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This is Vicious

Jonathan Clancy
—
And well I named the album Vicious.
I needed to.
Vicious is how I overcome distance, I want to be vicious, I can’t be vicious, 

I can be vicious on an album made up of songs. Songs are marked by violence, 
general wrongdoing and finally peace.

You can beat loss, escape territories and find new lands in a heartbeat.
Those are songs I like to write and that is basically what went down.
In a new city you can wear a mask, develop a new persona, change path.  

I’ve lived in 12 cities. This is sort of what this album deals with for me. 
It’s the harshest things I’ve ever written, I kind of wanted to go to places that are 
as far as possible from me Jonathan. Photography was a big part of finding this 
feeling, the loneliness in a lot of Guy Bourdin’s shots. That feeling of having  
a numb space around you, sucking out your dreams and your thoughts. 

 The perfection of recording an album in Detroit is still something that 
baffles me. We took a trip to Detroit, recorded on old Michigan Avenue with 
the dark shadow of the abandoned Michigan Central Station looming on us 
the whole time. We lived and breathed the city and its ruins. Chris (Koltay) took 
great care of us, we spent hours riding our bikes around the hot and empty 
city, bike rides through the Cass Corridor, Belle Isle, Mexicantown, Downtown, 
Woodbridge and back to our usual stomping grounds in Corktown.

Like Paul said one night in his thick accent setting us into laugh-out-loud 
mode for at least a few hours “on this bike, I am a bad bad bad boy”. True.

Half the time I would look at Jacob and Paul and think, here we are,  
it’s just a hot summer night and we are 15 years old, enjoying our last days 
before school starts, riding our bikes through the sprinklers and exploring 
abandoned houses. Those two fellas were the perfect companions for such  
a dream and I know for a fact we will treasure it forever. 

 This was the first time for me recording with a band. I had played 
everything on the demos and I think the difference from the previous things 
published is that I managed to put more attention on the instrumental parts  
and details, everything before was like very compressed and to the point,  
there is more space here, more roads.

In my head it’s a sassy dreamy glam rocknroll album. 
17 synths were used for the album. A lot of songs, and this is a new for me, 

have these eerie, scary synth parts, sort of horror glammy, I wouldn’t say  
Dario Argento but close (instrumental break in Hunting Men, middle bridge  
of Miss Out These Days, bridge of Safe Around The Edges, ending of Progress, 
chorus of Crystal Clear).

Here a few words on some  
of the songs.

Miss Out These Days
—
For me was the first of a very 

different process, not many guitars more 
synth based, we were listening to a lot 
of Lindsey Buckingham’s solo stuff to 
get the drum sound I wanted.

It’s a song about being a control 
freak and dealing with missing out on 
things, and living in a secluded far away 
disconnected place.

Gold Diggers
—
A classic country ballad written 

the day after my best friend decided to 
go back to his regular job and give up 
playing music.

Hunting Men
—
It’s about an eagle looking down in 

disgrace at men.

Slash The Night
—
A murder in the middle of the night. 

For some reason I was thinking of an old 
movie with Nicholas Cage.

Second song with drum machine 
and true drums.

Machines
—
It’s basically about the sense of 

apathy, sort of a numbness to what’s 
going on outside, kind of really waiting 
to reach the limit before doing anything 
about ones situation.

I guess the old “feeling too much 
part of a mechanism and not being able 
to shake”. 

Avenue
—
Written the day after an earthquake 

hit our Bologna area last year and we 
had to run outside.

This is the only song on the album 
recorded at home.

Progress
—
Swellmapsswellmaps.
It’s about a documentary on 

Jackson Pollock and how he feels and 
lives while painting.

Zenith Diamond
—
It’s about being rejected and about 

telling yourself to feel special,  
a diamond in the rough.

It’s a glam punk wire song.

Frankly amongst the ruins of the 
city all I really saw was new life, new 
possibilities and a ton of hope.

 
I’ll sign off with 10 things I think.
—
I don’t like the word project.
His Clancyness is not a project to 

me, it’s sort of my life, it’s an ongoing 
event that casts my best friends in the 
script always. 

I’ve lived in 12 cities. In a new city 
you can wear a mask, develop a new 
persona, change path.

This is sort of what even the album 
deals with for me.

I’m obsessed with rocknroll  
and pop culture.

My two fav words when trying to 
achieve a song would be thick/dense 
and solid.

I adore Swell Maps, Can, Bowie, 
Modern Lovers, Lee Hazlewood, Scott 
Walker, Gun Club, Women, Sonic Youth, 
Stevie Nicks, Gastr Del Sol, Zombies and 
just about every psychedelic pop nugget 
produced.

I love pop songs that don’t feel right.
I love serious things.
I love rocknroll and the mystery  

it involves.
I live for the road, i’ve traveled so 

much all my life that being on the road 
feels proper, it’s the beat of my drum.

I like songs that get to the point 
pretty fast, then add repetition and 
texture.

Thank you for coming along  
the ride. Vicious is a feeling we all get 
for a few minutes. 



THIS
IS VI
CIO

US

TWO 
QUESTIONS. 
  | WHAT DOES 
THE WORD 
VICIOUS MEAN 
FOR YOU?
HOW DO YOU 
RELATE TO 
THE CONCEPT 
OF VICIOUS?
  || WHAT 
IS A 
MOMENT 
IN YOUR 
MUSICAL 
HISTORY
THAT FELT 
VICIOUS?

