leave or something.” I just didn’t like the idea of walking away into the woods with armed uniformed officers behind you, especially when you are at a border. You don’t want them to misconstrue anything, because perhaps they wouldn’t know we were just trying to use nature’s facilities. I mean, these guards didn’t speak one word of English, so I didn’t want them to think I was making a run for it, you know? They didn’t even speak “hello.”

		Eventually, we got across, and we proceeded to try and make the next show, which was in Serbia. However, the only way they would let us drive through Ukraine was by forcing us to pay a $1,000 fee for a police escort. They were under the impression we were going to try and sell all of our gear in Ukraine, and at that point they just wanted us out of the country. We did actually have a day off, so it was still possible to make the nearly 1,500-kilometer drive to Belgrade. Once we got into Ukraine, we went to a McDonald’s in Kiev for a quick stop. We hadn’t eaten in nearly three days, so we were starving. It was like finding an oasis, so everyone piled in and stocked up on food. I think Jeremy [Turner] bought like 10 quarter pounders! He didn’t eat them all at once; it was more about stockpiling the food for an uncertain future at another border crossing. The drivers then continued on a marathon journey sleeping in shifts, with no stops, going up and down over the bumpiest roads in memory. I remember driving past many beautiful, old Eastern Orthodox churches, and lots of nice scenery. We were incredibly late, but still encouraged by the fact we could still make it in time to play the show.

		It ended up being about a 25-hour drive, and when we finally pulled into Belgrade it was about 1 a. m. The show technically should have been over by that time, but we let them know we were coming, so the fans all stayed. The crew threw everything on stage and we started playing by about 1:30. We were a mess, just dirty, hungry, and tired. But it was such a victory to play that show after everything we’d been through. We’ve always made a point of trying to play places that are hard to get to because it’s interesting for us, and the fans are always that much more appreciative that you made the effort.

		

		Jacob Schmidt (Defeated Sanity)

		

		UMM … WELCOME TO BALTIMORE

		

		Touring in the U. S. has been harder for us than in Europe. The distances between the cities are far, the crowds are usually smaller and the overall conditions for bands are rougher. Nevertheless, I enjoy it quite much because the U. S. fans seem to be way more into the actual music than anywhere else. On our first tour in the States we played shows where we had only 30 paying people, but everyone seemed to be a true fan of the band. They knew the songs, owned the albums, went crazy during the show and bought merch. This really makes up for everything.

		On one recent trip to America, we had help from a guy named Blue [Spinazola], from the band Sexcrement, in organizing the shows and backline. We ended up doing the tour in a regular car for us while the backline was carried in the Sexcrement van. We had to get all of our merch as well as the instruments into that little car, which was an absolute horror. We were forced to put the guitars on the roof while driving through a monumental thunderstorm. It was constantly dripping from the roof straps into the car, and we were worried as hell about our instruments, but we couldn’t stop. Luckily, everything was all dry inside the guitar cases.

		One night we had a show in Baltimore [Maryland], and right before the doors were open, we witnessed a crazy fight between two homeless guys. It was out on the street in front of this club called the Sidebar, right in the middle of downtown. One guy was randomly throwing garbage out of a container on the street, and a second guy who saw it came running after him, yelling something I didn’t understand. Then a bit later, the second guy returned injured and showed us his bleeding arm while holding a hammer in his other hand. He passed by and suddenly ran around the corner. Christian [Kühn] and I followed him to see what was going on, and then saw him hitting the first guy in his back with the hammer. Luckily the police were already arriving at the same time. About two hours later, after our show, one officer outside told us that the guy died from his injuries. That was scary as hell, and is still kinda sad even if that probably happens a lot.

		

		Jason Fuller (Blood Duster)

		

		TOURING AUSTRALIA IN THE ’90S

		

		Playing shows then was not too much different from today. The cities here are so far apart that all you could really do is pack up the van on a Friday, drive nine hours to the closest capital city, play the show, then pack up your stuff and drive back home. People didn’t come out to shows during the week, so it was pretty much weekend shows only. It was very hard, but no one could afford to do it any other way. The thing is today, the flights are cheap enough that you can actually do a Friday, Saturday, and Sunday set of shows, and it’s doable to fly between the cities.

		I remember the first time Blood Duster played outside of Melbourne. We got a gig in Adelaide, which is about nine hours to the northwest in the state of South Australia. I remember it being such a big deal; it was like, “Fuck, we’ve got to get a van! How do we rent a van?” We were all still very young, so we had to figure out how to go about it. We were not old enough to rent one, so we had to rope in a girlfriend of a friend who was old enough to sign the rental papers and drive.

		We loaded up the gear, and of course we miscalculated how long it actually took to get there. It was awesome. I think we got paid something like $600 for the gig, but then you realized that it actually cost $800 to get there and back after the hire fees and petrol costs, so reality came crashing in pretty quick. I remember we had the drummer from Damaged in the band at the time, and it seemed like he wanted to stop the van every hour so he could get out and brush his hair. Whenever you get in a van with someone for a long drive, that’s when you really start to learn about the people you are hanging out with, you know? There’s nothing like sitting in a van for 9 or 10 hours—or if you were going to Sydney back then it was around 12 hours—and seeing that kind of shit. That is when you get to know the type of person your bandmates actually are, outside of just the rehearsal room.

		At the time, an inter-state band was almost like an international band; it was like, “Wow, a band from out of state is coming to play our city!” It was the same when Sadistik Exekution first came to Melbourne and played at the Sarah Sands Hotel. A few hundred people were there and going insane to see this band from Sydney that everyone had heard so much about. In our eyes, they were already a touring international band because they were from Sydney.

		In Australia, it’s really not possible to play the smaller cities and towns in between. If you get a hundred people outside a capital city you’re really lucky, at least for the level that most death metal bands are at here. It’s just not worth the time and money to go. I also think Australians have a different way of looking at distances and driving. In America, it seemed like most people wouldn’t really go out of their way to drive a few hours and go see a concert. It would be obscene! In Australia, it’s very regular to make such trips.

		Our first properly organized tour was the one we did with Brutal Truth that I booked in 1995. I don’t think any international underground grind/death bands had toured Australia until then, so I thought I’d try and bring them over and see how it went. The thing was, since you couldn’t do shows during the week, they were in town for something like a month, because we could only do the shows on Friday and Saturday. They actually ended up hanging out at my house during the week in between the shows. I think one week we did a Thursday, Friday, and Saturday run along the Gold Coast, hitting Brisbane and Sydney. When you think about it, touring like that was absolutely fucking ridiculous! But you couldn’t really do it any other way at the time … at least I didn’t know any other way.

		

		Matt Harvey (Exhumed)

		

		FROM MODESTO TO TOKYO: A GORE METAL JOURNEY

		

		Our first out-of-town show was with the Meat Shits, who I think were from Modesto or someplace like that. I remember seeing a chicken coop out behind the restaurant/venue and thinking that it was not a good omen. I was right. Pornogrind has always struck me as kind of sad, except for Gut, who I think is hilarious, but I did really like that Fuck Frenzy tape on Wild Rags back then. I was kind of baffled why the Meat Shits were at a more professional level than Exhumed at the time, but I was very young, headstrong, and naive. I was only 16, so my dad and my stepmom drove out with me to the show, and I had to stay at a hotel with them, rather than go to the aftershow party at Robert’s house. Col [Jones, Exhumed drummer], being a true friend, crashed with me at the hotel, so it wouldn’t just be me and my folks. Ah, rock ’n’ roll times.

		However, the most memorable show that immediately sticks out in my mind is the Wacken Open Air festival in 2001. It was only our second time in Europe, and our first trip in 1997 touring with Hemdale was super-underground. It was entitled the Grind Over Europe II tour. Now, three-and-a-half years later, we were on a huge stage in front of approximately 6,000 people with techs sound-checking for us, still playing our sloppy death-grind madness. I could hear fucking Paul Di’Anno singing in the distance. We were playing the same show as W. A. S. P. and Motörhead. That in and of itself was fucking crazy. There were these kids from Poland in front holding three banners that read “Gore,” “Fucking,” and “Metal,” which was a first. As soon as we hit the first note, the crowd surged forward and a kid was wedged into the barricade and crushed. He must have broke his leg because he had to get carried out on a stretcher. I remember thinking, “So this is what happens to Slayer every night & cool! ” The show went really well and I proceeded to get totally hammered afterward—I threw up at the gas station the next day on the way to a festival in Belgium—and I even met some of my heroes like Mille [Petrozza] from Kreator and Tom [Angelripper] from Sodom. Afterwards, Col told me in no uncertain terms that I had made a total ass out of myself meeting those guys in my drunken state.

		Another gig that really made an impression on me was our first show in Tokyo. We actually did an in-store at the Disk Hell shop in town, which was something I really wasn’t comfortable with. We had already hung out at the bar at pretty much every show and drank and relaxed with people, so organizing some weird thing where people lined up for you to sign their CD seemed really … I don’t know, contrived? Artificial? And of course, there was the very real fear that no one would show up, which would be pretty discouraging. However, about 75 to 80 kids came out, took pictures and got their shit signed, and then the next day we played a sold-out show at the Shibuya Cyclone, probably 350 capacity or so. The atmosphere was really nuts, with a lot of stage diving and people just losing their shit. I just remember everyone in the band, and everyone at the show, seeming like they were having a really, really good time. That was a lot of fun, just taking part in something like that.

		

		Kevin Talley (ex-Six Feet Under, ex-Dying Fetus, ex-Misery Index, etc.)

		

		THE FIRST TOUR WITH SUFFOCATION

		

		I think touring in the ’90 s still had a bit of a wild west feel to it. The first real, lengthy tour I did was actually when I filled in for Suffocation, in May of 1998 [for the Despise the Sun tour]. That was a real eye-opening experience for me. I was just 18 when we started, and I was still super green with everything. We did the tour in this rented Ryder box-truck, and it had a super king cab where behind the front seats, there was this little four-foot door that led into the cargo area in the back. Before the tour, we modified the truck entirely, and built a wall to separate what would be a “living area” from where all the equipment would go. So, you’d go through the little door from the front cab into this area where we built a few beds, and had a TV along with a video game setup. We ran the ductwork to the back area as well, so that the AC would funnel to the living area. There was actually five band members and two crew guys. When we would pull into a truck stop or something, all seven of us would pile out the front door, and people would be like, “What the fuck, where are all these people coming from?” Of course they didn’t realize we were all living in the back of the truck!

		That first tour was incredible, all the shows were amazing, and it was my first time going to California with a band. So here I am, we pull up to the Whisky a Go Go for a sold-out show, and it says “Suffocation” right up on the marquee. I guess I felt like on that tour, “Hey, I made it,” even though I was just filling in for their drummer [Dave Culross]. That is another thing that was cool, because I was out there pretty much playing the drum parts from Culross, who was one of my biggest influences. I already modeled a lot of my playing on his style, so it was second nature to play those fills and patterns. That was one of my better experiences, because I was used to going in the van on weekends with Dying Fetus up until that point.

		

		IT JUST NEVER OCCURRED TO US THAT IT WAS ANYTHING MORE THAN A PAIN IN THE ASS TO TOUR Through those years I just slept in so many random places. On rooftops, on guitar cabs going down the road, on the roof of the van, on sleeping bags next to the highway, you name it. It just never occurred to us that it was anything more than a pain in the ass to tour. I talk to kids today, and I wonder if they could even do shit like that, because nearly every band tours with a trailer now, and back then we never used a trailer.

		Later in 1998 with Dying Fetus, we did a summer tour in an Enterprise cargo van where we put a couch in the back along with all of our equipment, and then did nearly five weeks of dates in North America, along with Deeds of Flesh. We would always sleep in the van, or at friends’ houses. It just seemed more personal then. Maybe it’s because I’m older, or because of the Internet, but things just seemed like more of a family in the scene back then. People didn’t come and go so quickly. I remember we would regularly see the same friends at shows in different cities like New York, Dallas, and Tampa for years, where today you go back to the same city on a tour the next year and it’s nearly all new faces. It’s like more people treat the death metal scene like a phase they are going through, rather than something that is driven by friendships and mutual support for the underground. It was a lot of fun then.

		

		Matt Connell (Drudgery, ex-Fuck the Facts, ex-Exhumed)

		

		OVER THE MOUNTAIN

		

		One of the funniest things about Exhumed was the way we traveled. It was the second tour I did with them. In the van were myself, Matt Harvey, Leon del Muerte, and Wes Caley. No roadies or anything. We got this rental cargo van: it was the best deal we could find, but also the shortest van you could find. Well, we started out in California in November, but about 12 hours to the north into the tour we were in winter, in Canada. So quite cold, as we were in a completely un-insulated van with just a metal frame, and only two bucket seats up front. On the day we left for tour we managed to find an old used mattress on Craigslist that we just shoved into the back. I think we had a two-foot piece of plywood with the mattress holding it up, separating us from the 700 pounds of gear just sitting in the back. So after about a week of living in fear and a few near-death experiences, we pulled over to a Home Depot, and bought all the bungee cords that $50 could buy, and we began hooking them into the walls and any hole in the frame we could find. When we ran out of those holes, we were just hooking bungee cords to bungee cords until we had a rainbow-colored spiderweb of bungee cords in the back that saved our lives a few times as the gear would fall right into them and bounce right back, like it’s on its own little bungee jump. It lasted that way the whole tour.

		It was scary at times. I remember one time driving through the mountains in British Columbia. We woke up super-late and we were trying to get to Edmonton in a hurry, so I drove—being from Canada, I was used to driving in the snow. I was cruising through Canadian Rockies doing about 120 kilometers an hour, with so much snow barreling at us that you could only see 10 feet in front of the van. There were trucks coming our way, and Leon was in the passenger seat navigating, just frozen in fear. His eyes were just completely bugging out of his head at this warp drive view of snowflakes coming at us, as we swerved past trucks in the pitch black of winter. But we made it through the tour, and you know what, I would do it again if anything. It was actually the most comfortable tour I’ve done. With the mattress it was nice. You missed out on the sights ’cause there was no windows, but my back never had a more comfortable tour.

		

		David Haley (Psycroptic, Pestilence)

		

		ON THE MONGOLIAN BORDER

		

		On the Psycroptic side of things, we started around 1999. We were just teenagers. The scene, especially for Tasmania, was pretty cut off. We saw all these other bands touring around the world and it kind of just inspired us, because that was the only way we were going to see other countries—to go and tour them.

		For example, once we went to play in the middle of China—I mean the most remote part where there are still mud huts, horse carts, and people who’ve never seen white people. This company called the Painkiller Crew brought us out there, and it was on the way towards Mongolia, where no western band had ever played before. It was very surreal, very Soviet-looking. It was crazy: the people there had never even seen a gig before. I mean, it was the type of situation where we could’ve done anything and they probably would’ve loved it. What we played on—well, “equipment” is probably not the word for it! What resembled a drum kit was little more than bits and pieces, sort of culled from other bits and pieces, but I was like, “Fuck it, who cares?” During the show the PA kept cutting out, and our sound guy Mick couldn’t touch the mixing board because it was zapping with electricity. So we had to play a song, then stop and wait for everything to cool down. But the kids thought the start-and-stop was part of the show! It was very disjointed. However, the kids didn’t know any better and they just loved it; very energetic. After the show they took us out for a traditional Mongolian barbecue feast and fed us all these crazy meats … and I am pretty sure we ate rat.

		

		Sparky Voyles (ex-Misery Index, ex-Dying Fetus)

		

		SO YOU WANT TO BE ON A TOUR BUS?

		

		In mid-January of 2009, Misery Index did a European tour with Hate Eternal and Aeon. Due to problem after problem, we went through a total of four tour buses over three weeks. When the bus company’s owner feels the necessity to work on your bus outside the venue at the first stop on the tour, you can be sure that trouble is a-brewin’. Furthermore, when the heat system he supposedly repaired stops working minutes after leaving the venue, you should prepare yourself for the trials and tribulations to come.

		What happened the next day? Well, if your idea of fun is sitting on a frozen, broken bus beside a highway in Denmark on only the second day of tour, then you’d have loved it. Taxis were sent to our impromptu encampment an hour outside of Aarhus to get us to the show. Said taxis then whisked us away right after we played. Not only were we not able to enjoy the rest of the show, we were now condemned to spend the rest of the night shivering in our non-rolling tomb-bus. Such was the flavor of the frozen shit cake we were eating.

		The next day we made it to Hamburg for the third show, played the gig, and … voila! A new bus. The temporary replacement bus #2 was cool and functioning, yet it was from another, far more expensive company. So, a week later we arrived in Munich with the promise of another new bus, or at least a dingy old one that ran properly. Come show’s end, the bus hadn’t made its appearance. All this seemed rather odd, as the bus company’s headquarters were relatively close-by, and damn closer than the city in Switzerland we were playing the next day. Whatever; no bus, so we enjoyed our relative lap of luxury—that is to say, functioning bus—another day. Even though there’s always some B. S. with noise ordinances and decibel levels inside its night clubs, Switzerland is still a highlight of any tour. Beautiful scenery abounds and the people are very welcoming and friendly. Of course, all that goodness was ruined when our [next] replacement bus arrived. Directly after the show we transferred everything from our nice functioning bus #2 to bus #3. However, as bus #2 was rolling out, new bus #3 decided it didn’t want to start! So, at least we were stranded in beautiful Switzerland, right?

