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Rollin into phreakzine- now 8 lssues strong. [ cant believe
it know Issue 7 was pretty ghetto and | rushed to get it out for
New Year's Eve, so for this issue | really went for quality. [ hope
you enjoy it. Phreakzine 8 was actuaily fun to put together and |
had alot of help and input from people around me whom [ value
not only as people. but I also value their thoughts and ideas. If
«nu enjoy phreakzine please write and let us know what you
like. what you don't like or contribute your own thoughts.
writings, artwork. Otherwise, you can always send me presents
in the mail (thanks Gord!!). I do phreakzine for many reasons.
1. ILIKE to doit, 2. I hope to give something back to a scene
which has given me alot and 3. [ do it for you. New skool -Old
skool there aren't many zines around. They keep the old skool
part of raves alive for myself and hopefully inform New skool
kids. Anyway, | hope you enjoy it 1 couldn't do it without the
help of my friends especially Markus. This kid is great.
Phreakzine wouldn't happen without him so | want to give
extrea special thanks to him. Other people who have helped and
deserve mad props and just some general shouts out are...

Mistress Pixi Paul Gord NicK
the Newberry Punks ~ Madison Tint DACON
James Elaine Yusef .
Craig Natedog Q gbl S
Natepup Shawn Andrew ?rco\{

DBN and PM for throwing tonights party Chris
Much love to Rick. the Prom King and Queen, and my friends.

- . ’ phreakzine - ’ 7
"ﬁ - 2006 e thomas ave. %
0 v milwaukee, wi 53211 ©T
3vr3menkem@vms.csd.mu.edu °

perforniers-
connect the vitality 1o the re
pour your soul through the |
Others will shape it into the
interpretation.

-Lei Ni
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, "At chb tide 1 wrote :
by Aline in the sand
7.' ~And gave it all my hean ]
I Andall my soul. /
O [+
7 » ) 1
I At flood tide I returned

L Toread what I'had inseribed
And found my ivnorance A
upon the shore.”

(Khalil Gibran) /

[ - -
s--%\\,-—t) \\A- -F

“-’ . . . . r ...I |

. Sometimes my life is TiKe ;
Pec-Wees play house only with
fucked up demented characters. g
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i wished it wouldnt stop. nights and days
having those sweet trazy conversations
full of halr sentances, daydreams and
misunderstandings more thrilling than
understanding could ever pe, merry as
kittens, yet lonely as mountains. walking
down streets our shadows holding hangs,
laughing at duck butts, sucking up rays.
my grandma toid me the future is a matter
of keeping the ~ast at bay. memories can
be devestating. the passion to aver feed the
loved. the willingness to let yourseif be
lost and become one with the memaory,

Nothing can bring you peace byt yoursel!r

listen to the song in you.
it's there In whatever puts stars in your eyes
and makes your heart sing

Listen to your feelings and you will hear

who you are and what you must do.

Listen to your needs and you will know
where to find what you are looking for

one day you will see that it all has finally come .
together. what you have always wished for has

finally come to pe. You will look back and faugh
at what has passed and you will ask yourselfg
“how did i ever get through all of thaty" Just
never leyt go of hape. Just hever quit dreamlng.r '
and never Jet loye depart from your life. (ruffstick)

- So Mistress Pixi from Prom and ! headed out

one e/ening in search of adventure. Our
destination was a house on Newberry Street

- where we -had been invited to a party. Upon

entering we were greeted by a bL'lnCh.Of tri-
hawked beer guzzling punks lls[t?nlr?g‘ t(;‘
insanely loud music. They shared storlesiod
their adventures and lives. I was’amu_sc.[
and entertained. One of them'lOOl\edh'JLi'bn
like Corey Feldman. My frleqd Shav "
rented Dream a Little. Dream with CQrg_
Feldman and Corey Haim. When. [ wahs in
about 7th grade | had the BIGGEST crusT or\j
the two Corey's but then I moved on to’ ony
Hawk. A few weeks ago Nate dog. Nate pup.
Chris and I watched Gleaming the Cube.
What an excellent film!! 1
*HEART* Tony Hawk and y
il ristian Slater. Yo I wou
5 Z - highly recommend
these two filins because
other then the standard
80's brat pack films.

, - Qo- which I do love as well,
SO,

-

e these two are my faves.
T Besides with cute boys
and skateboarding you

'qun\)sv cant go wrong.