Jacopo Borazzo
—
I’ve always enjoyed playing shows more than studio 

time. There’s something about the studio that frightens 
me, somehow. It’s probably the fact that I’m not a trained 
musician so I always have this thing about fucking things 
up and make everybody angry.

Especially if you’re a drummer there’s some kind of 
pressure on you in a studio, cause they can’t do nothing 
else if you don’t get your takes done as soon as possible.

But the two and a half weeks we spent in Detroit 
with Chris recording Vicious were by far the sweetest 
studio experience I’ve ever had in over 10 years of music 
making.

Was it the homemade salsa, the amazing ramen 
and the reinvigorating mexican breakfasts that Chris made 
for us? Was is the charming decadence of the city around 
us? Was it the unforgettable egg sandwich from Astro 
Café just across the street? Was it the amazing shitload of 
vintage equipment in that live room downstairs?

Or was it just the right time?

Giulia Mazza
—
* Every time my personality blocks the person that 

I would want to be… well, yes, that for me is a vicious 
moment.  

** On vacation when I was a little girl, Smells Like 
Teen Spirit passed on TV while my first crush for a little 
German boy was developing.

A ferocious sensorial assault.

Paul Pieretto
—
* Dumb, dirty, skin, solitary; no verb or action,  

I’ve always inevitably tied the word vicious to Lou Reed’s 
song and therefore to a whole concept, a style, a mental 
style, all that imagery that I’ve grown to know since  
I listened and listen now to Transformer.

English not being my first language makes it easier 
for me to associate positive messages to the words  
or to the style of playing, more so than something negative 
or violent towards another person, or being angry.

This picture is vicious:
http://userserve-ak.last.fm/serve/252/1652.jpg
** I evaluate the ferociousness of a moment by 

how much it stays with me during the course of the years 
and by how many feelings it lets loose… so I’ve lived my 
most ferocious moments on a stage.

I can remember many of them, here’s two of them: 
When in Norwich for the first time I saw two kids 

singing one of my band’s songs. 
When in a festival in Veneto a guy kept spitting at 

me during a live show.
I wanna thank Jon for including me in this Vicious 

album recording line-up, and I thank him for thinking 
of Detroit (year 2012), and of Chris’ studio as a place to 
record this LP. An incredible place, it changed my vision 
of things, the perception of the place I live and where  
I travel; I hope that in a few of the notes we played you 
can feel something coming from that city. I think and 
hope that Vicious also means this.

“On this bike, I’m a bad bad boy!”. 

Will Sheff
—
* One thing that vicious does not mean to me is 

“You hit me with a flower,” although I think that Lou Reed 
song has such a lighthearted and almost cute quality that 
I think maybe it took the viciousness out of the concept 
of vicious to me.

Actually, you can see a lot about the difference 
between American proto-punk and the later British 
interpretation of punk-rock in the difference between 
Lou’s Vicious and the figure of Sid Vicious later in the 
decade. While Lou’s Vicious is playful and campy  
(“you must think I’m sort sort of gay blade,” etc) and even 
has a trace of the flowerier and more whimsical side  
of the Warhol scene (and, in that sense, a foot in the 60s 
still), Sid Vicious and the Sex Pistols in general have the 
kind of pinched mean-spirited adolescent humorlessness 
(and awkward straining towards social message) that kind 
of defined what British bands thought punk was supposed 
to be (when in fact American punk and proto-punk was 
a lot more dynamic, funny, hedonistic, and sonically 
inclusive). So I think the inherent silly non-viciousness  
of Sid Vicious and the kind of playful gentleness of Lou’s 
Vicious has ironically made the word vicious more fun  
to me than scary.

** True viciousness in music I guess would consist 
of a kind of violent intensity coupled with a particular 
mean-spiritedness. So I guess you’d have to turn to 
metal if you’re looking for moments of musical or 
extracurricular viciousness.

Maybe Mayhem – the pioneering Norwegian Black 
Metal band – would be a particular high point for musical 
viciousness, especially that time when their lead singer 
killed himself and they put his dead body on their album 
cover and cooked and ate pieces of his brain in a stew 
and all that stuff.

Or if you wanted a gentler and cuddlier viciousness, 
I guess maybe you’d go for Nine Inch Nails or even the 
new Kanye album, which has a lean nasty quality that 
maybe you’d call vicious. Both Kanye and Trent Reznor 
have always seemed like creeps to me, although maybe 
Trent Reznor is more of an agreeable creep. Reznor’s a 
totally brilliant arranger, but his fascination with torture 
and degradation – and the way he aestheticizes them – 
really bothers me.

In my own music, I guess viciousness is not 
something I aspire to. I try to sometimes make moments 
in my music “violent,” or “unsettling,” or “chaotic,” but 
maybe not vicious because of that element of mean-
spiritedness.

I don’t really want to hurt people, aesthetically or 
otherwise. I’d rather get under their skin and make them 
feel weird.

Tim Cohen
—
* I am actually not fond of the word vicious.
The letter V happens to be my least favorite letter.
I think its from playing Scrabble in my childhood. 

It’s just a very difficult letter to use.
Add the -icious and you have something that 

sounds like it would bite you or drool on you. And its not 
a nice word, is it?

No one wants to be near vicious.
You can’t get a kiss from vicious.
I don’t relate well to vicious at all.
** I saw the Jesus Lizard play sometime in the mid- 

to late 90’s and the word vicious pretty much sums up 
the aural and visual experience of that performance.

It was quite remarkable.