		On the way to Barcelona the following day, we stopped at a truck/ bus repair shop and had some service performed. The mechanic said it looked like the bus hadn’t had the necessary maintenance performed in many, many years. It was becoming apparent that the reason why these buses were so cheap to rent was because they were cutting corners. Whatever; everything was cool in Barcelona and Madrid, so off we went to Basque Country in northern Spain. Somewhere along the way, we stopped at a gas station/outpost in literally the middle of nowhere. I awoke to the bus lurching back and forth and gears grinding. Upon exiting the bus, I learned that the transmission had significant problems, and the driver couldn’t reverse the bus out of the spot he’d parked in. It was about this time that I picked up a large empty metal barrel and kicked it around before launching it over a nearby fence. Better than knocking somebody out, I suppose? Being a long way from any population center, and having no AAA to dial up, the driver was left to his own devices to make things right. And make things right he did … if only for another day.

		Upon leaving Bilbao, we set off for our next show in France. What should have been a relatively easy trip turned into the defining moment of the tour. At some point after reaching France, we found ourselves stranded at a rest stop as the bus’ transmission was finished, kaput, au revoir, hasta la vista baby, good-freakin’-bye! Needless to say, that evening’s show had to be canceled, so tops on the agenda was trying to figure out how to make the last handful of shows still happen. Through the maze of connections we’d made during previous tours, we managed to get in touch with some fellas in Bordeaux who did band-van rentals. An arrangement was made for them to travel south to rescue us the next day, and then onwards to Paris to make the show the following evening.

		With the impending arrival of the vans, the early morn saw us removing everything from bus #3. I don’t think it occurred to any of us that in addition to leaving the bus behind, our driver, as well, would be stranded. Perhaps that wasn’t such a bad thing as we came to find out he was convinced that “evil spirits had inhabited the bus,” and they were causing all the problems! Of course, his decision to drive over some very steep mountain grades on the way to Bilbao a few days prior couldn’t have caused damage to an already-fragile gear system? Nah … So, we bid him adieu and began the fairly long trip to Paris, making it just in time for all the bands to play the gig. However, as we still had no bus, our van saviors made the trek the next day from Paris to Trier [Germany] to deliver us to the waiting metal masses.

		At show’s conclusion, our loving gazes fell upon bus #4, a shining example of what a modern, well-kempt tour vehicle should look like. Having only a few shows left, we collectively prayed for no more calamitous mishaps. Of course, under that shiny veneer lurked problems with the electrical system. The early smiles were soon wiped from our faces when we realized that the main circuit supplying lights and everything else in the bus would blow if you even looked at it. A succession of aborted attempts to watch movies soon followed as the power would trip after only a few minutes. However, these were small complaints in comparison to the previous debacles we experienced, so we soldiered on. Though bus #4, and all the other unexpected expenses, were causing the tour to hemorrhage loot, we were able to make it through to tour’s end with no more major problems … that is, if you don’t include having shows canceled in England due to excessive snowfall—read: one to two inches!—but that’s a tale for another day …

		

		Eyal Levi (Dååth, Producer/Engineer)

		

		A DAMN GOOD REASON

		

		Touring is a very complex and multifaceted situation. In the early days, it was the greatest thing in the world to play a show out of state, even if it was only for a handful of people at a record store in a place like Mobile, Alabama. If I don’t tour for a while now, I start to yearn for it a bit; however, my standards for how I want to tour have certainly changed. When things are going great, I love it, but it certainly does take a toll on your life, health, and everything else. I just need a damn good reason to be out there, because I have other things going on that are also music-related, even though I love to play live music. Recently, it’s become easier for bands to tour, and there are a lot of bands out there that are touring that perhaps should not be. Touring can be a shithole, but it can also be one of the most enlightening, beautiful experiences ever, if you want it to be.

		One of the worst experiences I can remember was when we were on Ozzfest a few years ago in the summer of 2007, and we had a driver that actually threatened to kill us. Roadrunner Records set us up at the time with a certain touring company to take care of our transportation needs for the journey. When we showed up, we got what amounted to an airport shuttle where nothing was bolted down, nothing inside worked, it would constantly blow fuses, the seat belts were broken, and the fridge didn’t work. It was a disaster. The driver that came along with the bus was actually not a real driver; he just wanted to do the Ozzfest tour so he could promote his band. So, the touring company sent him out with no money, and promised to just pay him at the end. As the tour went along, he began to struggle with food money, and on top of that he never really slept because he was out at the Ozzfest all day passing out demos. It was kind of dangerous in a way, because it was also a tumultuous time within the band, and things would get physical quite often.

		One day when we were going down the road there was a fight, and I think Kevin [Talley, the drummer] actually body-slammed someone into the back of the driver’s seat. So at that point the driver pulled over, and a little altercation ensued. From then on it only got worse, and the driver would says things like he was going to “drive us into oncoming traffic,” or “drive us off a mountain.”

		Things eventually came to a head after we realized he was not eating enough, because the touring agency had yet to pay him anything. It started one night when we stopped at a Denny’s, and one of us cut their burger in half in order to bring some food out to the driver. Well, he didn’t like that, and said more or less, “What am I, a fucking animal, giving me your scraps and leftovers?” He just fucking exploded on us, and then severely threatened us, saying things like he was going to “stab us in our sleep.” At that point our stage tech told him to get the fuck out of the vehicle, where we left him in the middle of nowhere in Washington State with nothing, not even a cell phone. He threatened to kill us, so we left him.

		Meanwhile, the vehicle was falling apart, and the company continually failed to send us any money to have repairs made. Two days after that, it broke down and we ended up sinking $4,000 into getting it fixed, and the touring company still refused to reimburse us for it. So, we drive for a few more shows and make it to West Hollywood, where we were playing an off-show at the House of Blues. In order to park there, you have to pull up on this hill next to a barricade in front of the venue. So, we played the show, and afterwards, when we turned on the vehicle, the transmission fell out. We couldn’t put it in neutral, because then we would’ve rolled down the hill. We also couldn’t tow it back up, because you’d need to get an industrial-strength tow truck, and this was on a weekend. So, it was like, what are we going to do? Well, we simply went to the grocery store and bought a bunch of meat, and we proceeded to put it under the mattresses, in the fridge, and all over the vehicle, and then we just left it there. We ended up sharing a bus two days later with one of the other bands, so it worked out fine anyway. Needless to say, it was an interesting event.

		

		Guy Kozowyk (The Red Chord)

		

		FROM DIRECTIONS ON A NAPKIN TO ROACH-INFESTED COUCHES

		

		Our first actual tour was in 2000. It was roughly a two-week run through the eastern half of the U. S. We got this rental van and we were legally not supposed to leave New England with it, but we ended up taking it all the way down to states like Alabama and Florida. We were just jumping on whatever shows we could, playing everywhere from this DIY library in Orlando (to four people!), to basements, to the Roboto Project in Pittsburgh. Some shows we would end up playing to maybe a hundred kids, just packed into someone’s living room or bedroom. We would be nut-to-butt playing the songs, with people all around. It was just all over the place, and we booked it ourselves through AOL instant messenger contacts, make out connections, or record label message board forums, just rolling with it based on whoever offered us a show. It was total DIY, the kind of tour where you have everything written out on scraps of paper, and then someone would roll down the window in the front of the van and all the important contact info would just go flying out the door. Promoter contacts written on napkins, with directions hand-written out with instructions like, “Go to the third house on the right, make sure you don’t knock on the second floor door, go around back,” et cetera.

		I remember that on the last date of the tour I turned 21 years old. It was just that time in your life when you did not give a shit about things like where you were going to end up sleeping that night. It would just get worked out along the way.

		Sometimes the places we’d end up staying would just be mortifying. We were just used to these expensive rents and expensive properties in the Boston area, so people our age back home would just pile into houses and share rooms as much as possible, or live with their parents. So when kids at shows in other states would tell us, “Hey, we have our own place; you can stay with us,” we would think of their offer in terms of like, “OK, that means eight people crammed into a one-bedroom apartment, with some kid squatting in the kitchen.” So we were surprised at the low cost of rent in other cities, where people could actually afford to move out and get a decent-sized place to live. Places like in Ohio somewhere, where there’d be a few kids renting a three-bedroom house for a few hundred bucks a month. So with that, we nevertheless ended up crashing in college dorm rooms, on all kinds of nasty floors, and gross, roach-infested couches. It took us a long time to break out of that mode of touring, and develop a bit more discretion about things. However, to a degree, you are of course always gracious if someone offers you a place to sleep for the night, so we’d put the sign up at the merch table, and just see where we would end up.

		Now it’s a bit different, where you might have an 18-year-old kid say, “Sure, you can come back and stay at my house,” and when you get back, you meet his mom and she’s like 35 years old … nearly the same age as we are! It’s like, “Ah … yeah …” If we are getting closer to the kid’s parents’ age, then we should probably seek out other options, you know? But from another perspective, that’s how you also make priceless relationships and develop friendships over time, by meeting good people who are also fans and who help you out along the way. For example, that’s how we met guys like [artist] Paul Romano, by crashing at his house a bunch of times.

		

		Ben Falgoust (Goatwhore, Soilent Green, Paralysis)

		

		PAY PHONES AND BROKEN BONES

		

		It’s hard to explain how it was to kids now, because it seems like everything is so easily attained these days. There was no Internet, no GPS, no cell phones. You relied entirely on the old Rand Mc Nally road map, an address, and a pay phone. As soon as you got close to a city, you pulled off the road and looked for a pay phone to call the promoter. I’m not trying to be like the “Oh, when I was a kid we walked eight miles in the snow to school” kind of storyteller, because I think the technologies available today are awesome. When I am on tour now I am like, “How the fuck did we tour the U. S. before all these devices were around?” But we did it.

		I remember my first U. S. tour with Soilent Green was with Extreme Noise Terror and Grief. I think it was in 1995. Some of those shows were still hella-DIY, even though we had an agent book it. I think it started in St. Petersburg, and we did like a week and half of shows. I think we got paid $50 a night, which wasn’t that bad then. I was a fan of the bands, and it was just long enough to develop a rapport among each other. I think it usually takes a week or so into a tour, and bands start to develop that camaraderie. Your day ends up being divided between the hours in the van driving, and the waiting around at the club after you arrive.

		While I’ve enjoyed nearly every tour we’ve done, as I’ve gotten older my tolerance for being out on the road has become a bit lower. However, despite the van accidents we’ve had, and all the shit I went through with broken legs and everything, I still have this urge to get out there and confront my fears. I never let that stop me from touring. Now with the Internet, you hear about it more than ever. As soon as the winter months arrive, somebody gets into an accident. It’s always in places like Wyoming, or Washington State. That’s where our accident was [with Soilent Green]. We were out on a tour with Deicide, Morbid Angel, Zyklon, and Exhumed in 2001. It was about a week and half into it. We couldn’t finish the tour because both the van and the trailer were totaled. Brian [Patton] and Scott [Buckley] both had broken bones, and flew home, while Tommy [Buckley], our sound guy, and myself rented a truck, put the remaining equipment into it and drove it all back to New Orleans. I can look back at this stuff and laugh now, because although it was not funny at the time, it was fucking crazy.

		

		YOU JUST CAN’T EXPLAIN IT TO ANYONE THAT ISN’T INVOLVED You think about people and bands that tour like this, and how normal individuals just look at us and wonder, how can someone go through all this for what is perceived as a very little reward? You just can’t explain it to anyone that isn’t involved. They will never get it. For example, with Goatwhore, we were on tour with Cannibal Corpse and we got nailed at the border coming back from Canada for having too much cash. When you come into the States, you are supposed to declare if you have over $10,000 in cash. When we crossed over, I didn’t really understand the whole regimen at the time, so when they counted it and found that it was over the limit, they called out some U. S. Marshals to question us. We ended up sitting there for about twelve hours, at the crossing between Manitoba and North Dakota. It’s a pretty strict border crossing, especially for returning into the U. S. It seemed like they’re always looking to nail you with something. You could be the president’s kid and they will still want to nail you. So I was sitting there trying to explain to the U. S. Marshals where all the money was from, and where it was going. First, they always have a laugh about the band name. Then, once I had all the sheets out, and showed him the numbers, he was like, “I don’t believe you. Why would anyone put themselves in this position and make that little money?” I was like, “Dude, I can’t explain it to you.” Luckily, the rest of the tour was going through the same border as well, and the other bands were being questioned too. So, the road manager for Cannibal Corpse pulled out the sheets showing what we were getting paid, and then the Marshal realized it was the truth. He was astonished and said, “I can’t believe you would put yourselves through this, for that little amount of money in return.” He could then see that the money we had was all going to our vehicle, merch, and fuel expenses, and after all that we would have maybe a thousand bucks leftover. That’s what I was trying to explain by showing him the receipts, and they just thought we were crazy.
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			Then, Now, and Beyond
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		As we know, the “glorious times” of the underground scene’s late ’80s and early ’90s heyday faded long ago. In successive years, the underground adapted to and then appropriated newer technologies, altering the way we communicated with each other as we slowly watched those hand-written letters eventually give way to e-mail. We altered our media, as our beloved hand-made fanzines slowly became (mostly) uninspired websites, and we related to the music itself in different ways as the durable, material form of the vinyl record, cassette tape, and compact disc morphed into the seemingly immaterial MP3. The earthbound highways, surface ships, and airplanes that transported our underground culture among countries were exchanged for the time and space-destroying Internet. Through it all, we still loved the music, and we still yearned for an international death metal underground that cultivates our art, even as we jumped on board with new technologies to embrace that goal. How have we used those technologies to change the way we relate to the music, as well as with each other? This section embodies each contributor’s reflections on our past, present, and future, for better and for worse …

		

		MATT HARVEY (EXHUMED) These days, I think the gist of the scene is really the same, it’s just that the means of taking part in it are different. Obviously, email and social networking is a much faster means of communication than the postal service, and it’s cheaper as well, so to me it’s a win-win. I think that it’s easy to be nostalgic for our glory days, but really it’s always just been about connecting bands and fans. Zines are now blogs, letters are now emails, demos are now [hosted on social media] pages or whatever, but it’s just the same shit. Just like CDs replaced tapes, 8-tracks, et cetera. The technology only changes the means of conveyance. I don’t know how many times I missed shows back in the day because I didn’t hear about them, or didn’t know that a certain band was on a certain bill. I missed the Obituary Slowly We Rot tour because the listing just said “Sacred Reich + special guests”—fuck! Now, if you really want to know when your favorite band is playing, it’s simple—even if they’re unsigned. Kids today should be stoked to have access to so much information and media at their fingertips. I know if I was 15 today, I would spend 100% of my time on the Internet seeking out new and heavier bands.

		That said, there are things I get nostalgic about. In the early ’90s, the underground scene felt more personal and exclusive, because you had no idea how many other people were really reading zines like Chainletter, Lesson in Pathology, Necropolis, Atmosphear, Comatose, et cetera. Likewise, you had no clue if anyone else in your city, outside of your immediate circle of friends, had heard of all the demo bands that you had. I used to love bands like Excavation, Timeghoul, Infestation (NY), Funeral Feast, Sepulchral, Butchery, Execration, Embalmed, Embalmer, Colostomy, and tons of others, most of whom never got record deals worth mentioning or just sort of vanished. Without the Internet, you were kind of in a void where your imagination filled in the parameters of the scene.

		Being from the Bay Area, thrash metal was still very much in fashion through 1993, so everything that was more underground was very dangerous and appealing to me. The only local band of any status that fit those parameters was Autopsy, so I never really felt like part of a scene or like my band was part of a sound or whatever. Florida, Sweden, and Great Britain were all really far away from us, so we kind of just gravitated towards the music that resonated, rather than what was “cool” or whatever. To me, the sound of extreme music will always be that late ’80s U. K. sound; you can hear it in grind, death metal, and crust, and even in some thrash albums—both Sacrilege albums come to mind. For whatever reason, that’s what has stuck with me the most, even beyond the Stockholm chainsaw guitar tone or the polished “Morrisound sound” of the Tampa scene.

		Another thing I miss is the sincere personal effort that it took to really find out about the scene. There was no Encyclopedia Metallum website and no Wikipedia, so if you really wanted to know about a band, you had to kind of seek that info out. You couldn’t listen to an MP3 on someone’s Myspace page to see if you wanted to get the album—you just shelled out your $8.98 for the cassette and took your chances. Sometimes you were rewarded handsomely; other times, you were just shit outta luck. I used to buy tapes in junior high and early high school based on the band name, song titles, and album covers alone. That’s how I discovered everything from Celtic Frost to Bathory to Onslaught. So kids these days do have it easier in some respects. But instead of resenting them for it, we old-timers, or second generation underground people or Generation X/Yers or whatever the fuck we are, should take advantage of all these great new ways to connect with like-minded people all over the world.