8. Cool People. There are still some cool people who
go to parties. Granted they are far and few between, but |
always seem to meet at least one or two inspiring people at
a party when | go. ’

9. Reuniting People. Along with the few new people |

also manage to run into a few old skoo! freinds. People
whom | haven't seen in ages will just pop up at @ random
party here and there and that always makes it nice.

1 0. You Can Be A STAR. The rave scene is still small

enough that yuou can be a star if you want to. Anyone can
become a dj, produce records, throw parties, make a zine,
or run a smart drink stand.. The scene hasn’'t gone so
commercial that you need to know people in order to get
involved and make a difference, yet its not too small where
its elitest. Everyone is capable of doing something.

phreakzine-
it’s the BOMB

Ted Kaczynski

!

“Most pecple are Olhe
Their thoughts are sofT
alse's opinions, their |
a mimicry, their passions

a quotation.” - Oscar Wilde

mountains and came ug 1 1
that his surprse knew no |

“Haw is it that this tree Nas ¢
As he looked, he saw th
crooked, thereby unabie to provide
foof. The trunk had grown with
1rregu|arhiy that it woulc be spurned by
cabinetmakers. The |gaves were the

maost bitter he had ever lasi
so heavy as 1o repel ine Siron

"Ah* he axclaimed, “this ir
useless by men and thus Jt |
this size. A good example 1o
follow.”
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She said she had two master's degrees: one in philosophy
and the other in nursing. What a combination: red hooded
jacket, black pants and gray hair falling in shocks from
under a black stocking cap. Wrinkles radiated from her cyes
as if somconc had grabbed her face from behind, stretched it
and let it fall into the folds of late middle-age. When she
cried, the tears got lost in those pillowy folds of flesh.
When she coughed, the sound came from a deep, damp spot
in her lungs.

She held on to me, cried on my chest, and then worked her
hands into the front of my coat. "It hurts so fucking much
to be homeless. So fucking cold." Her words were laced
with alcohol.

"But you're tough, right?" I said.

Her eyes ignited.

"You bet I am." She backed away into a karate stance: [ists
up, body poiscd. "Why, I'll take you down..." And she
proceeded 1o tell me how a well-placed knee would stop me
cold, and how F-14 jet fighters and Tom Cruise got her
well

And she would be okay. uniil another brecse tore through
her. Then her hands would be inside my jucketagain, deepe
this time. and she would bex me o hold her. hold her, hold
her.

W

And I did: my right arm around her shoulder, my left
clutching her skull. Wisconsin Avenue traffic sped
downtown and people walked past us. This scene repeated for
an hour, then it was 2:30 in the afternoon and time to go.

[ loaded the food, utensils and tables into the car quickly,
avoiding her. There were no good-byes. for it would start all
over again.

I had given her two bus passes sO she could stay warm. I got
a ride home, took a hot shower, changed clothes, and
watched "Sixteen Candles” on TV It's been raining for the
past two days, and the nights have been cold. Snow will
soon fall.

She told me she sleeps in parking structures.

I hope I see her next weekend.

.*Sometimes the most fair system isn't the most humane;

sometimes I wish I could take all the blame. Qur
obligations to others is ostensibly universal, but when even
one person becomes more competitive, mean, or self-
serving, it makes helping others that much more
impossible. Sometimes I wish everyone in the world would
decelerate 10 miles per hour

on their personal speedometer and take care of the things that
really matter. Other times I just put soup in a bowl.

(paul)
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Have any of you kids seen the new movie “Fallen?” Denzel Washington is
-Just keep your falth In me, dont ar(\:;ed to be the superstar of this flick. But that's beside the paint. In the movie, you see
impatiantly, You'll get where you there's this evil spirit/demon thingie that leaps from body to body. Its name
fime is Azazel. Not as chic as ZuZu, but it works for the whole “Ooooh, I'm
in dl:\ewhen things are slow, hold on and dont possessed by a demon” thing.
-eve !

due time
let go. I'll give you what | owe In CarolAnn, honey, is that you?