Julia Clancy
—
Vicious brings up nothing but unpleasant memories 

of which the word itself is not pleasing to the ear nor eye 
— Sid Vicious, yeh well... it is an old usage and should be 
just that – buried, done and dusted.

Marta Fantin
—
* Vicious makes me think of something very evil 

and cruel and I associate it with the decay and squalor  
of a place; a situation that for me could easily be taken 
out of a Larry Clark movie. 

** I know that this might sound weird, but when  
I was little, probably around 7-8 years old, there was a 
time when early in the morning the same music video 
always came on this music TV channel.

I would secretly get up at dawn to see it and I felt 
like I was doing something really bad and ugly and not 
allowed, ‘cause I did not understand the language of the 
song, and my feeling was that it was all about something 
very bad.

It makes me smile now to think that the song was 
Losing My Religion by R.E.M.

Joe Boyer
—
* The word vicious for me encapsulates a lot of 

negative actions like ruthlessness, violence, and disregard.
While being primarily negative, I feel that adopting 

a sense of viciousness can also be therapeutic and too 
a degree empowering, therefore simultaneously being 
positive and negative.

** A moment in my musical history that felt vicious 
to me happened when I was 21 in Akron, OH.

My band at the time was playing a show with two 
touring bands, and I was completely drunk before we 
even got on stage. I noticed a member of one of the 
touring bands heckling us from the back of the venue,  
so I called him out mid song.

Things escalated fast; from taunting, to spitting 
in his face, to trying to hit him over the head with a mic 
stand, to jumping off stage and fighting.

In hindsight it was a ridiculous over reaction,  
but I learned that that sort of viciousness could 
encapsulate both the negative (hurting people, lifetime 
ban from venue) and the positive (sense of power), 
even with that “positive” being as animal and juvenile as 
it may have been.

Federico Oppi
—
* Vicious as “indomable”, an approach to life, a way 

to connect with things; just getting through whatever 
without any compromise, being yourself.

Performing arts, in my point of view, to be 
authentic, to activate a connection with people, should 
be in someway vicious, should draw from your deep and 
hidden sides, even your unspeakable ones...   

** I got many... but mainly I got in touch with that 
idea by attending and performing shows: to me seeing 
people playing, screaming, sweating has always that 
invariable element that reminds me of something wild, 
primitive, fierce.

My firsts concerts as a drummer were totally wild... 
got wounds, was bleeding all over the kit, and was not 
even aware of it until the end of the show!

Michael Feuerstack
—
* Vicious is small, intense and scary.
It’s a feral cat or a cornered raccoon. It’s not even 

as hateful or violent as you’d think: just fear energy turned 
outward. 

** You don’t hear it that often, and there aren’t that 
many times when you want to.

No Means No makes a twisted up beauty made 
from the absence of beauty.

Ester Grossi
—
* Something that can interrupt a state of calm,  

that can “scratch your space/time. 
 I imagine claws, maybe of a wolf, tearing away a 

theatre’s red drape.  
** The Requiem Mass in D minor (K. 626) by Mozart 

because the first time I heard it it felt like someone was 
screaming. 

Stefano Pilia
—
* I think of a tiger’s roar, a cobra attacking, a wolf 

devouring, fight for survival, nature that is violent and 
destroys, Nashringa Deva that kills a demon with its claws. 

** SWANS and my Fender Jaguar. 

Martin Noble
—
* Rocknroll’s mythical roots play with the idea  

of being vicious, or the devils music. Blues, gangs, Ace  
of Spades, thorns on a rose, skull tattoos, knives, murder.

Vicious is harsh-extreme-nasty-feral-dangerous-
cutting-violent, be it physical or verbal. Allowing a bit of 
it into music can be pretty exciting, it can awaken primal 
feelings, but it’s best to leave it out of your daily life.

Just be nice.
** Some of the Iggy & The Stooges Raw Power 

album sounds vicious, and the Velvet Undergrounds Sister 
Ray. There’s the Lou Reed song Vicious, which is pretty 
bitchy and funny.

I saw Motorhead once and they were so loud, that 
was vicious and pretty perverse. I guess MBV are doing 
that too, making it sonically vicious, and physical too.

It’s like you can unleash the beast in a controlled 
environment, so you don’t do it in the wild.

I saw a Staffordshire Bull Terrier clamp down on 
another dogs head once too. That was vicious.

Chris Brokaw
—
The first thing I think of is “VICIOUS/YOU HIT ME 

WITH A FLOWER/YOU DO IT EVERY HOUR/OH HONEY 
YOU’RE SO VICIOUS”, by Lou Reed, which is such a 
funny, stupid, louche, absurd piece of writing and song...

It’s one of the first obviously butch/drag/gay things 
I ever encountered in art, and it’s great how it deflates 
viciousness. It’s a kindly gesture.

The other thing is that I met Sid Vicious, when I was 
15 years old. In the lobby of the Palladium, in New York 
City, at a concert by Blondie/Mitch Ryder + The Detroit 
Wheels/Johnny Thunders and the Heartbreakers.

He had just gotten out of the hospital after trying 
to kill himself (subsequent to his arrest for the murder of 
Nancy Spungeon) and everyone was terrified of him, but 
I was a huge fan, and, amazingly enough, I had bought 
a copy of his version of My Way that evening, at Bleeker 
Bob’s, before the show, and he autographed it for me.

So that is a big vicious moment for me.
True viciousness is not something I want to be near. 

It is not something I want in my life; it’s something I try to 
avoid in my life.