		One other thing that I think is kind of a bummer about the Internet is that everything has become so individually tailored. Before, I always looked forward to getting together with my buddies and listening to all the new demos and albums we’d picked up. Comparing notes, opinions, and tapes all had to be done in person back in the early ’90s. That led to some serious male bonding going on! [laughs] Now, everything is so instant that it’s easy to become totally isolated. I think that finding people with the same musical tastes and/or ambitions is a great way to make lifelong friends and just have fun nerding out about killer tunes. It was certainly the most positive aspect of my teenage years. That was what got me through being an awkward nerd in high school: I had death metal. I had a band. I had fliers to make. I had tape trading, I had Autopsy shows to go to. That was what kept me away from getting depressed, getting in trouble, doing drugs, or whatever. I had something that was vitally important to me that was a far better use of my time and money than getting fucked up—at least that’s the way I saw it. I was pretty lucky, looking back on it. Underground death metal and grindcore opened my eyes to the rest of the world. All of a sudden, I had a reason to find Sweden or Brazil on a map. I was getting letters from the other side of the world and sending tapes off to distant and exotic places that I dreamed of one day visiting. Being involved with the underground is what made so much of the good shit in my life possible; everything from travel, relationships, artistic satisfaction, and even once in a while a little bit of cash. What more could you want from anything?

		

		LUC LEMAY (GORGUTS) The international tape-trading underground was very special back then. That’s how I ended up with demos like Morbid Angel’s Thy Kingdom Come, or how I became pen pals with guys like Patrick Mameli from Pestilence, Uffe from Entombed, and Metalion from the Slayer zine in Norway. All the bands from the fanzines would pass their ads through the mail: Unleashed, Dismember, et cetera. I remember when I sent Metalion the first Gorguts rehearsal tapes. I spent entire evenings just writing letters, and those little Xeroxed fliers we would pass around through the mail would just be laying all over the floor. It was just fantastic to have a fucking letter in the mail, you know? It’s a lost art, but that’s what made my day back then. I mean, there is nothing wrong with the Internet, for work, or whatever, but a letter with actual handwriting? It was just so much warmer. It really made your day. I really miss that.

		

		MARC GREWE (MORGOTH) It took time to write those letters then. Everything is so quick now. Then of course, you really hated how long it took. You were always looking in the letterbox for a new tape or something to arrive. Now, it’s just, “Here’s the link—you got it.” Back then, if someone said that you can order a song, and have it in one second, I would have said, “Great, perfect!” But now, in reflection, I think it would be nice to have that sense of curiosity back, of going to the letterbox and reading a handwritten letter. It was just a different time, the Internet changed so much, and for the better in many ways. But the European death metal circle was much smaller then, much more underground. Twenty years ago a large open air festival for death metal [like the many there are these days] would have been unimaginable.

		

		ED WARBY (HAIL OF BULLETS, GOREFEST) I’m not a big fan of downloading, and that’s putting it mildly. The whole experience of discovering new music has gone to shit if you ask me. Where’s the fun and excitement in downloading an MP3 as opposed to going to the record shop and looking at album covers, or listening to new stuff with friends? To me, an MP3 has no value whatsoever, and I can almost understand that young people see music as disposable, something they can have for free and throw away when they lose interest, which is pretty fast these days. However, what I do like is the way the Internet enables you to get in touch with people from all over the world. Doing interviews has gotten much easier, for example, but the romance of the early days has largely vanished, which is kinda sad.

		

		TERRY BUTLER (MASSACRE, OBITUARY, EX-SIX FEET UNDER, EX-DEATH) Doing mail back in the 1980s was really one of the only ways to connect to the underground. You would get ahold of these fanzines—just DIY, black and white—and they always had a section for demo reviews. People would also put their addresses in there and advertise all of the various demos they had for trade. It would be like, “For $2, I have these demos,” and you’d get to know a lot of new stuff. You could write them, find out about cool new bands, and spread the word. It was just a special thing back then. You would come home from school, open your mailbox, and there is a package from Norway wherein some dude just sent you the Natas demo. It would be a great feeling, to get a reply back with a new demo, because you had just sent him the Mantas demo in trade. It was just this cool, underground pen pal thing that was way more heartfelt and sincere. Now, it’s like, at the click of a button, bam—everything is there. So to me, there is not much soul in it anymore. But of course there are some kids that realize that, and they are getting back into buying vinyl, which is starting to take off again.

		

		MATT OLIVO (REPULSION) I definitely think the music was better back then [in the 1980s]. Bands were certainly more careful to craft their own distinct musical inventions. Think of Voivod, Possessed, Celtic Frost, Slayer, et cetera. Those bands were all distinct in their own, identifiable way, so that it was impossible to confuse one with the other. These days, people throw themselves whole-heartedly into worship bands or retro bands. I know some of these folks, and while having the best intentions, I can’t help but wonder how they could ever possibly be artistically satisfied in these pursuits. Conversely, I have noticed recent trends in bands doing “post underground metal.” Some very exciting stuff coming from Subrosa, Purson, Windhand, Ides of Gemini, et al. It’s also encouraging to see some of the old farts like Carcass [make] respectable career comebacks. I’m just glad the ’90s are over: Morbid Angel ripoff overproduced drum sampled shredder music with no soul!

		As far as the formats are concerned, the fact that vinyl has made such a breathtaking comeback speaks for itself. I must admit, going mobile with music has never been more awesome. In this sense, taking thousands of your favorite songs with you on a road trip, hike, [or] long flight has made life so much easier …

		

		ROB BARRETT (CANNIBAL CORPSE, EX-MALEVOLENT CREATION, EX-SOLSTICE) There are pros and cons about things today. I definitely embraced the whole tape-trading era back then, and that really began when I started sending out the Solstice demo around the underground. I got to know and befriend a lot of the bands that I ended up trading demos with. That was around 1990. Before that I was more or less just getting copies and dubs of new music from my friends, who were more in the loop then.

		Looking at the death metal scene today, I could see that some of the kids might get spoiled, because everything is so easily available. However, it’s also better that there is so much access, and good music is readily available. There are more varied ways to get your band exposed, and for valid bands, the chances are even better to get successful. It was a lot harder back then to really have the money to get your demo recorded, and after that it was even harder to get it into the right hands. When I think back to the late ’80s, I was lucky enough then to even have the equipment to write the music!

		Additionally, the progression of the drummers since the ’80s is pretty impressive. There’s just some inhuman shit going on now, and throughout the ’90s the sheer athleticism of the drummers really surpassed the more straightforward, “feel”-driven playing of the ’80s. It’s like they were running a marathon after a while, and in my eyes it almost turned into a competition. That had the effect of taking away from the songwriting to an extent, but then there were some bands that turned that speed and complexity into their whole forte. To me, early Morbid Angel just stood far above everyone in terms of the whole speed thing; it was super fast and the blasting lasted significant spans in the songs. The riffs were both busy and crazy too, but the thing is they wrote really good songs on top of that. So personally, hearing that early stuff from them gave me hope in death metal. I said to myself, “You know what, this is some pretty killer shit.”

		

		JARI LAINE (TORTURE KILLER, EX-ADRAMELECH) For a fan, the early days were priceless. Even the most ordinary metal fan was more involved with the scene, not by just organizing shows or doing fanzines, but also by participating in the tape-trading circles that were perhaps the equivalent of today’s peer-to-peer downloading, in early, primitive form. You had to work for your music, and wait for it. Order a demo from a band, write a letter and hope you’d get your copy soon, or borrow a tape from a friend and copy it by yourself. You’d have to write down the track titles by hand, and listen to the entire album while doing it.

		Sometimes you had to get creative if your tape machine was broken: you’d find two normal cassette players, [arrange them] facing each other, and the other one had a small microphone built into it which wasn’t any bigger than a fingernail. You’d push “play” on one deck, and record with the other one, and just stand still without making a noise, because that would end up on your copy as well! If your mom walked in, telling you to clean your room or something, you’d have to start over.

		Despite all that, it was fun, and in fact, in some cases those fourth-or fifth-generation copies gave some albums an even darker and more eerie atmosphere. Also, that was the only way to get your music. You’d borrow from a friend, buy directly from the band, or trade a tape, which meant you’d do it for someone else. Nothing was there just to take; you had to put some effort into it. And while you were waiting for that new tape to arrive in the next four weeks, you had nothing to listen to except those tapes you had on your shelf, so the wait would build up, just like going to shows, and erupt once you got that long-awaited package in the mail.

		I’m sure it all might sound difficult, but in fact, that was part of the fun. It was also more personal, and you’d get a greater emotional attachment to artists and bands. You took the time and effort to write a letter by hand, get envelopes and stamps, mail it, and wait for days and weeks to get a reply with a demo. But once you got it, it was all worth it. You felt like you were appreciated by the band, as they’d write a hand-written letter back, and that alone made you more attached and interested. This also meant you’d listen to the entire tape, and then make up your mind if you liked it or not. Not like these days: you listen for 20 seconds, skip to the next track, another 20 seconds, and skip. All this because you have 15 more albums waiting in your hard drive to check out, that are all coming out three months from now. The patience to get into the music is gone.

		Also, the material released these days is not too strong either, but all this wraps into one thing: everything being too easy. It’s too easy to download an album, too easy to form a label, too easy to record an album, too easy to release it. This leads to an overflow of music, at the expense of quality.

		

		ULA GEHRET (BAND LEGAL CONSULTANT, EX-CENTURY MEDIA RECORDS, EX-METAL MANIACS) I think whenever you have advancements in technology, there will always be a knee-jerk reaction to preserve the way things have been done. That’s probably a combination of loyalty to your nostalgia, and partly because you’re subconsciously bitter that the ungrateful bastards of today don’t have to struggle nearly as hard as you did to achieve the same ends. I’m sure the older generation continued to hand-crank clothes for years long after the electric washing machine was invented and affordable.

		I love the fact that I can go onto my laptop and find nearly any piece of music I want instantly, and in most cases order a physical copy. In recent months I’ve found myself sifting through YouTube now that more and more people have starting uploading vintage VHS concerts. It’s not the same, but just to finally see what bands like Eucharist, Holy Terror, or Pestilence with van Drunen were like on stage is pretty amazing. I never had the chance myself.

		But all that said, I still have a deep fondness for the pre-Internet era. Getting news was notoriously difficult, and there was a lot of misinformation out there, but that only caused you to reach out more to your like-minded friends, so it made you more social. Not in the sense of texting with someone, but actually calling or visiting someone to try and find out if anyone had seen that Vio-Lence “vomit bag” 10", or if it even existed. I have a lot of Facebook friends, but not many that I actually hold lengthy conversations with.

		Around 1990 I had about 15 penpals throughout the world, and another five people in strategically located countries—U. K., Germany, Sweden, Japan, and Brazil—with whom I traded CDs, as well as [knowledge about] which shops carried which labels’ titles or which magazines. It’s hard explaining to younger music fans how so many bands lived and died by simple things like cover art and song titles, and how much that often influenced your decision to buy something.

		I stayed a week with a Swedish guy at his Gothenburg apartment back in 1993, whom I got to know through a Metal Forces advert, since we both liked Desultory and Dark Tranquillity, and bought a Samael/Tiamat bootleg CD from Tompa [aka Tomas/At the Gates] at the Black Sun shop. I met a friend in Pennsylvania through an advert in Creem’s Thrash Metal mag and years later was best man at his wedding. I’d come home from work and have letters waiting from the guys in Watchtower, or find a phone message my mom’s weird boyfriend wrote, saying, “Jean from Dark Angel called, will try again later.”

		I only had a fanzine and got into the “second wave” around 1989, so there were guys even deeper into the scene from the very beginning. I can still look at a bunch of my CDs and LPs and tell you where and when I found them, as it could sometimes take a year or more to find that one elusive album—goddamn you, Sempiternal Deathreign. None of that would have happened if the Internet had launched in 1985. And I would never, ever trade any of those experiences, even if it saved a year from my life.

		I have always believed that anything freely found is also freely forgotten. For new music I am probably the worst person to ask, because I feel like I’m old, jaded, and generally don’t like the majority of what’s come out in the last decade or so. I appreciate my iTunes because it’s great for portability and on shuffle I feel like it’s the best radio station in the world, only with less Propecia ads. I’m sure there are people that really appreciate new MP3s. I only know that when it took me months to find a record and finally I tracked one down after two hours of frustrating searching through the “Rock/Pop A–Z” section of some shop in the middle of New Jersey, you could be damned sure I was going to listen to that fucker several times, start to finish, and do my best to appreciate it. Sometimes you got an Anacrusis and loved it immediately, and other times you wound up with Gothic Slam. But if I download a torrent and don’t like it, it’s probably getting deleted before I even get through the second song. Easy come, easy go.

		

		ANDERS JAKOBSON (COLDWORKER, NASUM, NECRONY) Obviously, things are defined these days by information and accessibility. As a “child” of the tape-trading era and a fan of the old handmade paper fanzines, I remember the joy of hearing a six-month-old recording, or reading news that already happened and getting some sort of satisfaction from it. Today, we have a consistent flow of news via websites like Blabbermouth, Twitter feeds or what have you, and sometimes I can feel overwhelmed by it all. I don’t want to appear like a grumpy old man, but there was something special about the glory days. The utter excitement of hearing a fifth-generation tape copy of an advance track from the coming Carcass album can never be matched by a crystal-clear MP3 in an e-Card.

		Furthermore, I remember being at the Metallica show in Stockholm in 1988 on the Damaged Justice tour, and as I was walking back to the car I saw a bunch of catalogs from a Swedish mailorder called Chickenbrain Records on the ground. When I started flipping through it, I was faced with a lot of bands that I’d never heard of before. I remember Carcass’ Reek of Putrefaction was in that catalog. That cheap piece of pulpy paper was what got me into punk, hardcore, grind, and death metal, and I obviously ended up ordering a bunch of records from them. I had no idea then that the door was opening to a world that I would eventually come to love very much.

		

		AANTAR LEE COATES (DIABOLIC, EXMORTIS, HORROR OF HORRORS) It’s different today. There seems to be very few record stores left where friends can gather and meet up, and just spend time going through music. I guess now it’s about the message boards online, the blogs, et cetera. The Internet has certainly pulled people together, but in a different way. It works well, and it’s positive that it can bring people around the world closer, in ways that never could have worked in the “snail mail” past. It’s an evolution, I guess. But I really miss those days when, for example, I’d go over to Ace’s Records where you would just hang out for hours, checking out new music with friends. That record store was a real pillar in the Tampa [Florida] metal scene back then, and I think they finally closed their doors around 2000. At one point, it was about a block away from this club called the Brass Mug, which was a historic venue for the death metal scene, and still does shows. But as for Ace’s, as soon as the downloading thing and Napster started in the late ’90s, they just weren’t able to cover the rent anymore.

		

		ALBERT MUDRIAN (EDITOR IN CHIEF OF DECIBEL MAGAZINE, AUTHOR OF CHOOSING DEATH) It was definitely a special time—at least to me—before the dawn of music’s digital era. I don’t mean just the regular dinosaur talk of the tape-trading days either. Even as recently as the mid-’90s, there was still a huge amount of risk and effort that went along with purchasing a record, especially an extreme metal one.

		Around 1994, I was an insufferable doom and black metal elitist, and the majority of what I was into was unavailable at the local record stores near where I was living at the time. So, I made the occasional pilgrimage to New York City or Vintage Vinyl in Fords, NJ, to drop virtually every cent I had to my 19-year-old name on records that I hoped were good. But that meant at least three hours worth of travel each way, so generally I relied on distros, who could take weeks to deliver records that I was dying to hear. From the moment I placed an order, I’d create a mental timeline accounting for packing and shipping of how long I thought it would take for a package to make its way through the then-competent USPS to my mailbox. Keep in mind that these were mostly records that lacked U. S. distribution, so any mailorder company would have to wait to have the records shipped to them before they could ship the records to me. So, by 1995 I decided to cut out the middle man. I found the store in London called Alice’s Records—it’s long since closed—who would ship same day ordered anywhere in the world. On a record’s release date, I’d call the store, place the order for the album as quickly as fucking possible—international calling rates were bonkers back then—and then bask in the fact that I only had seven or eight days to wait until I heard a new Unholy or an Anathema album. Sure, between the cost of the call and the extra shipping charge, it was $10 to $15 more expensive per record, but it was so worth it, because I couldn’t wait.

		Now, tell that story to a music fan who has grown up in the digital era, and they’ll look at you like you’re from the fucking stone age. And I can’t really blame them. They’re having a completely different experience. They didn’t drop $25 on The Gathering’s Almost a Dance 20 years ago and still regret it to this day! A new generation has the luxury of previewing pretty much any record in entirety, mostly through legal record label- and/or band-approved streams, before purchasing it. In that sense, it definitely makes them sharper consumers, but they’re denied the rush that came along with the “fuck, please don’t let this record suck” fear accompanying the anticipation of hearing something new from a band you deeply loved.

		That’s not to say their experience is worse. It’s just different—a lot fucking different. I remember there was true mystique around many European artists I dug. Again, because during that particular era—up to 1997, really—I focused generally on doom and black metal. Then the thought of having any regular contact with, say, Fenriz or Gregor Mackintosh beyond receiving an untimely response to a poorly-written letter was insanity. Now, their fans can probably see what those dudes had for breakfast just by following their Instagram feeds. Old heads might bemoan that today, but we would have killed for that access back then.

		So, does knowing what demos/records Darkthrone are jamming every week, and then being able to hear those bands and immediately pass your own judgment on them, trump my past of wondering and waiting? Fucking beats me. Everyone’s experience is personal. It’s not up to me to judge whether mine or theirs is better. I just need to recognize they are vastly different.