struggiin's Just a part of my day many | ZuZu's decided to take after Azazel. Although it's the furthest thing from a
have been placed in my way. demon, ZuZu has taken possession of Markus — everyone's favorite
ObStcc?[-l:s nly reason that | make it through Is genatric raver — for this issue.
know tThe O .
because | never stopped belIYln tl1ner»;°::1 the A few weeks ago, Markus and Mouse embarked upon yet another piercing
Some people wonder why were never adventure. Although Mouse's ass was too late to witness the actual
lace and can’t belleve cus they plercing, props go out ta her for the support she showed. Markus — deciding
first 0 But even when you pray the I wanted a novel piercing — had Jim from Body Ritual shove a needle
seen your face. Bu Can’t walt for nobody through that little web at the top of my mouth. Everyone's got one, | think.
next day you goﬂ:: f:\rv. sky. You got to realize Stick your tongue straight up. Feel that little flap of skin? That's the spot
down out the :
fr(I':a(\‘:?frr:‘ee worlds a test, You can only do Y°|'i’f'e And what is the name of this wonderfui new addition? The scrumper. Yean
pest and let Him do the rest.You got your It looks kinda’ goofy.
and you got your heatth so"qugurse". But I like it
procrastinating and push 1T ¥
[ So. Flash-forward a few days. Markus was at that new Milwaukee hot spct
o OUT Ka st- In Due Time the "dykalitessan” known as Dish. | was dancing away to some tasty

commercial house beats (hey, they use CDs, not vinyl) and this woman
comes up to me.

\/\ ° r—__/ * , She's obviously drunk.
P (-
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Now, she's not your typical South Side, tough-as-naits, mullet-sporting (for
more info on mullets, check out Haven's page) dyke. She's Sally
Screwdriver's little sister. Let's cali her Blondie — due to the overgrown,

late ‘80s poof she had going on.

Now, Blondie came up io Markus. No rather, she staggered up to me.
slurring her speech so badly that it took me a few minutes to decipher that
she was asking me to dance.

This freaks Markus' shit out. First, | normally dance by myseif. | may wear
Grinds, but | do not *grind™.

Second, this, don't forget, happened at a Lesbian bar. You know, where
chicks like chicks, not a place where chicks tend to like dicks.

Third, Markus' dick doesn'’t usually dig chicks. Especially not Blondie.

But, nice boy that | am, Markus pretended to dance with Blondie. As she
tried to get her groove on — looking like Stumbelina as Markus witnessed
the filll force of her two left feet — | turned mine off, moving back as she

closed in.
Attempting once again to be articulate, Blondie proceeded to let out her

drunken drawl.

“Izhat inchyer noze?" she asked, indicating my septum ring.
“Yeah. It is.”

Now, at this point, Markus could have left well enough alone. But he had to
be a proud papa — cigar, anyone? —and show Blondie his new piercing.

“I've also got this,” | said, lifting up my lip.

Well, the little alkie lost control of her shit. It splattered on the floor and
Markus’ fellow dancers were soon scarping the soles of their shoes on the

wall.

Blondie, however, gained some semblance of control, enough to stagger
forward into me and (yes, she really did do this) lift up my lip for me.

- et

“Whazhat?" she asked.

Dumb bitch. A piercing, obviously.
‘C'meresh.”
Blondie's first peek wasn't enough. No, little Miss Tequia Sunnse had to

get a better look.

She grabbed my shoulder and my stomach, proceeding to haul my
formeny dancing arse across the dance floor. Then, she actually pinned me
against the wall.

"Lem_meesh shee it!" Blondie demanded. Hmmmm . . . alcohol brings out
chikilike regression in her. Take nota.

Qut of utter fear, | raised my lip. Blondie — I'm surpnsed she just didn't whip
out avﬂashhght - jumped back upon further inspection. She distorted her
face ina look of pain. | glanced across the dance floor toward my friend
Natalie for some help. She was laughing, enjoying the spectacle.

At thi§ point. Blondie decided to keep on dancing. | didn't know whether to
laugh or scream or cry or just keep on dancing. | chose the latter.

Eventually, the Id-related passions arose within her. *I'n goingsh
. ‘ .
anudder drink.” goingsh to gets

And with that. she feft. | made sure to avoid her for the rest of the night.

That's the story k?ds_. Just a warning. ZuZu's all-knowirg and all-seeing, a
whore of thg omniscient. So be careful what you do at Kiss the Sky tonight.
You may wind up as the Phreak of Issue #9.

Oh, and if you want to be ultra-hip for ‘98, get a scrumper and a grow a
mullet. No more tongue piercings or short-mid-60s-semi-mod-slicked-to-
the!-5|des—ln-front-and-held-by-barrettes-and-poofy-in-me-back hairdos for
giris.
I;"s all about the scrumper. And the mullet.

nd sarcasm is the new drug of choice. After yo '

_ . u all drep the scene’s

newly acquired heroin habit. ! °