Federico Fiumani
—
* For me it’s Lou Reed’s song with Andy Warhol’s 

tip, he forced him to write a song with that title (no one 
has ever asked me to do the same, unfortunately), and 
also obviously Sid.

An image? Something that never dies, that grips 
and sticks to your gut.  

** When I sing a song of mine called Mi sento un 
mostro (I feel like a monster) that starts by saying:

Ti infilo 4 dita nel culo, le tiro fuori sporche di 
merda. Del resto cosa mi aspettavo, del resto che cos’è 
che cercavo?

Heba Kadry
—
* Vicious can encompass a wide variety of 

emotions for me... anything from being a fierce/
unabashed/independent/cannot-be-held-down attitude 
down to a primitive rawness or just plain cruel. I guess  
it can wildly oscillate rom being a positive to an extremely 
negative emotion.

** A vicious moment I experienced would have  
to be watching Swans perform live. Never have  
I seen a band that can assault my mind, soul and body 
(all at once) as much as these guys have. It’s pretty 
transcendental and even at times extremely physically 
painful; like tear your face off, ears throbbing, chest 
punching type of pain. They are relentless with their 
assault and yet you keep wanting more.

Truly vicious performers.

Luca Mazzieri
—
* Vicious is slowly becoming the only way for me 

to relate to life. In the end we only live one life and if you 
know what you want and you truly desire it, I think it’s 
only right to be “ferocious” in trying to obtain it. 

Vicious is also quite a clear image for me: my pal 
Jonathan Clancy wearing his floral shirt, a small river 
of sweat dripping from his forehead, his trusty golden 
Gibson in his hands, closing a set singing the words “and 
if you mistify…” after he’s taken what he’s entitled to. 

** A 7 week long north American tour sleeping on 
floors with my gang A Classic Education: that definitely 
had a vicious taste to it.

Just like Chet Baker in Let’s get lost.

Sarah Mroue
—
For me vicious is mean, but good-mean, the kind  

of mean to be proud of.  
When things are going particularly well I like to 

listen to assholey “I’m so awesome fuck all the haters” 
themed hip hop and in those moments I feel vicious. 

Cole Furlow
—
* Vicious just seems like a word that makes you 

want to bite into something. Throwing all caution to the 
wind and furiously ripping through the care and delicate 
consciousness that survives daily in constant motion is 
something that makes that feeling real.

Being vicious is fun but overwhelmingly 
irresponsible to everyday existence.

** I saw And You Will Know Us By The Trail Of 
Dead in 2003. It was the first time I saw something that 
loud and that ferocious. They were slamming their guitar 
heads into their marshall cabs as if they were Ray Davies 
trying to invent distortion. I could only think about how 
irreverent and perfectly chaotic my thoughts were that 
night. Their sound was fucking vicious. I never fully 
recovered, and that was what something vicious does. 
It rips you in a way that makes everyday life feel like a 
bumblebee.

That’s what I thought of when I read this question.
The viciousness at which they assaulted us with 

their perfectly flawed music.

Kevin Alvir
—
* Vicious means cruel and c*nty behavior.  

I do not regard myself as a vicious person. However, 
when I feel like I’m getting screwed or someone is being 
stupid towards me. I get ULTRA-VICIOUS.

** I think a “friend” once told me that my music 
was “Not very good”. Naturally, I deleted that person from 
my life. Another time, in college, I saw a band called PCP 
Roadblock. The lead singer liked to break beer bottles on 
the floor and roll around in them without his shirt on.

Patrick Flegel
—
* (No comment)
** THE HARRY PUSSY LIVE 10” IS VICIOUS. 

FEATURES: MANDOLIN, YOU JUST MAKE ME WANNA 
DIE, DROP THE BOMB ON ME, SEX PROBLEM, LOSER 
ACTING LIKE A ROCK STAR and more hits.

It’s a total drag!

Ferruccio Quercetti
—
* Vicious is when you’re living in the moment, 

feeling other people’s and your own physical and 
emotional presence and not just twittering away.

We live in quick, hectic times but no urgency 
nor intensity is connected to this crazy pace. We’re just 
supposed to be wired up and connected in some virtual 
space above our heads, while human beings and events 
are passing us by, mostly unnoticed. I want to be in your 
face in flesh and blood and not on your fucking iPad 
screen. That’s vicious to me, in a good way.

People wake up!
** When it comes to music vicious to me is when 

James Williamson’s guitar leaps out of the speakers at 
the beginning of Search & Destroy and you feel like your 
eardrum has been slashed by a switchblade, just like that 
famous eyeball in Buñuel and Dali’s Un Chien Andalou.

Vicious is when David Yow of Jesus Lizard attacks 
the crowd BEFORE the band has played a single note.

Vicious is the Ramones on stage in 1975 arguing 
among them about which song to play next and then 
launching in a two minute symphony at deafening 
volume and changing the world in the process

That is definitely viciousness in music, at least in my 
book. Slash ‘n’ Burn, Ferruccio.

Kevin Dehan
—
* When I think of vicious I think of Lou Reed;  

he was such a crazy asshole in New York during the 70s, 
and I guess just because he had that song also.

I saw an interview with the New York Dolls where 
they were asked what their hobbies were and they said 
“sitting in the back of Max’s Kansas City, hiding from Lou 
Reed.” I think he was one of those guys who you kind  
of didn’t want to run in to. Because he could be vicious  
at any moment; that’s pretty great though.