		

		MITCH HARRIS (NAPALM DEATH, RIGHTEOUS PIGS, DEFECATION) Obviously, the letter writing and tape trading is not really in the culture anymore. The younger kids today, it seems like they’ll never write a fucking letter, you know? They’re just so many pluses and minuses with everything. On one hand, the Internet is slowly killing the music and film industry. It’s slowly metamorphosizing into something else until they can figure out a format that can’t be pirated. On the other hand, I can’t imagine how it is for a kid now, who can have access to and know everything instantly! Back then, as a kid walking to the record store, and going through all the selections, it was so far away from how it is today, where everything can be done instantly online, or retrieved from a hard drive. So, the access is there; it’s just a matter of trying to find out what’s going on from the mountain of bands.

		Some bands are good, it’s like, “OK, I’ve heard that before,” but sometimes it’s done from a different angle, or with a different energy. I’ve always been very picky, but the thing is back in the day, bands seemed to have more of an identity, a different vocal style or anything that just made them stand out as unique. Now, it’s obviously a bit more watered down. You have bands picking up on other bands, but then there’s no general idea where certain styles and sounds ultimately originated, it seems. So, despite whatever lack of history there is, there’s still nevertheless instantaneous access to whatever you want. If you have a band now, you can track your demo at home on the computer, put it all together yourself, and do everything we did in the ’80s ten times faster and ten times cheaper. You never know—just put out your stuff and you might get a viral hit out of it. I don’t think it lessens it in that way, because you have to think about the kids that are just getting into it today. It’s still new to them, you know?

		Of course nothing can compare to getting a letterbox full of mail, and then meeting those same people you used to write with while out on tour, sometimes years later. That’s the part of history that can’t be replaced.

		

		CHRIS BARNES (SIX FEET UNDER, EX-CANNIBAL CORPSE) From my perspective and from the stage, things are still the same. I mean, the music has gone through different styles and phases, so you see that kind of roll past over the years. Different fashions related to different styles and such. But as far as the sheer energy people feel from a live performance, from a death metal band on stage, I think that is pretty much the same. Crowd participations and reactions have changed a bit, whether it’s the wall of death now, or the circle pit like they used to do back in the ’80s. That kind of stuff flows with the times. For a while they were doing all that kung fu stuff, you know? So the reactions are different, but the energy is the same. I still see the same energy from when I was a fan in the audience, so that is a constant, I think.

		

		DREW ELLIOTT (ARTIST) [On the increased use of digital artwork in the last few decades] … I could do without it. However, I do have some aspects of it in my art now as well. It does make it easier to fix or manipulate some things. It’s kind of like if you want to move something in the art, it’s not “fixed”—I can move it around. If I wanted to move something back then, I had to cut it out, so now it’s a lot easier to keep the integrity of the original, so it’s OK in that way. I just think that overall band and cover art has gotten better. I mean, in the ’90s it was horrible. Photoshop just exploded, so you had albums like for example that Monstrosity cover with the eggs on it [Millennium, 1996] and after a while everything started to look like that, to the point where it seemed that bands thought their album had to look like that in order for it to be a legitimate album or something. I mean, it was not hurting me, because I was more or less drawing on my own.

		These days [with the nostalgia for the early, crude DIY art], a lot of the old-schoolers don’t want to admit it, but black metal had a lot to do with bringing back that black-and-white “primitive” art, to the point where old-school death metal imagery is kind of like the “new” black metal. I like that stuff, though; that raw, primitive stuff is kind of like how it was when I first got into death metal. However, I’m also really into black metal, because to me that is my extreme roots. I was a Venom and Celtic Frost freak, so when black metal happened, I felt like that was my shit, because death metal began to get super-techy, and I was just not into that. So these days, the “new” old-school stuff is my shit; bands like Repugnant, Tribulation, and Necrovation.

		

		DAN SEAGRAVE (ARTIST) [On the “tools of the trade”] I’ve been using Photoshop since 2000, and also know Maya, After Effects, Final Cut, and a bunch of other programs relating to the visual and moving image field. I’m certainly not a traditionalist. But at the same time, unlike most, I haven’t dumped painting with paints because I like it. But I also appreciate the possibilities of the digital era. Probably by 1994 I felt like painting was over when all of a sudden album covers were being thrown together on the computer. At that time, I didn’t have a computer or any knowledge or access to get up to speed with that. So, only later did I gradually get the chance to take some decent courses on this stuff.

		

		KIM KELLY (WRITER AT IRON FIST, TERRORIZER, PUBLICIST AT CATHARSIS PR, EX-CANDLELIGHT RECORDS) Nowadays, of course, it’s so much easier. Kids have the kind of access to information and music that I could never have envisioned back when I was in high school—and that wasn’t all that long ago! Imagine how the true lifers and old-school fans must feel. From fanzines to Facebook, the ease with which a person can discover and delve into extreme metal has changed massively. Someone can become a black or death metal expert in a week if they have a fast-enough Internet connection, a pair of decent headphones, and a whole lot of time to kill.

		Is that a good thing? Personally, I think it is. Metal is for everyone; whether an individual chooses to embrace it or abhor it is up to them. Why not make it available? Why try to keep it a secret, tucked away in the bloated bellies of messageboards and tape collections? As long as the bands are gaining fans and making gas money, how could that be a bad thing? Why shouldn’t some isolated kid in the middle of Arkansas have as much access to what’s going on as a more well-off kid in the heart of NYC or Portland? Should they be punished because they’re not lucky enough to live near record stores or rock venues? Sure, they could do it the hard way, and if they enjoy taking that route, more power to them, but there’s no reason not to take advantage of what’s available now.

		That’s the thing: being a metalhead can be hard enough. You can’t tell me that the people involved in tape trading in the late ’80s and early ’90s didn’t wish for an easier, faster way to access music and get in touch with like-minded souls across the globe. Revisionist history embraces the struggle of it all, but you know what? I sincerely doubt those dudes and ladies would agree.

		The problem with the rise of digital music is the ephemerality of it. Digital music loses its value when it’s freely available to download and distribute at will. No one’s getting paid when some Russian filesharing site gets its claws into your buddy’s band’s new record. It’s a worrisome development for labels and business types, but that doesn’t mean it’s going anywhere, either. It’s changed the way the music—metal—business operates, and has trimmed a lot of the fat. There’s more of a reason to go DIY or semi-DIY now—the big label with its deep pockets is less of a necessity, and more of a luxury. Touring is where the money is now, and anyone with a brain and a shred of personality can figure that out.

		Furthermore, [music] streaming hasn’t hurt metal; if anything, it’s prompted metal bands to up their game, and saved fans a hell of a lot of money. You can’t get away with making a half-assed album and expect fans to blindly shell out the 15 bucks anymore. The “try before you buy” mentality is here to stay. If a person truly loves a band, they’ll find the stream, get stoked, then go buy their record or catch them on tour. Of course, it’s just as easy for dilettantes to take a cursory listen to anything and everything and flounce around declaring themselves to be diehards and experts, but those people don’t matter. The fans, the real diehards, matter, and it takes more than a few kbps to change that.

		The vinyl resurgence seems to be addressing this, too, showing that not only do people still desire to consume music in a physical, tangible format, they’re willing to pay for the pleasure. The trick is to make it worth their time and money, which is why bands and labels are beginning to make a very concentrated effort to increase the quality of album packaging and design, and why tapes have made such a comeback: they’re cheap, but they’ve got a very DIY, organic feel to them: they look cool, they are rife with satisfyingly mortal pops and hisses, they feel real.

		Metalheads are one of the most dedicated fanbases in existence, especially those who worship the more extreme sounds. They will pay to support the bands they love, provided that said bands show that they respect those fans enough to offer them a quality product. If your record sucks, no one’s going to buy it … even if it comes on the sickest 12-color splatter vinyl imaginable.

		

		DANNY NELSON (MALIGNANCY) Now, metal is a Google search away. Back then you had to buy a magazine like Metal Forces or get a fanzine, and go through their demo sections in the back to find new death metal bands. You’d send five dollars off in an envelope, and boom, a few weeks later, if you’re lucky, you’d get some new music. Metalheads today are just as knowledgeable, but back then you had to really fight for it. There was just a greater degree of appreciation, because I know that I had to go out and find what I wanted. It wasn’t just given to you from a download, where you can instantly locate anything you can imagine.

		Back in the old days, you had to first go through all the records and find one with a cool cover, look at the logo, and then you just had to hope it was a good album if you decided to buy it. Afterwards, 9 times out of 10 it was a good album. Now, there are great album covers, if you can read the logo you’re lucky, and it’s probably going to suck. There are all these little labels just over-saturating a scene that has been over-saturated for a long, long time. There are bands out there that are playing original stuff and never getting signed, while the band that best emulates those bands already out gets signed to a label like Earache. Times have changed.

		

		DAVE WITTE (MUNICIPAL WASTE, HUMAN REMAINS, BURNT BY THE SUN) I was all over the mail back then. I had a filing cabinet with all of my letters organized by country! I would just wait all day for the postman to come. In retrospect, I don’t think the scene today is really as exciting as it was then. There was just more anticipation. It’s all too instant now. I mean, it’s cool in one way, but the thrill of it then, before the Internet, is hard to replicate. You just took more time to develop relationships with people through the mail, and sometimes you would eventually talk to them on the telephone. I remember calling Finland back then and talking to Antti Boman from Demilich for like an hour and my mother wanting to kill me after she got the bill.

		Even today, when Municipal Waste goes on tour, all the old-school pen pals come crawling out of the woodwork, and I’m finally meeting them now, even in other countries. Like for example, this guy Paul Watkins from Dying Grief zine in the U. K. It’s just great to meet these people like 20 years later.

		I still have a lot of my letters from then. I have the first letter I got from Scott Ruth of Ripping Corpse, along with the first batch of fliers he sent me for various zines. That is how I got into the underground. Through that and also through Doug from Mass Psychosis.

		As far as the band’s legacy, I think Human Remains had some lasting impact. I remember once we played a show at Suffocation’s rehearsal space on Long Island, along with, I think, Pyrexia and Headrot, and it turned out that Luc Lemay from Gorguts was also hanging out there. I think he may have been on mushrooms, but he told us that watching us play more or less “changed his life.” He actually told me later on that they grew as a band after that moment, and I thought that was a fantastic compliment coming from someone as talented as him. That was just a total honor.

		However, I think the best compliment we ever got was when somehow we got to open for the Cannibal Corpse/Cynic/Sinister tour on Long Island in the summer of 1994. I think Internal Bleeding played as well. When we were done playing, the Cynic guys came up to us and told us that we were the best band they’d seen play on that tour. That was when Focus was out, and we were way into it because, as we know, they could play their instruments pretty well. That’s probably the greatest compliment I ever got in that band, just because I was so excited hearing it from musicians that I admired a lot, yet who I didn’t know. It’s funny, years later, we [Municipal Waste] played with Cynic in Mexico City, and that was the first time I finally got to meet Sean Reinert.

		

		DAVID HALEY (PSYCROPTIC, PESTILENCE) It sounds funny saying that death metal is “friendly and welcoming,” but when I was a kid growing up in Tasmania, it really was. I mean, who else would put hours of their time into recording all these tapes and demos they think you might like, writing them out for you and then posting it to you for nothing? That seems unheard of these days. That element I think is sorely missed, especially when kids now are spending more time getting their “look” right than getting a riff right—you know something is fucking wrong.

		You’re just not as excited when something new comes out. I would run out every day expecting a package at the mailbox. Their was an anticipation that would build up for the release, and you would wonder, “Am I going to like this or not?” You were almost forced to listen to something quite a lot, ’cause if you didn’t like it on the first listen, you tried again and again ’cause it was a real investment in time and money. Now, people listen to 20 seconds of a song, and move on, and in the process could be missing out on what might have been their new favorite band.

		Downloading has certainly affected it; I mean, you get these overnight experts into one thing one day, and an expert on this or that the next day. I mean, I don’t really care what other people do, but from a point of musical enjoyment, I think it’s detrimental. I like to know about the band, the history of the band, and what makes them tick, you know? Anything to get a bit more insight into the music. For example, Norwegian black metal feels a bit more important to me, because of the whole history surrounding it in the early ’90s. It’s just too easy now to write off a band, rather than dedicate the time trying to understand what’s really being played.

		

		DONALD TARDY (OBITUARY) After that first wave of death metal, it got a little too big, too fast. That’s what really beat the scene up. The bands were all trying very hard, even if they sucked, or if they were great, yet it wasn’t their fault that the labels were signing everyone up. Those early labels, they made a lot of bread and butter from the first few albums they released that really made an impact, and of course new artist relations are important, but they got greedy. Not just greedy, but greedy and stupid to the point where they were signing everything. How could they expect fans to just focus on all that? For example, take one young kid who liked a few of those early death metal bands in, say, 1990, and by 1992 there are 77 new albums from more bands that are similar? What the fuck are you going to do? You can’t buy them all!

		Despite what was going on, Obituary knew what we wanted. We were kind of easy for Roadrunner in a sense, because they did have a lot bands and they needed their A&R guys to assist in guiding these bands in the right direction. I guess that’s one thing that Obituary never needed. We never needed help or guidance with our songwriting and recording from management or the label, so we were easy for them. I think that contributed to them keeping us on board, even though they were dropping a lot of other death metal bands. We still had a solid fan base, and we were very self-reliant. Those albums, like Cause of Death, The End Complete, and World Demise, they were all just handed over to the label without them having to worry about anything. We were delivering. In that sense, they may have gotten frustrated with a lot of other bands that just were not performing up to expectations.

		If you have ever been in a band for a year or more, it’s fun, but there are some strange relationships that come along. After you get signed, and the business aspect of it becomes a factor, that can be both stressful and frustrating when you are trying to just write and play music. With our recent experiences, it seems that these days the labels just don’t bleed for the bands like they used to. Record labels can really bum out the band when they feel like there is no push for their album.

		

		DOUG CERRITO (SUFFOCATION) Today, there are bands that are “big” that have traces of death metal in them, but they aren’t death metal bands. I keep up with the scene, and I love to hear new things, but I just haven’t been happy with what I have heard. As far as what I listen to, I guess I live in the past. Once again, it’s just death metal in its purest form. I still look forward to new releases, and I want to like new releases. I would love to hear something new that is great. Sometimes I hear bands that are really good, but I just might not agree with the whole album. There are just not that many releases you can throw on from beginning to end and enjoy it like we used to do, with bands from the ’80s and early ’90s. There are just so many bands out there now, it’s mindblowing. I can just imagine how it must be on the road now, with bands probably running into each other at every truck stop!

		And for the album releases, there were no “leaks” then; you didn’t know what to expect, there was a mystery to a new release. When one of your favorite bands was putting out a new album, you didn’t hear anything until you actually went to the store and bought it. Today they are recorded, and the next day you can download it. Back then, you would go to a record store and start flipping through the vinyl, until you were like, “Yeah, that is such a cool cover, those dudes are wearing some cool shirts, the song titles are cool … OK, I’m buying it.” That’s all you had to go on then. Sometimes you wouldn’t even know if a band had a new album out until you saw it in the store, and you’d shit your pants just to run home and listen to it.

		

		ESA LINDÉN (DEMIGOD) I have said this many times, but in my opinion the Internet ruined the whole idea of the underground. It definitely was way more special writing letters and receiving them, sending tapes around the world and waiting for some to arrive. The zines were truly underground. But there is no turning back and everything is a lot easier now. So don’t get me wrong, I like getting familiar with new bands through the Internet, but the underground was simply more “underground” 20 years ago. It was more personal, and receiving a tape or a letter from the other side of the world just felt great.

		

		STEPHEN GEBIDI (HAIL OF BULLETS, THANATOS) I think the whole social network approach to finding music is effective, and a good way to get out your name and music as well. However, I think all the excitement we had back then, and the way we found out about and experienced new music, was special. You had to write to people on the other side of the world and then wait weeks for a package or letter to arrive. The anticipation was very high. Sometimes you were disappointed, and sometimes you were surprised by the great stuff you might find in an envelope. So, when Myspace arrived like 10 years ago, and then Facebook later, I thought it could be the new underground vehicle to get bands across, but now I don’t know. The thing that bothers me is that if a band puts out an album, you already get to hear the album on the Internet, three or four weeks before it’s actually released. Once you finally buy it, there is no big surprise when you see the cover, or when you hear the entire album in context. I don’t know; it bothers me a little bit. But I am an old man, I guess!

		Of course when the underground exploded with all the demos in the late ’80s, there was also a lot of crap released. But before that, you were so anxious when a new band was coming out. I remember going to the record store and asking them when Possessed’s debut album was coming out. I would ask those guys every three or four days, for three months in a row. They called me “Peter Possessed” when I’d come into the store. You were just waiting for albums with so much more anticipation. When you finally got the album, you’d call all your friends to come over and listen. Totally different from now, where if you find a great band it’s, “Well, just send me over an MP3,” or “Send me the download link.” It’s just so easy to get anything now; there is no real excitement. There’s still great music being made, of course, but the way you get to discover or hear new music is different.

