


OK, that last issue weren’t as normal as I had hoped. 

 This time, I’m looking at music (The Afghan Whigs) 

and wrestling (SummerSlam) and some reading (well, lis-

tening…) I’ve been doing, and stuff.  

 My book is selling. I have no idea how many, and 

I’ve still not gotten my author copies, but still, I see move-

ment on Amazon.uk.  



 







 







Barbie.  

 I loved her as a kid. I don’t think I ever had an actual Barbie, but I 

certainly had a bunch of knock-offs. I’ve always loved fashion, and the dolls 

with dresses were super-cool!!! I blame a lot of my love of the physical style 

of dress in the 1980s to having a bunch of doll stuff and a set of Fashion Plates 

that I played with endlessly in my Gramma’s closet.  

 What? It was the best place to play because I could leave everything 

on the floor when I was done and no one would complain!  

 The ones I remember the best were a set of Barbie-like animal dolls 

called (as I now know having searched eBay) Gorgeous Creatures. They were-

n’t exactly the prettiest things out there, but they had several outfits, one of 

which is a golden jumpsuit that really is just fantastic. That one was with Ms. 

Heavenly Hippo.  



 These dolls sorta hit three targets—kids who loved dress-em-up 

dolls, kids who loved Muppets (they all had a Miss Piggy vibe) and kids whose 

parents didn’t have enough money for real Barbie stuff.  

 I had a couple of others, an d it wasn’t unusual for 10 and 12 year old 

me to be on the bottom of that closet, building little walls with my baseball 

cards, my miniature Fisher-Price Tape Recorder playing whatever I had taped 

off the radio recently, and the dolls being put in wrestling poses.  

 I have a complex childhood, I think. 

 I still love these kinds of dolls. They’re fun, though neither of my kids 

seem to like them much, being much more into nuclear science, books, and 

Lego and gun-like toys. They’re weird like that.  





 





Power Pop has had moments. In the early 1990s, bands like The Smithereens 

(who may get an article) and The Tragically Hip were gaining popularity in the 

US, not to mention REM crossing over. The jangle of guitars was in, and one of 

the bands that was almost instantly recogniseable was The Afghan Whigs.  

 And then they released Gentleman and everything was changed from 

that moment onwards.  

 Let’s start with SubPop.  

 SubPop was a legendary label that was one of the reasons Grunge 

happened. If you’ve got their early fanzines that included musical sampler 

tapes, you’ve got gold. I’ve seen people pay thousands of dollars for them. 

The Whigs signed early, only th second band not from the Pacific Northwest 

to do so, being from Ohio. They had a sound at the time that was straight-

ahead rock ‘n roll, but the sensation you’d get from listening to The Replace-

ments was in there too.  

 The drumming was competent, but the fuzzy guitar, and the intro-



duction of strings and keyboards gave that edge a counterpoint.  

 They were great all along, but it was the album Gentleman that truly 

made the biggest mark. The entire album is one of those that just has every-

thing going for it. It’s a relationship album, as much of a relationship with an-

other person album as it is a relationship with the narrator’s self-conception. 

It’s a stunning piece of work that opens with an almost Emo Rock soundscape-

y song, but that gives way to Gentleman, arguably their finest song, one of the 

darkest of their entire discography. It also features one of the best lines in 

rock history.  

 All messed up with no place to go.  

 I love this album, and ultimately the rest of the Afghan Whigs stuff is 

measured against it, and while some of it holds up, the metal edge and brutal 

lyrics on Gentleman really sets it head and shoulders above the rest.   

  



 







 







 





 