** There was a punk band in Austin called the Dicks 
in the 80s. When I was in my early twenties they did a 
couple of shows reunited, minus one guy I think, all in 
their fifties or something, but that show was brutalizing. 
It was at a club called Room 710. I remember thinking 
they physically have the same equipment that they used 
to have, instruments, amp levels and effects; it was like a 
time warp. They made sounds like everyone else did back 
then, and it was normal for them, it was the standard 
sound for that time, but to me I had never heard anything 
like that. It was something that nobody could recreate. 
Everyone thinks that they can recapture some sound like 
that but unless you did it then, there’s no way you can 
recreate it. Sure you can replicate and that’s cool,  
but I imagined at the time that it sounded exactly the 
same as it did back in their prime.

That shit was vicious.

Duncan Lloyd
—
* Vicious makes me think of a sharp knife,  

a senseless or emotionless act or verbal attack.
When you look at the word vicious in the simplest 

way, the V is like the point of a blade itself. It’s a point no 
one wants to be close to, and yet some people find it 
easy to be vicious to others, probably because they are 
hurting or feel like they are a victim of someone who has 
been vicious to them. Nature can be vicious, humans can 
be vicious, its a part of life & it will continue to be this way 
as it is all cyclical.

 ** My friend Tom, from my hometown in Derby, 
was a big Black Metal fan and got heavily into Norwegian 
Metal when we were teenagers. He’d traced his family 
back to the Vikings, read runestones & felt an epiphany  
to the music coming out of there.

Before we went out drinking we’d listen to Burzum 
who we heard was making records from his prison cell 
after killing his band mate. This was the first time  
I thought of the word vicious in relation to music,  
it seemed like a mad dark world across the waters.

Tom got a Black Metal band together a few years 
later but tragically one of the band members killed 
himself & Tom was the person who had found him. 
That whole time could easily be described as vicious, 
particularly for him. Over the next few years he continued 
with his band and eventually had success across in 
Scandinavia. I saw them live, it was pretty amazing, 
nothing looked or sounded like it. I haven’t seen Tom 
since the time our gang of friends moved away, but his 
musicianship is something else. For a 6-1/2 ft guy,  
a modern day Viking Black Metaller with the sharpest 
sense of humour who freaked the shit out of old people, 
he himself wasn’t anywhere near the V word.

But if he was, you’d bloody run a mile.

David Singer
—
* Abject cruelty, inflicted with just a bit of pleasure. 

A boot to the ribs with a smile on your face. The funniest 
savage remark delivered to the most deserving target.

A leopard spots a runty gazelle struggling to 
keep up with the herd and pounces on it, the warm 
blood filling its mouth. The cat lets out a single grunt of 
satisfaction. Vicious.

** Chicago, 1992, at the dearly departed Lounge 
Ax. The Jesus Lizard are playing to celebrate the release 
of Liar in front of a roiling pit of arms and legs, all of us 
crawling over each other to get closer to the stage.

Yow is predictably half naked by the third song, 
fearless/vacant/beautiful. Seasick starts (an old favorite  
to this crowd of hometown acolytes) and he stars 
screaming “I can swim! I can swim!” and literally walks up 
the first few rows like it’s a staircase of skulls, then flips 
himself over and lets us suspend him in midair, skittering 
across the low ceiling like a giant bug, boots kicking wildly, 
oblivious to anything but the sound of his own voice.

Absolutely fucking vicious.

Marion Herbain
—
* To me, vicious evokes something that is all kinds 

of wrong yet powerfully compelling. Something you 
know you shouldn’t be indulging in or enjoying but you 
just can’t help yourself from doing so. Something both 
wicked and attractive...

It’s a concept I enjoy best vicariously, I think.
Vicious circles for instance drive me mad...
** My first Prince gig definitely had a vicious 

element to it! I was 10 and remember thinking:  
”Hold on, this feels wrong!” yet not being able to take 
my eyes away from it and being really into it. His stage 
show was way too sexy and provocative and felt a bit 
dangerous too but I was glued to it...

Paul Rafferty
—
The bullies were best friends gone bad.
I went to school one day and when I got there, 

they‘d changed. They ignored me in the corridors and 
threw pen tops at my back in history class. Then they 
laughed at my long hair and bad skin for 4 years.

One night I woke to the sound of snowballs hitting 
the windows in the next room, which was my parent’s 
bedroom. I rushed from my room at the back of the 
house and onto the landing to look out over the street. 
They were running away, just turning the corner of the 
block of semi-detached houses we lived on. They were 
dressed like Snoop. Oversize plaid, baggy khakis with 
bandanas all over the place. Dad emerged from his room, 
robed and angry. He didn’t like being woken up at 2AM 
on a work night. In the morning, Mum gently asked how 
I thought we could make this stop. I’ve never known 
why they stopped, but one day they just did. We became 
friends again and spent a couple of summers drinking 
beer together in the park or in the free houses that would 
pop up in the neighborhood when local kid’s parents 
headed off on holidays.

Then we wrote bad graffiti and hid our weed in the 
woods until it was time to do something else.

Federico Pirozzi
—
Gosh, I don’t really know what VICIOUS means.
I could even try to guess what the first mammal  

to experience the VICIOUS concept, running away from 
the most feral of the beasts, felt. But I still don’t get what 
the meaning of the word.