		However, we also shouldn’t think that everything was better back then, especially in the live sense. I mean, the quality of bands today is much higher. When I go to a live show today, I see bands playing well and much tighter than the bands we used to go see. In this way, I have to admit, when I listen to an old record from the ’80s or something, it was never really as good as you thought it was. For instance, I am a really big fan of Destruction. I really worship that early stuff. But, a couple of weeks ago I put that first album on and listened to the first two tracks, and I was like, “Uh, that’s good [enough].” But was the drummer really that dead awful [and yet] I could listen through that then? So, while the standards were lower then, the bands were more original and more exciting because they were developing something new. It was not always perfect, but in a way it was much more exciting and new to your ears.

		Now, bands are way more technical and better, with albums that are just as good or even better than the classics, but it’s a different time, so you’ll never give that album the same respect that you’d give to those albums that “started it.”

		

		GEORGE ‘CORPSEGRINDER’ FISHER (CANNIBAL CORPSE, EX-MONSTROSITY) The scene is far more crowded these days. There are tons of bands, and you can get anything you want on the Internet. You don’t have to buy it to get it, and you don’t have to sit at the record store waiting for it to show up. The information is all there, you know the date it comes out, and if it’s delayed, you’ll know that immediately as well. I remember when I was young, we knew this guy named Eric Dixon, who played in a local Baltimore band called Rancid Decay. He was the drummer, and he worked at this store called Vinyl Discoveries on Belair Road, and we used to walk over and buy all of our records from them. He would tell me, “I know what you listen to—get this, get that,” et cetera, and two albums he recommended to me were especially important. One was Malleus Maleficarum by Pestilence. I knew them a bit because I think Mark [Gonce, of ‘Chainletter zine] had one of their demos. The other was Infernal Majesty’s None Shall Defy. I was a bit skeptical about that one, because the cover was just really crappy. When I turned it over and I saw the band pictures on the back, the guys just looked so terrible and lame that I told Eric, “Sorry, man, I trust your opinion but I’m not buying this album.” Later on, maybe that same night, we were all driving down to D. C. to see Destruction, and we were halfway to the city when the radio station we had on said that the show was canceled. But I remember, on the way, he was playing this band in the tape deck, and I was like, “Dude, what the fuck is this? This is fucking badass!” Then Matt [Crocco], the guitarist in Rancid Decay, tells me, “Well, this is Infernal Majesty, that band that Eric told you to buy earlier.” I was like, “What? No way; those guys looked like posers.” So the next day I went and bought it, and Eric told me, “I don’t care what they look like, but don’t ever doubt me again!”

		It was just different then, because you often really did have to judge albums by their cover. I remember in 1987 I bought the first Necrodeath album for the cover; it was called Into the Macabre, and it was fucking awesome. But then, other albums had great covers and then ended up sucking, so it was a gamble. If you didn’t drive, you’d walk to the record stores, which were sometimes miles away. Today you can hear a sample of a record and form an opinion instantly.

		There are so many bands now; I think a lot of them just go unheard. It’s still not the same though as during the ’80s, when someone would have an obscure vinyl. I suppose it was because everything was still new then, and developing. What’s funny is that I eventually became friends with Infernal Majesty after touring with them later on in 1998, and I recently went up to Vancouver to perform vocals for them when they played the entire None Shall Defy album live. When I met them I told them how much I loved the album, and how much bigger they would have been if they didn’t look like posers on the back cover!

		

		GUY KOZOWYK (THE RED CHORD) I have a brother that is eight years younger than me that has never once walked into a record store and bought an album. He is about 24 years old, and while he’s borrowed my CDs before, he still has no concept of the effort I remember putting into finding albums when I was a teenager. I’d visit numerous record stores, just trying to get all the rare singles, the 7"es, or the complete discography for a particular band. I remember seeking out bands like Damaged from Australia, or Iron Monkey from the U. K. Groups that I just loved back in the ’90s, when it seemed like there was this crazy disconnect between what was going on in other countries compared to the United States.

		I’d go into all the stores and scour both the new and used sections, looking for that impossible-to-locate album. Now, it’s just about getting whatever you want, and most kids don’t care about getting a physical copy of the release. It’s like, grab the content, and move on to the next thing. I just had to dig so hard to find those releases that when I eventually did find them, it meant so much more. It was not something I could just rip and then turn around and sell to Newberry Comics, you know? It was just more of a process. I’d write emails to various mail orders, find the record, and then send a money order to get it. Now, even the most obscure demo is only a few clicks away on the Internet to a torrent site that has the entire band’s catalog available as a single download. That is in stark comparison with the previous methods of attaining music, where you sent away for it, had the album shipped from the U. K. or somewhere, and opened the package to read the lyrics and thanks list in order to see who the bands were friends with, in order to find out about other new bands. A download gets a few seconds of distracted attention, and that leads to a lot of music not being fully explored, and albums not being interpreted as albums, but as a collection of disparate singles. It seems there are fewer people listening to records from start to finish and digesting all the lyrics as a full album. However, it’s great when you find a band that defies that trend, and gets people to take in an entire album.

		Also, on the live front, it’s interesting how younger generations think nothing of sitting right in front of the stage tending to a Facebook emergency, or going off in their own world texting with their friends. It’s like, “Hey, here we are, from a thousand miles away, giving everything we have,” and people don’t think it’s rude to stand right in front of the stage texting? Like that can not wait for half an hour, or go to the back of the room to take care of? It’s just like a natural, normal thing to them. These are weird times … or … we are turning into fucking dinosaurs.

		

		EVAN HARTING (MARYLAND DEATHFEST ORGANIZER) I can’t speak for everyone, but at least from my point of view, the way I relate to music is quite a bit different than it was in the early days. Perhaps it’s my ever-growing involvement with MDF, or the vast number of bands out there that are basically doing the same thing, but I would certainly say that for the most part, buying albums and hearing them for that first time doesn’t give me the same feeling. All of the classic albums that I bought while growing up, like for example Obituary’s World Demise, Deicide’s Once Upon the Cross, or Cannibal Corpse’s Tomb of the Mutilated, really meant something very, very special. The music, the image, the lyrics … the whole feeling that the albums gave me, is something I am often nostalgic about, much like all the fanzines I collected and the early shows I attended. Of course, there are albums coming out these days that are great, and will inevitably become new favorites; however, the entire experience is a little bit different.

		I remember having to put a significant amount of time and research into the music, and each album attained was meaningful and influential in different ways. For example, I’d often handwrite letters to various bands in order to communicate and/or buy merch—that sort of personal touch is gone. But on the other hand, the way the industry and the underground operates now also has its perks, such as being able to go online and immediately hear a band’s album before buying it.

		

		TONY LAUREANO (EULOGY, INSIDIOUS DISEASE, EX-NILE, EX-ANGEL-CORPSE) Obviously the Internet is the biggest difference between discovering music in the early ’90s, and before, and now. Back then, if you couldn’t find something in a record store, you had to either travel to specialty shops, like Ace’s Records, for us in Florida, or start getting demos from bands you read about in fanzines. And, of course, tape trading. Nowadays, you just type a band’s name in Google, and you have instant links to hear what these bands sound like. To me, while it’s cool that this information is at the tip of your fingers, I think it’s taken away from the whole mystique of discovering bands. In the past, you’d read a great review for a demo, and you’d order it via snail mail, and it would normally be weeks before you got the requested recording. In that wait time, you would think about what the recording could possibly sound like, it would raise your expectations, and once you finally got said recording, you would stare at the cover, and read the lyrics and liner notes. You would be immersed in it. Now it’s just a click, it’s there, you listen, and move on to something else. There’s no longer any suspense; no excitement. It’s simply there.

		I also notice that metal seems to be cyclical. In the past few years there’s been a resurgence of late ’80s-style thrash metal. I have to admit that it is odd to me, seeing these young bands looking like they came out of a D. R. I. show in 1989. But hey, I also notice that bands like Overkill are doing really well now, experiencing a resurgence in popularity, so that’s good. I think the cyclical nature of things might move into death metal next. There are newer bands like Hail of Bullets who play really good old-school death metal, and Autopsy, one of my favorite bands ever, is experiencing a resurgence as well, releasing really good and relevant death metal. So it will be interesting to see what happens in the next few years.

		

		ROSS DOLAN AND ROBERT VIGNA (IMMOLATION) You never could’ve imagined then that the death metal scene would have exploded so far, and last for so long. Then, it was simply about playing music with friends who liked the same music. The biggest goal you had was to play at your local music club. Even after we first got signed it was like, “OK, this is cool.” You never had the idea it would be going for another 20+ more years. Of course, we could never make a living off playing music, we all have jobs, but it’s about something beyond all that. There were a million things we could have done differently, but all the mistakes made us who we are, and we don’t take anything for granted. We know we are just fortunate enough to be where we are today. We hope for the best, but we are realistic about things as well. We’ll keep doing it as long as we have a good time. When we go out on tour, that’s when our vacation starts, that’s when we truly become alive.

		As far as the death metal scene today, it’s funny because I think they’re just as passionate about it as we were back then. The difference is that now they don’t have to go through all the nonsense we did just to get to the endpoint of finding a demo. I mean, we really had to work to find new music. Writing letters and waiting weeks. Another thing is back then, if your favorite band was coming to town, like Possessed, the only way you were going to see them was to get to that show. The only other way would be if by some luck a VHS tape was getting passed around. You’d get the tape, and it would be the 18-millionth copy. It would be all fucked up, and you’d just stare at it trying to make out the stage and trying to make out what song they were playing. We would just be sitting there watching this scrambled mess, but totally excited about it. Now it’s like, YouTube, “… ah, there is the show from yesterday, OK.” Shows from all over the world of any band you can imagine. Which is fine, because it gets the music out there, but in comparison to the early days it’s just funny how things have evolved. Perhaps that’s why you don’t get so many kids out at the shows? But that also takes away some of the mystique. I remember looking at Venom albums and just looking at the pictures of these three guys, and you were like, “These guys look fucking nuts; these guys are sick!” You were 14 or 15 years old and these guys were just demons. I remember when Combat Records put out these VHS tapes called The Ultimate Revenge. I had a party at my house for my 16th birthday and we put that on, and everyone was just moshing around.

		Certainly things are different today, and don’t get me wrong, the kids are still passionate. I just think there’s too much of everything now. It’s sensory overload these days, and back then it seemed like each band had more of their own thing going on. But I suppose everyone comes from a different place and eventually gets inspired by different things.

		

		JUKKA KOLEHMAINEN (ABHORRENCE) Things were certainly more personal then, and one had to have a certain passion to endure it. Whether it was any more special than it is now, I can’t say, but the amount of work that went into just the tape trading was perhaps a natural filter that kept a lot of people from wandering in and out. These days, there’s also a lot more music to go around within metal itself, with more subgenres and such. Things are fast-paced, and kids are used to cherry-picking the fuck out of everything.

		While even the shittiest bands eventually got heard in the early days, recording the music itself was also much more demanding. It cost a good amount of money, or you had to learn to properly use the available 4-track mixers. The idea was that you didn’t want to go through all that trouble just to make something as a joke. Therefore, the pure amount of utter garbage wasn’t as high due to the nature of the underground at the time, where you had to be quite determined and energetic just to even participate.

		

		KAM LEE (EX-MANTAS, EX-DEATH, EX-MASSACRE) Back then, it was cool to finally get to places like Europe on tour, where you would actually meet the people that you only knew from writing letters back and forth. People would come to shows you were snail-mail writing with, and in that way it seemed like more of a brotherhood. There was a more meaningful connection because you corresponded on a wavelength where you had to wait for weeks or months to get a reply. When you’d get something in the mail, it was a handwritten letter, not a Facebook message. It was something that took effort and dedication. In turn, you’d take the time to sit down and write or type out a letter back. You’d also trade stuff like fliers and mixtapes, just to spread the word around the underground about different bands. Huge envelopes just stuffed with fliers for demos and zines.

		In a way, I think things were better then, because you had a record label, like Earache for example, and that automatically got you a booking agent. All of the booking agents were out of New York then, and they took care of everything for 10% of the guarantees. As a band you made less money, but at the same time they did all the legwork. I think that might be why a lot of the bands that came out back then sort of got a bit of a rock star attitude, because nearly everything was taken care of for you. Once you were signed, all you had to worry about was playing music; everything else was covered. A lot of guys got big heads. I tried to stay grounded, because at heart I’m more of an old-school punk, where the mentality is simply jump in the van, call the clubs, and do it yourself.

		

		KING FOWLEY (DECEASED) It’s terrible now. A lot of egos. A lot of dicks that stand in the back of clubs talking shit. A lot of false unity. A lot of greedy motherfuckers. Big-fish-in-a-little-sea types. I am not into that; I just want to come and play, and I still love to play. Like for example when we played the first Day of Death festival in Buffalo, N. Y., back in 1990. It was great to get out of state, go up there, and meet all these people from all over the place who were actual friends that you really cared about, and cultivated relations with by hand-writing letters back and forth for years. You only knew them through pen and paper, and when you’d finally meet face to face, you’re drinking, smoking, and having a blast together. Along with the music, that’s what it was all about.

		

		LEON DEL MUERTE (NAUSEA, MURDER CONSTRUCT, EX-EXHUMED, EX-IMPALED) It seems like today’s scene is much weaker and over-saturated than the ol’ glory days. The shows aren’t quite as fun as they used to be, I guess. I find myself ending up at a lot of shows these days just to catch up with people and help out my friends from outta town. I can barely remember the last time I was super fucking ecstatic to go see a metal show, honestly.

		It seems that there’s quite a bit more elitism these days than there was back then. In the old days, it felt like you could walk up to someone who was wearing a shirt of a band you didn’t recognize, strike up a conversation about it, and within a week were trading tapes with that dude. These days, it seems like if you asked someone about a band, they’d scoff and tell you you were a poseur. There seems to be a lot less respect these days. I hate to sound like a “get off my lawn!” old fucking curmudgeon, but when you have been in a band that has existed for nearly 20 years and the promoter comes up to give you $40 at a show where there’s like 300 to 400 people, it’s a slap in the face. To me, it’s the same as saying, “For all the hundreds of thousands of dollars you’ve dumped into paying for a rehearsal space, buying new gear, printing shirts, and putting gas in your van, this is all I feel you are worth … $40.”

		

		TOMAS LINDBERG (LOCK UP, AT THE GATES, EX-GROTESQUE) If you try to catch the spirit, my feeling of the whole death metal scene is to focus on the creative atmosphere, and not to stress too much on the perfection of it. I think in the old days, a lot of bands just went for it. Now, it seems there is an over-examination of bands, as there are just too many to compete with. Back then, everyone had their own sound, ’cause everyone just more or less went for it, full throttle.

		So I think if you’re regretting anything and want to go back and change something about it, you’re already acknowledging that the feeling is gone. That is perhaps the difference between now and then. It just seemed much more real. It’s hard to say now if there is still a Swedish sound, as that particular sound is now found all over the world, with retro-American death metal bands adopting the Swedish guitar tones for example, and before that all the half-crappy metalcore bands trying to do some Slaughter of the Soul stuff. I guess it’s just watered down now with so many other bands doing it. In that way, the scene is much more global, because there is no longer that regional isolation that existed before, when we just didn’t know anything else.

		

		JEFF ‘KLUKE’ VANDER CLUTE (METAL MELTDOWN ZINE) Yes, it was a special time back then. Because of the lack of technology, almost everybody worked together. There was definitely a sense of cooperation and common purpose, and a better atmosphere at shows.

		I love my iPod but I hate the idea of music files instead of CDs. It seems to be going that way. I will never buy music files online until I have no choice. Haven’t you noticed so many things going in that direction—music, movies, video games? The system would like nothing less than for us all be linked to our credit cards, forever downloading and never actually getting hard copies of anything. The transition from vinyl to compact disc was a totally different thing from the transition from compact disc to music file download. I will not participate. Whenever possible, I buy CDs from the band instead of the label.

		The instant nature of technology has also limited our attention span as a species. On the surface, it might seem like the greatest thing for bands. Sometimes I think we have access to so much, so quickly, that much of the music itself is ignored. That’s not even getting into the differences between the first thrash and death metal bands vs. today’s metal. I won’t even go there. The thing is, I still do seek out new bands whenever possible because new music is the key to keeping your mind young. That’s why, even though I much prefer the old scene, I always find new bands that are equally cool. It’s just not as automatic as it was in the 1980s! Today, I have access to much more but find much less. However, my thanks to the metal bands of today that keep metal alive. You guys rule.

		

		TAKAAKI OHKUMA (NECROPHILE) I really enjoyed the friendships cultivated among the people in the underground scene at the time, literally from all over the world. I sent out more than 1,000 copies of Necrophile’s second demo, and many fanzines featured our interviews as well. Also, I enjoyed tape trading with my many friends all over the world, including those who are now celebrated people in the death metal scene. For a teenager in the ’80s, it was unbelievable to get in touch with people from not only the U. S. or Western Europe, but also from then-communist countries such as [those in] the U. S. S. R., Poland, Czechoslovakia, or from South Africa, Israel, Brazil, Chile, and the Southeast Asian countries such as Malaysia, Singapore, Thailand, or Papua New Guinea. I can’t remember how many countries and friends I eventually “returned the stamps back” to, or in return, how many of my friends returned the stamps back to me! Such great communication with so many friends; it’s really a memorable treasure I will carry with me through my whole life!