Oh wait, do you remember the precise moment 
when you realize you can bike very very fast, you are six 
or seven years old and you think all the sense of life is 
kept in outriding quicker than the bullies that persecute 
you and your fat best friend? That precise moment you 
know you have the edge over all those dumbfucks that 
have bothered you for ages? That precise moment you 
actually leave them behind and you are at the same 
time yourself and your beloved savior? Yes! That precise 
moment the wind puts the widest smile of fear and joy on 
your dusty face and you close your eyes and think you’re 
so powerful that it’s YOU spinning the entire globe?

That. Precise. Moment. Is.
Oh no, goddamn. Wait again.
No, I meant the moment just after that one.
The moment your ass is hurting because of the 

rough ground and the nuts and bolts of your bike are  
time-lapse blown up and it’s just you on your knees bruised 
by hundreds of tiny stones forcing the whole weight on 
your barely bleeding palms in order to stand up. 

That precise moment you have to show yourself 
up to the worst party in the world and you have to front 
the craziest shit you never imagined existed that big. 

Yeah, that deep moment in between the mere 
helplessness and the bright thinking is totally VICIOUS 
to me.

Tom Pavlich
—

* Vicious immediately brings to mind the thought  
of mean dogs.  My golden retriever, Cooper, is just about 
as sweet as can be (his best friend is a very tiny cat), but 
we’ve been approached by several vicious beasts while 
walking the streets of Brooklyn. For some reason, German 
Shepards seem to be the most vicious or, at least, not 
properly trained and have tried to attack us several times.

Once a Shepard that was poorly tethered to a tree 
got loose and lunged with jaws snapping at Cooper.  
I had to put my body between the two dogs while Kira 
yelled for their inattentive owner to come get his dog 
under control. We were all extremely lucky to escape that 
incident without any bite wounds. 

Vicious is a word that is very primal, some sort of 
evil that can’t be suppressed or controlled — the killer 
instinct of a wild beast.

It is difficult to not think about David Lynch and 
Twin Peaks when I hear the word vicious. 

The evil that lurks in the woods of Twin Peaks,  
The Black Lodge, Windom Earle, and of course Bob are 
all things that paint vivid mental pictures of vicious for me.

** When I think of the word vicious in relation 
to music, I often think of growing up in the punk and 
hardcore scene in Charleston, South Carolina.  
It’s not that the shows were violent or dangerous,  
but certain events stand out. The first time I saw 
Converge was when they headlined a show at the local 
American Legion back in 1999.

As Jacob Bannon took the stage he duct taped 
his microphone to the cord so it could not detach, and 
proceeded to swing it like a helicopter over the heads of 
the crowd who were trying to climb onto the one foot 
high stage to sing along.

I don’t consider Bannon a vicious man, but this act 
brought hardcore closer to what its name implies.  
It was a packed, sweaty show, and undoubtedly someone 
took a swinging microphone to the face. 

His Clancyness came into my life earlier this year.  
A couple months before SXSW I got in touch with Jon 
because I had recently come into possession of 100 
copies of his tape Always Mist (along with the rest of the 
Mirror Universe Tapes back stock).

Over those couple months I dubbed the tapes, 
printed inserts, and corresponded with Jon via email and 
chat. When His Clancyness came to New York to play a 
couple warm up shows, I had never met Jon in person. 
We made plans to meet the band at a Mexican restaurant 
in Williamsburg their first night in town. We got there a 
little early, and had those slightly worried nervous blind 
date like feelings... constantly looking up and down  
Grand St. for a gaggle of Italians.

Giulia, Jacopo, and Jon walked up with a couple 
other friends and any hesitations or awkwardness were 
whisked away. We ended up going to both their shows, 
and hanging out all three nights they were in town.

Vicious is not a word that I would use to describe 
His Clancyness (I think I would describe them with the 
word mystify), but I look forward to hearing what it means 
to them.

Kira Eng-Wilmot
—
* For me, the word vicious evokes a feeling of 

calculated, all out cruelty.
I think those who prey on those they perceive to 

be weak are the most vicious, as they manipulate and 
brutalize those that they can or want to control.

Like the stories of the prison guards who create  
and implement a menu of wildly imaginative punishments 
for Chinese political prisoners (with euphemistic names 
like “noodles in clear broth”). Like men with bad intentions 
who stalk women down the street and in their homes 
and on the internet, creating a life of fear for their victim. 
Like the cringe worthy episode of ST:TNG where the 
Cardassians torture Captain Picard for information 
he doesn’t have, or the groups of pre-teen girls who 
psychologically break the spirit of their teachers and 
former friends to the point of tears.

Dictators and tyrants can terrorize the whole 
population of a country, or systematically demoralize  
a single person under their control. 

** Seeing the Locust play for the first time in the 
early 2000s is the most VICIOUS of my music memories. 
Nothing (not their albums or earlier hardcore shows 
or watching Lightning Bolt play 20 minutes prior) had 
prepared me for the aural assault that is the Locust live.

You can turn down the album, but at a show 
even earplugs and fingers in the ears can’t assuage the 
unrelenting guitars, the screeching singer, and the drillbit 
drums. It is music to make your ears bleed and your 
body convulse, but there was also an overwhelmingly 
bad vibe feeling that night. It’s not a particularly friendly 
environment for women and in general crowds were 
particularly cruel and antagonistic to that band — that 
night in Tampa being no exception.  