		

		KEVIN STEWART-PANKO (WRITER: DECIBEL, TERRORIZER, METAL MANIACS, KEELHAUL / DOOMHAULED ZINE) The reason I can say I remember buying physical copies of music through sources like record stores and distros, as well as using album release dates, word-of-mouth, magazines, print reviews, and thanks lists as source material for stuff to check out, and saying that it feels like it was just yesterday, is because it probably was just yesterday! Actually, it was earlier today! I was flipping through a magazine that was mailed to my place, taking a quick glimpse at it and skimming through the review section, just to see if anything jumped out at me before I actually take the time to sit down to read it at some point in the very near future. That’s not to say this is a rejection of all forms of technology and the information superhighway and all that jazz. I’m online just as much as anyone else and using it to check out bands, track down info and tour dates, read up on the news of the day, and so on. For me, the difference is in the lack of exclusivity that any medium has in how I choose to explore the world of music. From my point of view, it doesn’t matter what the medium is that brings a certain band to my attention; it’s more important that whatever is being brought to my attention is clicking with me, is an enjoyable listen, and will provide me with some amount of long-term enjoyment. Marshall McLuhan be damned!

		I don’t particularly know if there was anything super-special about the way music in general, and specifically death metal, was sought out and discovered back in the ’80s and ’90s. I mean, I’m still very active these days in tracking down music and music-related information, especially compared to those people of my age group who “grew up” years ago. Back then, however, were the days I was probably at my time-consuming worst, mainly because as a teenager/younger man with far fewer responsibilities, I had the time to burn. As well, in those days, when governments were using the nascent Internet to network computers the size of small houses and the movie WarGames seemed like fantastical science fiction, that was just the way it was done. If you wanted death metal, that’s what you had to put up with to find it: the mainstream wasn’t bringing it to you in any form or fashion, so even the biggest computer nerds and most illiterate of the illiterate were on the same level. Both were dependent on magazines, ads, fanzines, hanging out in record stores, and talking to people at shows instead of posting their status of being at the show on whatever social networking site is haemorrhaging its net worth on the stock market these days. Those were our options. They may seem antiquated and limiting, but if you wanted more, you had to look for more. And that’s where I feel the difference lies: regardless of whether it’s death metal, NASCAR updates, or the latest news on the crocheting scene, if you’re naturally inclined to dig deeper and want it more, you’ll dig deeper for more. If you’re happy with whatever you’ve got and/or you’re happy with the tastemakers making your taste for you, then you won’t be inclined to dig deeper. I don’t think that difference in attitude and desire is anything new, and I don’t think any of us are immune from having it cloud our lives.

		Here’s a prime example: I remember going to a show back in the late ’80s. I don’t remember who it was, but seeing as it was at the Concert Hall/Masonic Temple in Toronto, which was a 2,000 capacity venue, it must’ve been either someone from the Bay Area or Germany. Maybe it was one of Roadrunner’s bigger death metal bands? Maybe it was local heroes Sacrifice? Whatever, whoever. The point being is that I remember helping a friend sell copies of his fanzine. I ended up selling one to some guy who immediately started leafing through it. The friend he was attending with peeked over his buddy’s shoulder and made a comment that has stood with me, many years later. In looking at the “news section”—if anything was killed by the Internet, it was the fanzine/magazine news section—he said to his friend, “I don’t read anything about bands I don’t know or haven’t heard of, so skip this, skip this, and skip this,” as he proceeded to basically pass on reading the entire page of the zine. So, even though this guy was at what was considered an underground metal show at the time, and the commonly accepted hindsight attitude was that “back in the day” everyone involved in metal was infinitely more dedicated to the sound and lifestyle when compared to kids today and their ADHD attention spans, listening habits, and allegiance to nothing, this particular dude had no real interest in digging deeper into the underground, despite whatever method was available to him. We’d all be highly foolish to think this incident and this attitude was isolated. For those of you who’ve been involved and listening to underground extreme metal since the ’80s or ’90s, how many people that you knew back then are still as ravenous about the music, or even still listening to it, today as they were then? Exactly.

		I think people involved in death metal and other subgenres of extreme music take a certain position of superiority when it comes to knowing about something that’s so far outside of the mainstream. You see a lot of chastising or looking down upon those who aren’t willing to scour around in the same way they are for the most subterranean bands and their ghetto blaster-recorded demos. The funny thing is that other people with deep interests in other things that you or I are only mildly curious about probably pull the same superiority complex move. I love books and longboarding, but I’m not so heavily involved in either world that I can be found hanging out at literature nights, joining Oprah’s book club, going to coffee shop readings, joining the local skateboarders rights alliance, hanging out at skate parks, or what have you. To more hardcore book and board folk, I’m a poser. This is where this whole thing becomes more an issue of human nature that it does about whether or not death metal meant more to those of us who were listening to it in full force in the pre-Internet days versus the more fleeting fan base of today.

		Now, I may have had it a lot easier in that I ran a fairly regular, widespread and marginally popular fanzine throughout the ’80s and the ’90s. In that position, I had labels sending me promo copies of albums and whatnot. I didn’t necessarily have to go much farther than my mailbox in seeking out and giving the releases of the day a risky test whirl, as opposed to those who had to use their disposable income to stay connected to the scene. However, seeing as I’ve never been limited to being a fan of one style of music, if I was getting a shit-ton of death metal, thrash, noise/grindcore, and punk in the mail and something from the avant-garde, shoegaze, or jazz world caught my ear, then I had to dig through those worlds more proactively than I would through extreme music and death metal. And still, there are quality death metal releases that I’m being made aware of to this day that came out back then that I had little-to-no idea about at the time. You can’t hear everything, even if you want to.

		There’s a certain amount of cop out that many people fall back on in claiming that record sales are down and that the Internet has killed physical artifacts of music. Technology has made everything so much easier, and one of the ways is for bands to record and create music without having to go into an actual recording studio to get the job done. This has led to suffocating amounts of music that’s become available—both from bands who know what they’re doing as well as those bands that haven’t taken the time to work on their craft, hook up with a decent producer or engineer who can mold their sound beyond a bunch of pre-sets, or even take the time to gain experience and find themselves before thrusting their music onto the world. At fault are labels, big and small, who hop on every iota of music out there, throw it up, and hope it sticks to the wall of public opinion before abandoning what they themselves tagged as the “next level in death metal brutality” when the public didn’t see it as such. Then, they turn around and complain that no one is buying music anymore when no one bought the music they so haphazardly released. You can’t have 10 times as many labels releasing 100 times as many albums to the same number of fans and expect everything to sell as much as Obituary did back in the day. Or even be as good as they were, for that matter.

		

		ALEX OQUENDO (MASACRE) It’s true that a lot has changed in Colombian metal over the years, but you could say the same about metal anywhere in the world. Things change as they grow. All sorts of influences make things change. Look at Morbid Angel, for instance. They were what they were because of the influences they absorbed in the late 1980s. Their first few albums were pure works of musical art, and they influenced other bands. Those bands came up with new forms of metal, be they black, melodic, more brutal, more depressive, or whatever, and those bands, as they released records, in turn influenced other bands over the years. Colombian metal has been the same. We have our musical pillars here like Parabellum, Reencarnacion, Astaroth, Blasfemia, Necromantie, Sacrilegio, Profanacion, and others, and they influenced other bands along the way, while they continued to change themselves as well at the same time. Lots of bands changed, some became more commercial, but a lot of us are still sticking to our guns, following the model of death metal that was originally established for us, making it as fuckin’ brutal and heavy as possible.

		I’d say that death metal in Colombia at the moment is as strong as, if not stronger than, it’s ever been. It’s our law and our legacy here, man. Thousands of people here in Colombia love death metal, they live for it, they die for it, they consume the products related to it, and in a way now it’s even easier to get ahold of the music since we’re in the cyber age, and this has provided much easier access to the music and its products. But more than anything, the music is so big here because it’s the reality my country lives: death is a daily constant in Colombia. It’s the soundtrack to Colombia’s history. So death metal will always have a place in this country.

		

		PHIL FASCIANA (MALEVOLENT CREATION) When we started we were not in it to make money or anything. We never knew you could make money doing this, that is, until I started sending out our second demo. I had a list of about 500 fanzines I got from a friend, and sent it out for review everywhere. There was no Internet then, but we made some cash selling $5 demos through the mail on TDK cassette tapes. We’d pull out cash from the P. O. box on every trip, and fill out every order. Likewise with other bands, you were always waiting for something new and cool to show up. You’d hear stories about a band that was cool, then try and contact them and trade demos. Bands like Dismember, Nihilist, and even Mayhem from Norway. I remember trading with Euronymous at the time, and getting their EP, and on the back they had a picture of Scott Burns’ head with a big slash through it, which is strange because they were in contact with us. I guess it was nothing personal!

		But I didn’t even know what black metal was at the time. I didn’t realize what was going on until we toured with Cradle of Filth in 1995, when we were out for Eternal. I was like, “Holy shit, there are vampire chicks in the crowd.” They sold more merch on that tour than any other band I have seen, ever. The merch line was longer than the show line to get in!

		Anyway, looking back, I think there are a few things we would have done differently, especially regarding the business end of things. When we signed our first deal, like a lot of bands that signed with Roadrunner back then, you were only thinking about getting your record released and seeing it in the stores everywhere. However, the reality of it was that they owned everything, the percentages were low, and they had the publishing and merch too. Despite all that, Roadrunner has been honest, and still to this day we get checks from them, because I think every once and while they re-release some old material. Overall, I suppose the band would not still be alive today if we didn’t do things the way that we did. I mean, there was a lot of ugly shit that went down through the years that will always haunt us, but we always got through it somehow.

		

		SVEN DE CALUWÉ (ABORTED) The scene in those earlier days was perhaps a bit more special, because when you wrote someone, it took a while to get an answer, so you’d always be checking the mailbox to see what would be coming in that day. I think people take it for granted now because you can get an answer in five minutes. It’s more convenient for sure, but it lost a little bit of its charm, if that is the right term?

		Also, the barrier between the bands and the fans has become so much smaller. Back in the day, you couldn’t really talk to bands the way you can now, like writing on their Facebook wall, or with band members on websites and forums. It’s cool in a way to be able to have that interaction, but on the other hand, some people just use the open communication—and its anonymity—for shit talking.

		However, with the post mail and tape trading back then, it was just way harder to discover new music. If you were sent a new demo in the mail, you’d really paid attention and go the extra step to listen to it again and again before developing an opinion about it. Perhaps it just goes with the modern technological age, but with the millions of bands online, many don’t have the patience to check out bands so carefully. Also, in Belgium, as far as shows, there used to be more death metal bands. I think a lot of the people from our generation perhaps moved on.

		

		DEREK BOYER (SUFFOCATION, DEPRECATED, EX-DECREPIT BIRTH, EX-DISGORGE) Back in the ’90s, and this is a quote from Tim Yeung, you had like ten big bands and they all sounded different. These days, you have a thousand bands, and they all more or less are going for a similar objective.

		Kids can go online, download a song and find out just why it’s heavy by going to the band’s online profile to find out what amps and gear the guitarists use, as well as what they tune to. Back then, you’d hear it was heavy, but you’d have to guess why. It’s just so easy to even communicate with your favorite musicians if you want.

		Also, the definition of extreme music now is more culturally acceptable. You see kids all tatted and pierced up, growing up on Metalocalypse, and having all forms of extreme metal readily available and accessible. There are tons of tours all the time, and shows several times a month. Also, when I thought of the music scene, I never thought of it like a “scene kid.” Like, do these kids like the music, or are they going to these shows only because it’s the popular thing to do? I’m just not sure anymore, because to me metal was traditionally about the black clothes, denim, leather, and long hair. Now, there are the kids and bands with all the colorful clothes on. If you were blind, and you heard their band, you would say, “These guys are definitely brutal.” But if you were deaf, you would look up there and say, “What’s going on?”—that is, if metal for you was the “no life ’til leather and jeans,” and then you see kids today with weird spiky haircuts, neon glowing shirts, and plugs in their ears. But the worst is when you see kids in the front row texting or surfing the Internet on their phone. You wonder, “What the fuck is going on?” I don’t know if things are as sincere as they used to be, when we’d just go to shows and be amped on the energy that the band was putting off, and we’d feed off it until things just got out of control. Now it’s like some kind of fad for some of these kids.

		

		TOPON DAS (FUCK THE FACTS) Maybe I am a super pessimist, but I think we are fucked. I think music is done. So many bands are trying to go back and replicate what was cool about the early days, yet there is just no going back. Personally, I hate the retro stuff. It was cool, it happened, it’s over, you know? When a new band sounds exactly like a band that already existed, and people get excited about it, it blows my mind. I just do not get why everyone keeps trying to backpedal to those past years, when there is just no authenticity to it.

		Back then, those bands were playing this music as teenagers, at a time when it was just not commercially viable, and it was immensely more meaningful. Now it’s like, “Wow, we can make money doing this shit?” Now, it’s like the music becomes secondary to the audience you create. You create this virtual presence online, and then in some way the community around the band becomes more important than the music itself, at least more important than record sales. It’s not like before when the music was the essential part, packaged behind a Dan Seagrave cover in a record store somewhere.

		It’s just retarded how commercial it has all gotten now, as well as the fact that so much music is not even given a chance. It’s like a 30-second stop on a website, a brief listen, and an “Uh … don’t like it,” and then people move on. When you would buy a new album, and spent $15 on it, you gave it five or six full listens before you made a decision about it. I remember I bought Monstrosity’s Imperial Doom for $20, and you know what, it took me a dozen listens for it to really grow on me, and then it was like, “This is fucking awesome.” Music is just not meant to be understood and interpreted in 30-second clips … but I guess that is the way it is these days.

		

		BEN FALGOUST (GOATWHORE, SOILENT GREEN, PARALYSIS) The shows in New Orleans back then were pretty fucking crazy. Like when D. R. I. played in the late ’80s, the stage diving was just sick and out of control. You don’t see that much anymore, and I’m not saying that in a kind of “Oh, when I was younger, blah blah” way, but it really was much more crazy then. I think the thing was, people just went to shows to have a good time. Now, it’s more like a social event. There are different forms of moshing, and people tend to be more standoffish. Back then, it just seemed like everyone was there for the same purpose. If someone fell down, everyone would grab them and pick them up, and keep the motion flowing. It was more like controlled chaos. You had fights—there’ve always been fights—but usually it was taken care of quickly and the fun went on. Seeing a band live then was a real treat in a sense. There was no Internet, so you just had the fliers at school or the record store to rely on to find out when and where the shows were. The shows were what you looked forward to all week, and that is what helped you get by.

		On a more personal level, I don’t have any regrets about anything, but looking back I wish I had a bit more knowledge about how the industry works when I started. I know a lot more now about how things are run. When you first start diving into the business, you have this “Do it, do it, do it!” random approach before you learn to stand your ground and look at things in context. Just like in any other industry, there are people looking to fuck you and take what little money you already have, so once you learn about how things work, you wished you had that wisdom when you first started out. But that’s with everyone and everything in life, really.

		In other areas like touring, for example, when I think about the accidents we’ve had while traveling years ago, I think that maybe I should’ve reached out for more help from the other members. I think maybe I pushed myself too hard with the driving responsibilities. But it happened, it’s in the past now, and you just move forward from that point.

		

		JOHN LONGSTRETH (ORIGIN, GORGUTS, EX-ANGELCORPSE) We have computers, bass drum pedals that rival pro-level motocross gear, record labels that are trying to take young bands for a ride with “360 rights,” self-tuning guitars, arpeggio sweeps that go on forever, and a bunch of old farts that hate it and call it cheating but still get to reap the benefits, as well as the set-backs. We have the same sign of the times and state of affairs that any genre has. We also have this pop sensibility now, with young kids getting into “heavy metal” when it’s just not threatening anymore. Heavy metal, to me, was always supposed to be scary. It’s no longer scary. The parents, school, and churches aren’t afraid anymore.

		

		PAUL RYAN (ORIGIN) The difference now is that the music is so easily accessible, when back then I really had to search for new bands and new albums. I grew up in an era where there was a gradual progression of bands just getting heavier and heavier. I mean, I couldn’t have handled Cannibal Corpse if I hadn’t heard Pestilence, and before that Slayer. Before that Iron Maiden was much heavier than Mötley Crüe, et cetera. So it’s crazy to me to hear a kid who is 16 say, “I have been listening to Origin for two years.” It’s like, man, I don’t even want to hear what you’re playing on guitar in 20 years!

		

		EYAL LEVI (DÅÅTH, PRODUCER/ENGINEER) When I went to the Maryland Deathfest in 2004, I felt like that spirit of the early ’90s was somehow back alive. It was just an awesome time seeing all those bands that were coming up then in one place, like the Red Chord, Misery Index, and Neuraxis. Despite what happened to death metal in the mid-to-late ’90s, it was like people were giving a fuck again and there was a noticeable community. I guess that sort of thing comes and goes in cycles. However, it was obvious there was also a different kind of scene growing, separate from the underground. It was as if there was some “diet-death metal” crowd out there. The response to the bands in that scene was hard to put a finger on, because the bands were actually brutal as fuck, but then you had these fans who just didn’t understand what the music represented or where it came from. Sometimes I felt like the bands didn’t either, whether the subject matter was gory, intense, or political. They were just light years away from the sort of all-out insanity of old Morbid Angel shows where there was actual blood being spilled, and motherfuckers were killing each other over it in front of the stage.

		That aspect seems to be gone from certain levels of what is called death metal, where it’s been replaced by fashion and simulation. That’s not why I got into death metal, you know? There are other bands that are still keeping it a toxic experience, but for many bands these days it’s become more of a simulated brutality. With the older bands, it was simply coming from a more real, sincere place. These days I just don’t hear that same expression; I am just hearing pig squeals and programmed drums along with synchronized head-banging and colorful shirts. What drew me to the style originally was the combination of expression, intensity, and badass songwriting. There is just no expression in the mechanized kicks and blasts in many recordings these days. That music doesn’t come from some dark place inside a person … where death metal should originate.

		

		RYAN BUTLER (LANDMINE MARATHON, UNRUH, ARCANE STUDIOS) These days, just about everything is different with music. It’s rare you even hear a guitar in a top 40 song anymore. This is a topic I talk about often, because I was around for all of that rad stuff in the early days and I worry that I’m getting older and jaded. However, even the younger kids I talk to in the studio seem to feel the same. We’re gonna miss record stores in five years big time when everything is digital. It’s disgusting. I love holding that product of someone’s blood, sweat, and tears in my hand. I love opening up that package from the distro and pulling out new albums. That, and music has pretty much stopped progressing, it seems. Everything’s been done. There’s nowhere left to go! Most of the new death metal and grind I like is a rehash of the old stuff, or new bands created by old dudes.

		One cool aspect of things these days is being able to share or record inexpensively with friends over long distances, but that’s about it. Computers have killed a lot of what was originally special about music.

		

		LAINA DAWES (JOURNALIST, AUTHOR: WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?) The way that today’s music industry is constructed is both a blessing and a curse. With the Internet it is easier for fans to discover new bands, purchase music and communicate with like-minded people, thereby expanding the death metal underground community, which is imperative to keeping the scene alive and thriving. Record labels can interact directly with their customers, and in turn, customers have immediate access to the labels to share their thoughts. Listeners now have the power, or more power, over what and how music is distributed than ever before.

		However, there is a physicality that is missing. Before the Internet, there was more of a reliance on doing some serious legwork in order to stay current with what was happening in the death metal scene, which necessitated more camaraderie within public spaces, as friendships were formed in-person at shows or fan-based social events, versus today’s reliance on communicating via social media that encourages their weird disembodiment, making more for creating acquaintances rather than friends. Curating and compiling a mix tape or a fanzine, popping it into an envelope and sending it to people whom you might never meet in person created a personal bond among underground metal fans. The sense that you belonged to an exclusive club of like-minded people, who felt somehow different from the rest of humankind, is gone, but it would be a stretch to say whether that is an absolute negative. One thing that the online accessibility of metal music has not changed is the value of the physical product—a vinyl album or even a cassette—as these seem to be coveted by fans more than ever. In most cases, or some, [as some] would argue, the vinyl record is audibly superior to its digital format. And for cassettes? Musical and cultural nostalgia.

		Moreover, easier accessibility to music creates a more culturally and socially diverse fan base, but while it is easier to communicate online versus writing someone a letter, it also provides an unfortunate indication of the social, gender and cultural issues from the outside world that exist. Here, politics get in the way of simply enjoying the practice of listening, appreciating the art, and creating your own fantasy, or a form of escaping through the music. The physical attributes of the musicians are now commented on and can determine whether a metal artist/band is taken seriously. Before the Internet and the myriad of music publications, there was more emphasis on the musicianship than the visuals, including the race and gender of the musicians.

		In relation to death metal or any other extreme sub-genre, I would argue that presently there is some consternation as to the music from the underground scene getting into the wrong hands. If an online music reviewer doesn’t understand the intricacies of a particular band or lacks knowledge/hasn’t done any research about the genre, they can then publicly malign it, which might in effect turn away potential new fans. While the possibility of streaming a song or an entire album online helps market the music and allows the listener to decide whether an album is worth purchasing, it also cheapens the product, making it slightly more disposable.

		

		SCOTT HULL (PIG DESTROYER, AGORAPHOBIC NOSEBLEED, EX-A. C.) Part of the fun about finding new music in the underground was the discovery itself. The hunt for new bands and albums that just weren’t as readily available as they are today at the drop of a hat online. It was an endless trip to record stores to search through the bins, and in that way, the record store was essential to any local scene. No one was using computers; it was simply handwritten letters through the post, and whenever you’d get a 7" in the mailbox there’d also be a half-metric ton of fliers for other releases along with it. That’s how you got new music. You heard about a band from a friend, you hunted it down, and there was tremendous satisfaction derived from the search itself. As much of an old crank as that makes me sound, that was part of the fun of hunting for music in the underground. Finding that next cool thing.

		In recent times, it happens at an exponential rate. You sit on the computer, look up what you want, and two clicks later you have it. Back when I was buying everything that Combat Records released, I remember getting for example Kreator’s Pleasure to Kill. I’d sit in front of my turntable, with the speakers blaring, and listen to every single track. All the while, I’d be reading the lyrics, and looking at the cover with the pictures inside. I think that relationship is completely different now; the dynamic you have when you download an album is now something totally abstract, and much more ephemeral. The presentation is lost in this way, and all the other aspects of the finished piece are lost as well. The finished piece is not just the music, it’s the entire, tangible package that you hold, the artwork, et cetera. All that contributes to the idea you have in your head about what an album “is.”

		Take for example Carcass’ Reek of Putrefaction. It’s not just about the songs, right? That album is also very much about the memorable collage and artwork which contributes to its substantial identity. It takes up more space in your soul in a sense, rather than just being ten MP3s in a given category on your iPod. Don’t get me wrong: my life is not set up so that I can stare at a record player anymore; I wish I could. However, the kids who are in school or college and have some spare time, the chances are they’re going to be on the Internet or Facebook instead of just listening to music. There is just more instant gratification available through other entertainment outlets, and in that way music is just unfortunately a lot cheaper in the eyes of modern culture.

		Death metal was almost theatrical back in its early days. You’d look at the back of a Deicide album and see Glen Benton with the inverted cross burned into his head, and that really meant something to you. You’d hear stories and rumors about different bands and their members, and it was scary. You couldn’t dispel any rumors just by going on the Internet, so all these things became part of the mythology. Now, there is no mythology. You don’t even have to go see bands live to see them live. Of course you can’t duplicate that experience, but you can see any band you want, any time you want, online. This has a cheapening effect on things. You just don’t have those one-of-a-kind shows as often anymore that you have to go see, where it’ll be your only chance to see what a band is like in the live setting.

		

		SHANE MCLACHLAN (PHOBIA) In the ’80s, long before the Internet, I was pen pals with everyone. It was all about going through the zines and ordering demos through the mail. I ordered the Nihilist, Entombed, Doom, and Dismember demos, among others, and those are friendships that were made when you were young that last a lifetime. I still talk to many of the same people today. That was the only way to network then. Sometimes you paid for something and never got it, or it took a month or two to show up.

		Locally in L. A., the Wild Rags Records store was very important to the scene back then. They were out in Montebello and would distribute a lot of demos from all around the world. A lot of people were bitching about them, but I don’t think you can be in the scene for that many years and not get shit on eventually. If you are in one place for that long, in the long run, there will be shit-talkers. That’s just the way it is. I would go in the store and if they had a demo there that just said “grind from Denmark” or something, I didn’t know what it was, but I’d buy it. That’s just how you’d find out about new music. I’d get demos from bands like Blood and Grave that were just gnarly. They tuned so fucking low that it was just unfathomable back in those days.

		Another cool place was Zed Records in Long Beach. They carried a lot of punk and grind. That’s where I first found all the Napalm Death records. Katon from Hirax worked there, and he would be like, “Shane, check this out, check this out!” I’d go straight there whenever I’d get out of school. I worked at a gas station, so if I had any money, I’d go over to Zed’s on Friday and see what was new. Another place that was cool during the mid-’90s was called Greene Records out in Santa Ana.

		Maybe I’m an old fart, and it was a privilege to be a part of the scene in the early days, but even though it was harder back then to get the music and create it, you just weren’t conscious of it. You have cell phones and the Internet now, but we did fine without them before. That’s just the way it was.

		I think the scene is more superficial today in a lot of ways, and there’s a noticeable lack of integrity and passion. Back then, there was just no help in establishing the bands and the scene from scratch, where today, there are a thousand bands that can put any other bands on a bill. Back then, you just had to show up with your gear and pretty much force yourself onto a show. Also, the level of drama that hovers over things today was missing then. The Facebook and Internet shitting where a kid sits in a basement ripping on bands and can repost and spread it around forums in seconds—it’s just disgusting. Fuck that! If you talked shit back in the day, you’d meet that person at the party, and then there would be a brawl. After the brawl, it was over with. End of story. If you had a problem with somebody, it was squared away.

		

		ROBIN MAZEN (DERKÉTA, EX-DEMONOMACY) I still tour often with bands these days, selling merchandise, and the scene does seem to have lost a bit of the mystique of the early days. The simple pleasure of getting letters and demos from all over the world in the mail has sort of dissolved. Everything is at your fingertips online these days, and the personal aspect of the scene has diminished quite a lot. I remember writing letters back and forth with Dave Witte around 1990. It went on forever, and I finally just met him face to face for the first time about five years ago!

		The interaction of connecting to people through handwritten letters was something special that I think can not be replicated through Facebook messages or similar media. There is no anticipation when waiting for a new album, because you can hear the entire thing well in advance of the release date, or wonder what a band is like live because there will be hundreds of videos on YouTube. I remember being 16 and sharing the excitement around a new Slayer album with all of my friends. We were all meeting in the park and waiting for a friend who’d just bought it to come by so we could all listen to it together, check out the art, and read the insert. I guess today, the comparison would be, “OK, just send me over the stream link of the album and I will check it out.” It just seems like it might be a lot less fun, and maybe the kids today are missing out on something by relating to new music so impersonally.

		The bands also that use the Internet to gain popularity by getting friends and “likes” also tend to become more disposable. Where are they a year later after the hype is gone? The fans are wayward, attached to flavor-of-the-month bands, because that’s what their friends are saying is cool. They don’t go to shows for the music, they go to hang out, if they go at all. Old-school fans are old-school fans, and in this music environment it is much harder to get those personal connections. Of course, there are some kids that are really into and seek out the bands that forwarded this scene years ago. I know some bands like The Black Dahlia Murder, Job For a Cowboy, and The Red Chord are fans of the older bands, and that’s why they started. It’s kind of like when I first got into Metallica in the ’80s; I’d never heard of the NWOBHM, and only found out about those bands because they were mentioning them in interviews.

		Back then, you had to go out and buy something to hear it, especially if it was an underground or import release. Technology has made things so self-sufficient now that you can write music, form a band, and get your music out virtually from your computer. When everyone can do it easily, the drive to create something substantial gets a bit lost.

		

		MARK KLOEPPEL (MISERY INDEX) Have you ever heard a song and it reminded you of a time and place in your life? Did hearing that song remind you how you have grown and changed? Music carries a posterity with it that most people attach to segments of their lives. When you hear that long lost song it can resurrect images and emotions. It can make you recollect points of your own life you wouldn’t have otherwise. The media form also carries posterity. When I first started listening to metal, around 11–12 years old, albums came on cassette tape, vinyl records were for old people, the CD hadn’t quite made its debut in midwest America, and the Internet wasn’t far enough along for widespread music file sharing.

		Just like hearing that old song, looking at your physical album collection is like looking back into your own life. It’s my feeling that this type of experience is nearly lost in the digital age, where your album collection has been reduced to a list of MP3, AIFF, or WAV files. Sure, you might stumble across that song again, but that physical album you blasted in your older buddy’s car on the way to high school is all 1’s and 0’s now. Right now, I still own the VHS tapes and two out of three CDs of Metallica’s Live Shit: Binge and Purge box that I paid for with grass-cutting money. I remember sitting around with my first drummer, watching those tapes, and wanting to be those guys. I still have a gigantic CD book full of underground European death metal gems I got from Frank at the now-defunct Missing Link Records, in St. Louis, Missouri. Albums from bands like Autumn Leaves, Depresy, Eternal Lies, Edge of Sanity, Novembre, and Infestdead. Looking at each album in my collection summons that late-night teenage metal bash, record store trip, or headbanging van ride down to my first metal gig at the Galaxy—also a now-defunct night club that was on Washington Ave., in downtown St. Louis.

		Of course, some of these albums and VHS tapes are too damaged to play. So, despite the way things have changed, I still thank the metal gods for things like Spotify and YouTube, where I can instantaneously listen to that old album, or watch that entire show from 1997. However, relying solely on the digital format leaves nothing but a data list for an album collection. It robs you of an experience like thumbing through an old scrapbook or photo album. It also runs record stores and bands out of business. So, do yourself, your memory, and the metal community a big favor, and why not go get that new album on vinyl?

		

		PETER HASSELBRACK (BLOODSOAKED) It was a big deal to actually see the bands live back then, because the only way you’d know or see them was through little black-and-white pictures found in fanzines or on demos. In that way, it was a huge deal to actually see them in person when they started touring. Everything is so accessible and instant now, that it’s hard to understand how important the live shows were back then. It was like Martin van Drunen, Chuck Schuldiner, or Jeff Walker—when he was using the dual microphones!—would be standing right there in front of you, when before you’d only see them on fourth-generation copies of underground VHS videos, or in fanzine interviews. There was a separation between the fans and the bands that made things more of a mystery. Now you can send email or Facebook messages to your favorite musicians, and read updates about them being out with the kids shopping for diapers or something. Back then I didn’t want to know that stuff; I wanted to imagine these guys like Chris Barnes as eating little kids for dinner, you know? With all the information available on news sites and social networks, you just end up knowing everything about the drummer or whoever, and in my opinion that accessibility does take away from the mystique of what made death metal exciting back then. In 1989, you’d only see them on stage with hair in their face, and then maybe walking past you in the club. There was just this “holy shit” moment when you finally got to see these bands in real life back then that I’m not sure is there anymore.

		

		RICHARD JOHNSON (DISPOSABLE UNDERGROUND ZINE, DRUGS OF FAITH, EX-ENEMY SOIL) Back then, a good way to get the word out about your fanzine was to trade with other zines. There was a lot of “Send your new issue and I’ll send you my new issue,” and “I’ll trade you my demo for a zine” kind of thing. You’d get demos constantly, just because they were sent in for review. You wouldn’t even look to see what kind of distribution it had; it was just like, “Oh, here is a zine, they have reviews of death metal bands; I’m going to send them my demo.” The information available about bands and the underground was just few and far between, and you’d have to wait a month or more just to get news on what was happening from magazines like Metal Forces or the like. The accessibility of information today certainly changes all that, and I don’t think that’s necessarily a bad thing, but now, it’s like you can start a band instantly by getting some tracks together and throwing them up online using the same platforms as Slayer and other major bands.

		I haven’t been in the zine culture for years, but [some] remain out there. I got sort of jaded half way through my zine’s run, and I think this was even before a lot of them started to migrate online to those early, primitive DIY websites that would be under free webspaces like Geocities. This was well before even the blogging sites appeared.

		But to go back, the zine culture had been going on for years by the time I discovered it in the late ’80s. It was all about collecting as much information as you could through all the people you were trading, passing ads, and writing letters with. Now, when I see someone doing an actual print zine, it’s very nostalgic. They might not be “old school,” but they somehow discovered print zines and they want to keep it going—especially if they do they paste layout, and it’s not done in a publishing program.

		If you are talking about underground versus mainstream, there’s still an underground. However, while these bands are death metal to our ears, they still aren’t really that big, even if they are making the Billboard charts. The man on the street doesn’t know death metal; the closest he ever got to hearing death vocals was probably seeing Cannibal Corpse in the Ace Ventura movie. On contemporary rock radio you have these trend bands with songs where the verses are clean and the chorus is screamed, but I think that’s more of an extension of nü metal, and what came out of that. I think we are a bit more sensitive and attuned to death metal being mainstream than the average music listener. Death metal is only going to go so far. I think if the industry, or MTV, wanted to grab a death metal band and popularize them, then they could do that. However, I think in the mid-’90s when labels like Giant and Columbia were signing some Earache bands, there were certain expectations set that those bands just didn’t reach. Some labels are impatient. If something doesn’t blow up right away, they just say “Fuck it.” I think they talked about that in the Choosing Death book. They were hoping those bands were going to ride some wave to popularity. They tried it then, but that doesn’t mean it was never going to work; it just didn’t work in that instance.

		

		SPARKY VOYLES (EX-MISERY INDEX, EX-DYING FETUS) By the mid-’90s you started to notice a few changes. Death metal was a little less popular, because just like in the late ’80s, the labels had signed up everything. Even bands that should probably not have gotten a record deal were scooped up. It was saturated. There were also bands changing and modifying their sound, or getting softer to appeal to a broader fanbase. I think that’s about when Columbia Records started to pick up some of the Earache bands, like Napalm Death and Carcass. The albums sold well; it was just that death metal was not the flavor of the week anymore, so it went back underground. That was cool in a way, because that’s when smaller labels like Wild Rags were able to pick up on the newer, second-generation bands like Deeds of Flesh, Dying Fetus and Internal Bleeding. The majors didn’t give a fuck anymore because they couldn’t exploit it … but I guess that’s the way it’s always been.