My personal introduction to His Clancyness was 
not to Jonathan or the album, but to a 20 second snippet 
of one of their songs. Tom (of Mirror Universe Tapes) was 
dubbing a hundred copies of Always Mist, and always 
tested for sound quality by listening to part of the first 
song. I became well acquainted with Mistify, to the point 
where I could tell when there was something slightly off 
with the levels or the sound quality. With the repetition 
of short song spurts, I became familiar with the beauty 
and nuances of those opening phrases. It’s a dreamy and 
romantic feeling song, and sounded all the better when 
the band played it live the following weekend at Cake 
Shop with the lights twinkling around them.

Rebekka Dunham
—
* People do vicious things but nobody is vicious, 

I would like to be an actress so I can do vicious things 
without consequence.

** I like Lou Reed’s song, I relate.
If you are the tambourine player in a band girls get 

vicious to you when they come around for the boys.

Emanuela Drei
—
* The word vicious makes me think of some photos 

by Francesca Woodman.
** When I was thirteen I would often close myself 

in my room and play for hours. I’d record on a cassette, 
guitar and voice, then in some way I’d amplify the whole 
thing, I’d start back from the beginning and re-record  
on top all my overtakes. I spent many hours like this,  
I’d write pages on notepads and record during the day.

One of my flaws is that I don’t have a great 
memory, but I’m pretty sure I felt super ferocious a few 
times towards my mom or dad because they would 
interrupt me to eat dinner or say something.

It’s not that I didn’t want to share what I was doing, 
but I was just overwhelmed. It’s like I had to protect my 
world of recordings and notepads, that part of me that 
had nothing to do with everything else, that does not 
need to sleep or eat, that simply cannot ever find peace.

Tim Dunham 
—
* Vicious makes me think of dogs that go crazy  

for no reason. I won’t bother looking this up in the 
dictionary or thinking or something really intelligent 
because that is what comes to mind.

That is more honest right?
** I saw a band member freak out on his label  

rep one time in the lobby of the hotel over record sales.
I can’t go into details but he was throwing things 

and berating this guy. Like a dog that bites people  
for no reason.

Michael Wallace
—
ANYWAY man Ive been in such a rough spot  

the past couple months, I basically got home from some 
more study and Tablas in India but I had a fucking brutal 
infection in my legs, some kind of spider bite  
or something.

It fucked me up all over, I couldnt work and I got 
depresssed and this summer has been a nightmare,  
in and out of the hospitals and feeling totlly culture 
shocked and dead inside...

BLAHHHH Im sorry man, I feel like Ive let so many 
friends down but sometimes you just have to hole up.

Ill write about it tho. It was seriously fucking 
VICIOUS. And is somewhat related to music seeings as  
I was over there studying tabla and what not?!?!

Kyle Clairmont Jacques
—
My favorite brand of vicious comes quietly,  

often quickly — the sort of thing felt more so than heard.
Or it can be that moment after a long, slow buildup 

when you realize you’ve had the rug pulled up over your 
head. It’s the cocking of ones head after they realize 
they’ve been slighted. The squinting, sharpening of ones 
eyes as the sting sets in.

My most vicious musical moment — tough.
The deepest darkest stories would absolutely 

involve tales of past band mates and our various 
interpersonal battles.

The fight at the end of a five hour rehearsal.
That moment on stage when you lock eyes, 

understanding that it would be fists flying had they not 
been occupied by strings or sticks.

But in the interest of not being vicious, I’ll keep 
those stories under wraps.

My mind wonders to certain crowd interactions 
I’ve had – mostly as a teen – hockey style fights, weird 
pit interactions... But those are more immature and 
ridiculous than vicious.

If anything – I’d say some of the most vicious 
musical activity occur in the record store I worked at  
as a kid. Nothing worse than the conversation between 
a music lover locked inside a retail environment for ten 
years and someone looking for a “cool CD for their kid”.

If eyes could roll out of people’s heads there’d be 
a small collection under every “NOW” compilation bin 
across the world.

Sonny Smith
—
* I just think of Sid Vicious and I think of that 

Lou Reed song. Then I think about somebody with 
bloodstains around their mouth and chin cause they just 
ate some animal or another person.

** Mmmm, I saw some video clip of Henry Rollins 
beating on some fan from the stage in the Black Flag 
years and that seemed a little vicious.

A little over the top.

Ryan Browne
—
* The word vicious doesn’t mean that much to me. 

I don’t use this word that much. When I do use the word 
vicious, 9 times out of 10 I follow it with the word “circle”.

A vicious circle is something that I do think about.
It refers to when events keep repeating and you 

can’t figure out how to stop them. I think it’s the purpose 
of life for us to extricate ourselves from vicious circles,  
so that we can spend more time bringing joy to others.

** Musically, sometimes bands can be pretty 
vicious. I’m not talking about when they are dicks,  
I’m talking about drummers.

Drummers make so many different faces.  
Goofy, worried, constipated. The face of the drummer  
is an interesting – and very revealing – part of any band.

My favorite drummer face is the vicious drummer 
face. Not even in an exaggerated way. Just that look on 
certain drummers’ faces when they look down at the 
drum they’re about to strike and you can tell that there 
is a caveman-style satisfaction that they’re about to gain 
from hitting this thing; innerly, they feel like they are 
hitting a weaker person in the face.

The world is a violent place, but it used to be 
much more violent, just in terms of day to day life for the 
average person. Kill or be killed.

That vicious drummer’s face is probably the closest 
thing in music to the way it used to be in the Paleolithic.  
A window into the past.

Jukka Reverberi
—
You know what pinco panco is?
That fixed game you can find in all small parks, 

where you sit on top of it and use the laws of physics 
such as weight and balance. Well keep this game in mind 
for a second.