		

		JACOB SCHMIDT (DEFEATED SANITY) I can’t really say what it felt like back in the early days—I was born [in] ’87—but it was nevertheless during that period when most of my all-time classic albums were released. In my opinion, ’90 to ’93 were the golden years of death metal. It’s as if every single album slayed. The list of bands that put out their greatest albums in that period is so fucking long, like Cannibal Corpse, Malevolent Creation, Death, Suffocation, Monstrosity, Morbid Angel, Gorguts, Deicide, Cynic, Entombed, Obituary, Dismember, Solstice, Incubus, and tons more. That really was the unquestionable peak of death metal. Nowadays, the scene is not that much different, because everybody still listens to those mentioned bands, as well as some new bands that stepped into the game throughout the ’90s.

		In this regard, I am of the opinion that the music shouldn’t be too one-dimensional. So, as the music modernizes and becomes more intense, if the only thing you want to create is the most brutal noise ever, it will probably end up being unlistenable. However, if you involve such classic aspects like creative rhythms, patterns, melodies, voices, breaks, sounds, or whatever into the shape of death metal, then I think it can be as brutal as you want it to be, and it will still be enjoyable as well as musical.

		

		TOM KNIZNER (CARDIAC ARREST, SEVERED, DOGOD) I hate using the term double-edged sword because it gets thrown around a lot, but the scene today really does resemble that. Maybe there is too much of an instant gratification thing going on. The thing is, bands used to really have to work. You’d make rehearsal tapes on boom boxes, dub them, package them, mail them out, et cetera. You’d experiment with ways to cover the boom box’s microphone by throwing a blanket over it [to dampen the noise]. After you got a good rehearsal recording, it was never sold; it was sent out to other bands or fanzines for trade. After a while, you might [save enough] to record a demo [at an actual studio], and then later record another demo, or if you were really lucky you might get to do a 7". Then, if you created enough interest in the underground, maybe you would hear from a label. These days, that patient approach is gone. It’s like, boom, “I’ve got Pro Tools; let’s record a full-length,” when right out of the gate nobody knows who you are. It’s as if all the steps that were necessary before are skipped, and bands don’t have to take the time and effort to get their name out by getting in the trenches [and testing their demos in the underground first].

		As far as MP3s, they are out there. What can you do? I don’t like to spout off about the Internet too much because I don’t think it really works the same way [as the underground used to]. For example, if someone says it’s the same thing as tape trading, well, it’s not, because when I was tape trading I sent out one demo to one person. Fine, that person may have copied it for other people, but if a band’s full-length gets put up on a blog site for download, that just makes it far too easy to ignore the band and whatever effort they put into it. For instance, we busted our ass to get the last Cardiac Arrest album [Vortex of Violence] out [via John McEntee’s Ibex Moon Productions], yet the day after it was out, it was already available for free download on a number of blog sites. However, I also understand that most metal fans are legit and they just want to hear it before they buy it, which is cool, because before you sometimes would have to buy an album based on the cover. No one is looking to get rich playing death metal, but stealing is still stealing, you know? When we tape traded we gave our demo away to individuals in trade, but now someone else is putting up our music for free download—and we have no say in that. But what are you going to do? It’s out there, I guess it gives us exposure, but I can certainly see where it hurts the labels primarily, both big and small.

		

		TOM STEVENS (NOKTURNEL) While sites like Myspace [and others that followed] made communication and promotion easier, it also nurtured the expectation that everything should be free. On that matter, I think it’s fucked up that people will choose to only pay for certain records or movies, while still expecting a constant and continuing free supply of new records and films. Additionally, many of the same people don’t go to shows anymore. There’s no mercy: the Internet has more whiny bitches than anything else, constantly complaining about how most everything sucks.

		Dot-coms were a lot of fun in the beginning, before people migrated to other media. It went from AOL Chat to Myspace, to Facebook, to who knows what the fuck is next. A lot of good came from it, but it also killed CD and DVD sales and made a mess of things for a lot of people who were involved in the music industry. I’ve heard from many pissed-off bands whose albums showed up online within 24 hours of their release, and they’ve told me to keep Nokturnel independent and not even bother with a label.

		I can’t live without creating metal music, so I’ve put out my last three singles online for free. I just can’t wait around for some perfect scenario where a label pays for things and pushes my music for me. I’d love it, but doing the singles and giving them to the fans has allowed Nokturnel to reach people much faster. It gained attention for the band, and helped me get some good shows, which might not have happened without the social media boost.

		In one way, the underground is pretty much a joke when everything becomes accessible through computers. You don’t have to depend so much on fanzines or spend time looking for penpals. However, what is fucked up is that I really wish it was that way. The Internet has created many forms of “just add water—instant people,” where they spend 15 minutes online, and think they have a full understanding of all things metal. People half my age try to explain how it was back in the ’80s, yet I was there, and they still argue. The old days were still rough around the edges, but we put a lot into things and the entire process took time. Bands pop up every day and whoever has the best tech geek in the band wins online. The Internet has made the world a lazy place, but despite that I still use it to my advantage when possible. It is the best gift and worst curse …

		

		JASON FULLER (BLOOD DUSTER) I’m a bit divided on the music scene these days. One part of me is like, “Fuck all these kids,” you know? Back then, you had to be 100 % dedicated to find out a band like, say, Treblinka, and get ahold of their Crawling in Vomits demo. You’d have to pour through lists and then hope you had something you could trade with someone else, just to get hold of this or that demo. It was mostly based on hearsay and recommendations, and then you would trade for it with someone halfway around the world, and hope you didn’t get ripped off. A month later, you might get a tape back in the mail with some demos on it, and that was just exciting. You really had to be dedicated and put the work in to get the music.

		Now, it’s like throw a random name like Gore Angel into a search engine, find out they have a Facebook page, hear their music instantly, and then get in contact with them. If you like a band, it’s pretty easy to watch their show on YouTube if you want. It takes all the “athleticism” out of it, or at least the training, in a way, for what it takes to really be an expert in metal. I could have a 16-year-old kid come up to me now at a show and start telling me about bands that were around before my time, and it’s like, “Yeah, this is kind of creepy. You’re 16—this is not right!”

		I guess I don’t mind it, and it’s made things easier to spread the word about your band, but it’s also easier for the bad shit to get out in the first place. For example, some bands might have gotten better, or more prepared for things, if they had to work harder just to get it recorded and heard. So part of me thinks it’s dogshit, but if I was living in the country back then, and had access to all this, it would have saved me a lot of money and stamps, and I wouldn’t have been so horrified at first when I saw how pink the cover for Death’s Leprosy was!

		

		FRANK RINI (INTERNAL BLEEDING) Back in the early ’90s, there just seemed to be more camaraderie. You’d see people at the shows that you saw weeks earlier, and it was all about hanging out and having a good time. Having a career and family now, I maybe hit up a show perhaps once or twice a year. I miss seeing the bands, but life changes and you move on.

		I feel today the bands are more brutal overall than they were back in the ’90s. It seems like everyone is trying to out-extreme the other band, especially with the recording technology available today. At times, it’s to the detriment of the music, making it sound less emotional and more plastic, if you will. As much as I still love death metal today, I do feel there are perhaps less bands making catchy, memorable songs. Pull out an Entombed, Carcass, Suffocation, Morbid Angel, Gorefest, Sinister, Obituary—I really could go on forever—record from the early ’90s, and more than likely 95 % of that record will stay in your head. Now, take some of today’s bands, like Braindrill, for instance, and as much as I love them and their records, it’s impossible to hum one of their songs from beginning to end in my head or even remember what I just heard.

		However, I’m happy to see death metal so popular. Instead of bashing the newer bands, people should be embracing this time, because heavy music will not always be this popular. I love bands today like Gorod, Fleshgod Apocalypse, The Faceless, et cetera, but then you have other bands that make you wonder, just how technical do you want to get before it becomes a wall of noise? I think that deathcore gets a lot of unfair criticism today, maybe because I see how some of the media treated Internal Bleeding back in the ’90s. The fact of the matter is that deathcore is death metal 110%, just with breakdowns. Just because it’s popular doesn’t make the music a sellout. It’s a fact that today death metal is more popular than it was in the ’90s, which is a sign that heavier music is doing better and better. If we had Facebook, the Internet, Myspace, et cetera years ago, it would have been much easier to get the name out.

		

		ERIC JARDIN (NECROTIC MUTATION, DESPISED ICON) When I finally got to tour across the U. S. with Despised Icon, I was very disappointed in some way, because I was expecting every show to be as huge as they are in Montréal, where the death metal scene has always been good. When we did our first U. S. tour, it was with Deicide and Skinless in 2005, and again later that year with Morbid Angel and Behemoth. At the time, we were one of the only bands playing grind and death metal mixed with hardcore, and as you can imagine, having our singers with their hats and short hair, playing in front of Satanic death metal crowds, it was pretty harsh. We never really intended to be a part of some new deathcore movement; we just formed because we were fans of bands like Dying Fetus, Internal Bleeding, and Disgorge. The more brutal bands with the slam riffs. We wanted to start a band just like that. This is how Despised Icon was born, from those slam riffs, which people actually would start calling “breakdowns” a few years later. But I mean, they were not new: Sepultura was doing it on Arise, among other bands, so we were just combining these types of heavy riffs with ultra-fast blasts, influenced from bands like Cryptopsy and Napalm Death. When we were out on those first tours with Deicide and Morbid Angel, I remember the guys from Job for a Cowboy coming up and giving us their demos—they were just like 15 years old, in high school. Then years later these bands are the major American bands in the metal scene.

		As to how this kind of music got so big now, I guess back in the ’90s people just weren’t ready for it. We were just very proud that our music was underground; it was ours. Liking death metal was not cool. It was not cool to be a death metal kid. I never could have seen how this music has gotten so popular; there is like a saturation going on now. It is now cool to be in a metal band, and play metal? Crazy.

		

		TREVOR STRNAD (THE BLACK DAHLIA MURDER) In 2005, we toured with Nile, Behemoth and King Diamond in North America, and it was a similar reaction to what we got in Europe. There’d be this perception that the image didn’t match some idea of what metal bands are supposed to look like. Before we would even start playing people would be heckling us. But it’s cool looking back now. I was sort of plucked out of Michigan where I was an alien and missed out on a lot of cool things in the 1990s, and then dropped down right in the middle of everything. In retrospect, I think every band has some things they would’ve done differently, but we’ve been enjoying the ride the whole time.

		Looking around at what is popular today in metal, a lot of it doesn’t connect with me at all. I wish people would wake up to the thousands of talented bands that have thrived in the underground, bands that can write actual songs, if you know what I mean. I know it’s harder for bands to have staying power these days, because you’re seeing the physical manifestation of the album itself disappearing, and kids don’t have to “earn” it anymore, in the sense they don’t have to go on a quest to find it. There is no artwork to stare at, or lyrics to get attached to, along with the other attributes that make an album memorable and personal. The full experience is less and less there.

		The fear is gone too. I think there is an over-saturation and desensitization to brutal logos, art, and lyrics, and that sort of lessens the whole macabre aspect of it. Kids can see the most heinous and disgusting stuff all over the Internet now, when back in the day some kid down the street might have had a porno mag, and all the kids would be over his house after school checking it out. Now, kids are seeing chicks crapping on each other by the time they are 10 years old, you know?! So in that sense, the Internet has opened Pandora’s box to a lot of things that were once left to the imagination, and the world is an uglier place because of that.

		When it comes to death metal, I still fall for it every time I hear a band that is faster, with freak-low vocals, more pinch harmonics, et cetera. I am like, “This is it—this is the craziest thing going!” And then 10 minutes later something else comes out that is even more brutal. It just seems like every year songs are still somehow getting even faster. Maybe it has become a race to see who can be the most brutal? In this way, I think some bands have forsaken the songwriting that I think death metal is really about. Things have gotten technical and overproduced, and the riffs and the atmosphere have become lost.

		Looking back, bands like Autopsy, Immolation, Monstrosity, and Incantation are all legendary bands that sort of went slightly under the radar compared to band like Cannibal Corpse or Deicide. Whether it was bad luck, or changing hands with different labels, they’ve all been stalwarts just kicking it and doing their thing. A lot of bands got some rough justice through the years, bands that should be much more recognized as forwarding the death metal scene since day one. So, in that sense it’s still cool that some bands are having their reunions now and getting that moment of recognition at shows like Maryland Deathfest. Some people say it’s about the money, but I think bands just want to have their moment, you know? The music has been out there, and you got to remember the fans want to have that moment too. It’s been a long time for some bands, and a lot of people missed out on seeing them back in the late ’80s and early ’90s. I think it’s cool, but the reality is, there’s no money in death metal. So if some bands are getting thousands of dollars to play reunion shows, then it’s like hell, if anyone should be making money off this music then why not those bands that deserve it, and that I like? Especially being somewhat on the inside of things in this business, I can see how little money there really is left at the end of the day. So, it’s a misconception from the outside to think that these obscure bands getting back together after 15 or 20 years is purely about the money.

		I still comb the early and mid-’90s era of releases today because there were just so many albums that didn’t get a proper release because of some label or distribution flub. There’s a lot of gold out there, and in that sense the Internet is helping me find out about a lot of the records I missed, or never even knew about. You can get the MP3s at least if you can’t locate a physical copy. My metal knowledge has tripled since I began scanning the blogs for lost albums, and I can only imagine how killer it must have been to be playing in a band around 1992.

		

		DALLAS TOLER-WADE (NILE) In recent years, I’d say we’re certainly in a more transitional phase. Especially concerning how the formats through which we release the music are changing. Luckily, for the metal community, a lot of the fans are really into having some sort of physical representation of the music, whether it be a CD or a vinyl. Metal is more a collector’s market in that way. That’s how it still is for me, and in the end that’s what separates our scene from the rest. Because if you think about it, you never hear anyone getting excited about a rare Miley Cyrus box set coming out, do you? Maybe I’m wrong, but the metal community is much more driven by supporting the bands directly, and collecting the releases in some tangible format—like an old Fates Warning box set!

		So, to a certain degree, it’s true that younger kids today might have a shorter attention span, but it wasn’t too long ago that you and I were in our early teens, and people were saying the same thing about us. “You can not concentrate on anything for more than five minutes!” So, it’s hard to say what’s going on without being that age, because we grew up in our time, and these kids are growing up in their time. Of course, there are pros and cons to the whole MP3 thing, but currently, unless things are gotten under control, there are probably more cons. People want to stay in business, you know?

		

		ALEX WEBSTER (CANNIBAL CORPSE) The big difference between then and now is that back then they were inventing it. However, to a young listener, I think the first stuff they hear is always going to have that magic, and any time a band or a musician discovers something new, and adds something to the vocabulary of extreme metal, it can be an exciting moment even if you are 70. In 30 years, if I hear someone doing something new, and it’s extreme and heavy, I will be excited about it. There’s always that potential. It’s just up to people to come up with those new ideas.

		So as far as the culture is now, it’s a bit different. It’s different when you can hear a band online, as opposed to waiting three weeks to get a demo in the mail—that might be fifth generation! You just bought records based on what shirts the dudes were wearing on the back of the album. If the guy was wearing a Kreator shirt, we would buy that album, the logic being, if he likes that shirt, that band is probably good. You had to wing it, it was all word of mouth, and a much slower word of mouth at that.

		Now, because you can get everything so easily, it makes it even harder for bands to stand out. Everybody has a website, downloads, YouTube videos, et cetera, so as a fan with hundreds of bands to choose from, from multiple outlets, when do you have time to go through them all and really absorb them? Back then, you’d only get one or two albums at a time and listen to them like crazy. I’d just wear the albums out. When you paid for a record, you listened to it over and over to get your money’s worth, and you’d give the album a chance to grow on you. It’s a different experience today, though. I’m not sure if it is better or worse, but it is different. Hopefully, the music today is just as exciting for new listeners as when I was first hearing Sodom and Kreator.

		When I was young, and I heard the Thy Kingdom Come demo from Morbid Angel, it had an immediate, forceful impact on me. Maybe it was my age, maybe not. Now, the music is already here as opposed to being brand new, like in the ’80s. Yet who is to say music that is 20 years old might not have the same impact on someone the first time they hear it today? Even though it’s old music, it still might be fresh to that person. On top of that, I think that your favorite music, a lot of the time, ends up being what you listened to as a teenager. That is the standard you end up judging things by. To me, I still think how good a drummer is compared to, say, Dave Lombardo or Pete Sandoval, my favorites from that era. Is this album as good as Reign in Blood, or Altars of Madness? The teenage years are years of discovery for everybody, so I think if you are 15 now and discover Cannibal Corpse or Morbid Angel, they might have a similar impact. The only way it might not is if you’ve already heard certain newer bands first. Like if you hear Aeon from Sweden, for example, before you hear some older death metal band, you might like them better, because they are kind of doing old-school death metal, but more technically advanced. It’s certainly different now. I mean, the past is the past and there is no going back.

		It only gets to be a new idea once, you know?
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