I think I saw the moment when His Clancyness 
came to life, I remember quick emails exchanged with 
Jonathan full of home recorded music.

My music and his music. We were thinking about 
doing a split cassette. Back in those days I was thinking 
of opening a small label with Tommaso dedicated to 
publishing friends/artists that we had met over the course 
of those years. The split between Jonathan and myself 
would have been the start of our new catalogue.

It was the perfect way of celebrating a musical 
friendship through a label that wanted to document this 
aspect of music. 

So we started writing songs and exchanging 
material, but slowly my point of view changed.  
I’m a tall guy, taller than most of my friends, and I’m used 
to seeing things from high up. But at a certain point  
I started looking at Jonathan’s songs from down below.

Jonathan was always lighter and managed to fix his 
idea into songs, splendid ones, all of them. So I took the 
responsibility of saying to him that we were not going to 
do this split cassette anymore.

His Clancyness deserved more space and so it 
happened. No regrets, just a lot of happiness that we 
managed to share this adventure with Jonathan  
and Tommaso. And now let’s keep rolling. 

Enzo Baruffaldi
—
Missing Winner
The first man I see coming into Covo’s courtyard 

is a 50 year old figure, his hair is almost completely white 
and he has a black eye. He’s sitting on a bench, clinging 
onto his jacket and figuring out how to stay warm.  
He’s staring at the cigarette in his hand, his hand is on his 
lap. His other hand is holding his bloated cheek.  
They tell me that it’s The Fall’s tour manager, and that 
the black eyes comes complimentary directly from 
Mark E. Smith over a discussion at the previous night’s 
soundcheck. I wonder if it’s true.

How old is Mark E. Smith? Is he still capable  
of getting into a fight? Or with someone like him are you 
willing to accept everything, even a blow to your lower 
cheekbone? They say the tour manager asked that a 
bouquet of roses be delivered to the dressing room to be 
forgiven. I don’t believe this, come on.

Let’s go in, they’re about to start.  
Nope, the club is half empty. It’s a February night 

with no snow and no fog. Where is everyone? It’s one of 
those winter night where the cold seems to have sucked 
away all the city’s air. Life is somewhere else.  
These things don’t just happen without a reason. 

I have a beer, in the venue there are characters 
I’ll get to know years later, I look at flyers of the 
following shows and I wait to figure out what exactly  
I’m doing here.

When Mark E. Smith passes through the crowd 
to reach the stage I almost don’t notice. He’s wearing a 
blue shirt or maybe a grey one, I can’t tell under the stage 
lights, his pants are too big, high waist, and his jacket 
almost looks like it’s gonna fall off his shoulders.  
He looks exactly like the representation of the expression 
“a bag of bones”. What disturbs me the most are his 
excavated cheeks, stripped by the years passing by:  
it’s funny how for a man like him that has made words 
and the way he pronounces them in songs his most well 
known trait, time seems to want to steal his mouth,  
like if it wanted to silence him. In his eyes the light  
of obsession and when the band kicks in, he tightens his 
fist and stuffs it with rage in his jacket’s pocket.

He strikes the microphone and his voice is here. 
Not on a cassette, or a book, or in the NME.  
Carried by the electricity along the lines of the PA system 
to the speakers chained to the walls: Mark E. Smith’s 
voice is with us. 

That winter The Fall were touring Are You Are 
Missing Winner, that I think no one would define  
a memorable LP. But that was not important.  
Like the webzine Perfect Sound Forever had written, 
“There’s never been and never will be a perfect Fall record 
but that’s part of what’s made the group so vital — they 
still fuck around a lot and take chances”.

There, I did not know that but I sensed that it 
wasn’t really necessary to recognize those songs, for sure 
they would not have played their old hits that I had in that 
only cd, the A Sides compilation. What was important 
was to stand there and just be in the blaze. The band 
accompanying him showed a depressing coldness and 
distance. The sounds were glacial, hard and mechanical. 
The guitars screeched and the drums crushed all other 
possibilities. A team of hitters on a mission. 

From the new album I’m almost sure they 
played My Ex-Classmates Kids, that mocking reiteration, 
exasperated that left you speechless. Maybe they played 
the entire thing, who knows, but every note seemed 
twisted that it was hard to tell with certainty. 

I still remember quite well two things: the nerve 
wrecked crowd that in little groups starts exiting the 
room after about an hour of the show where every song 
seems the continuation of the previous one and you can 
foresee any ending; Mark E. Smith’s obstinacy in being 
Mark E. Smith.

The battle he was fighting, there on the stage 
with his proclamations, his falls, it was not against us, 
nor romantically against himself. All his ferociousness 
mixed with sarcasm was targeted towards music,  
the only opponent worth still fighting.

A wall of music that he tried to take down  
and rebuild, he’d smash into continuously, without letting 
go even for an instant. The scornful dash with which he 
looked at his mic, as if he was compelled to sing, it was a 
surprise attack. All the chewed up and incomprehensible 
words were a way of confusing the opponent. He stayed 
there, attached to the music, with his bony fingers,  
badly keeping himself on foot and not going down.

“Music in the end would have won the fight”, 
but Mark E. Smith, on that stage that he seemed to never 
want to leave had to fight tooth and nail. 

Almost everyone has left.
The people that have stayed have jumped into 

the first hall to dance, to forget the labor of the last hour.  
I go and take down the show’s poster from the wall.  
It’s a huge bright red sheet of paper and in the middle it 
just has the letters

T  H  E  F  A  L  L 


