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     Save The Crumbs is an independent ‘zine written, designed, 
assembled and distributed by a handful of people in Mankato. We 

started this publication because we felt the spirit of “do it yourself” was 
lacking in Mankato and the surrounding areas.

     Save The Crumbs is a collection of writings, musings, opinions, 
reviews, observations, artwork, and basically anything we want to print. 

Save The Crumbs is the true spirit of D.I.Y.
     No corporate advertisements. No corporate pressure. No creativity-

stifling forces. No The Man.
     So, grab a copy of this thing and show it to your friends. Lend it to 
people. Make copies of it at your place of employment. Get the word 

out. Be inspired. Make your own ‘zine!
     If you have any questions, comments, advice, or want to submit 

something… send e-mail to savethecrumbs@gmail.com.
     If you can’t secure your own copy of this issue, go to 

www.savethecrumbs.com for online versions of every issue. 
Also, don’t forget to join us on Facebook and Twitter.
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   Since this is the first issue since Hurricane 
Irene, I feel it appropriate to share my 
experience as a Minnesotan who, up until 
Irene, had never encountered a hurricane 
before.  Alright, point of fact: Irene ended up 
being a tropical storm, weaker than a hurricane, by the time it hit New York City, so 
technically I still haven’t experienced a hurricane, but if we use mainstream media 
coverage as our barometer and not actual science, I’m lucky to be alive.
     I’m not bitching about the media coverage though, or the fact that the city shut 
down public transportation from Saturday afternoon to Monday morning, but believe 
me there were plenty of people who did. I suppose it’s a normal New York response to 
inconvenience. So what if there’s a storm a brewing, I want to go shopping in Soho.  
The coffee shop I work at closed for the weekend, no customers = no business, duh, 
but there were plenty of places that paid for their employees to take taxis in to work. 
In a city this densely populated, which wasn’t designed to handle hurricanes, erring on 
the side of caution seemed like the only logical conclusion, but logic isn’t necessarily 
this city’s strong suit.
     People were disappointed the storm wasn’t worse, or attacked the media for making 
a bigger deal out of it than they should have. What these people failed to realize is 
that Rockaway, Long Island, Coney Island, and the lower tip of Manhattan did flood 
and some places lost electricity for days after the storm. I guess New Yorkers felt they 
deserved more from Irene, seeing as how New York is so important, and in true New 
York fashion failed to notice their neighbors who in some cases were hit hard.
     As for me, well, I overreacted. I live in Williamsburg Brooklyn, which turned out 
to be in an evacuation zone, so I decided to stay with a friend in Bushwick, which is a 
little further inland. (Sometimes I forget I live on an island.) I have two big windows 
in my room, and wasn’t going to be able to buy boards to cover them, so I took a 
different approach and bought giant garbage bags that I put over my bookcases, 
guitars, and keyboards. I made sure everything was covered, and bought flash lights, 
batteries, a rain jacket, bottled water, and canned food to tide me over. I forgot to buy 
duct-tape. Whoops. Somehow that would’ve probably been the difference between life 
and death.
     So after all of my goofy preparation, I stayed with my friend and we ate pizza and 
slept. The next day Irene was gone and nothing had happened. I was relieved, but 
when I got home and saw the garbage bags covering everything I felt stupid. Thing 
is, it’s easy to feel stupid in hindsight, but that storm could’ve been far worse and my 
windows could’ve shattered and rain could’ve poured in.  There’s no reason to beat 
myself up for being a silly Midwesterner, a hurricane virgin, and although my storm 
proofing was unnecessary it gave me something to do with all of the nervous energy 
buzzing through me while I was waiting for Irene, my first tropical storm.   

Once again, Thoroughly Surly is here to answer all your 
questions and make sense of the mysteries of the universe.  

This month… Hurricanes



Who Would Win In A Fight?

Strength - 8
Intelligence - 8

Energy Projection - 6
Stamina - 5
Agility - 3

Durability - 8
Speed - 2

Jackée          vs.          RoboCop
Strength - 4

Intelligence - 5
Energy Projection - 9

Stamina - 7
Agility - 5

Durability - 6
Speed - 4

RoboCop Attributes: 
Cyborg made of titanium laminated with Kevlar, member of the 
Detroit Police Department, keeps 9mm in gun-holster inside leg, 

receives financial backing from Omni Consumer Products, friends 
with professional wrestler Sting, awarded the Miranda Award for 

good conduct, has own Nintendo game and cartoon series

Jackée Attributes: 
High-pitched voice and irresistible sex appeal, assistant coach of 
the Ladybugs soccer team, adoptive mother of Tia and Tamera 

Mowry, first African American to win an Emmy Award for 
Outstanding Supporting Actress in a Comedy Series, personal 

friend of Rodney Dangerfield, has headquarters at apartment 227



From The Spooky Desk of Juston Cline...

     Walking down the 
stairs I noticed an eerie 
feeling. You know that 
eerie feeling you get 
sometimes, as if someone 
or something is in the 
house that isn’t normally 
there?  As an adult, I just 
pushed it to the back of 
my mind as usual. “I’m 
too old to be afraid of the 
dark” I tell myself, as I 
carry on to the kitchen.  

     As I enter the room I notice something, a figure of a child. It’s 
facing into the corner of the cupboards next to the dishwasher.  As 
if it were covering its eyes and counting for hide and seek.  I call 
out thinking maybe it’s my daughter sleep walking again.  

     “Angela honey what are you doing?” I got no response.  I call 
out again. “Are you sleepwalking again sweetie?” The figure 
turned in a flash and started coming toward me.  I realized as it 
picked up speed it was not my child at all, it wasn’t even a human 
body.  Airily moving toward me with increasing speed I turned 
and tried to flee.

     “Come with me daddy, come with me now!”  As I entered 
the living room to get to the stairs my socks slipped on the wood 
floor driving the soft center of my knee into the corner of the table 
behind the sofa.  I collapsed in pain and noticed the figured still 
approaching, slowing now as if it were realizing it had me.  

“What are you?!” I called out.  I could detect a strange grin as it 
replied “we’ll be together soon.” I blacked out from the pain.



Tappings
by Theodore Crackle
     Tapping tap tap tap tap my forefinger on wooden desk. Man feels his 
finger tapping, loves the thin sound of skin through finger’s bone. Inside that 
bone is some marrow: milky and thick like candy bar filling. Very precious 
and not talked about much/enough.
     Create that marrow by eating. Create that marrow by sleeping. Create that 
marrow by not sleeping. What happens if there is no marrow? Now that is 
unknown. Probably should have looked that up before bringing it up. Only 
thing remembered is that a transfusion is very costly and rare/dangerous.
     Don’t want that. Don’t want to think about that. Does the shaking of a 
limb create waves inside the marrow? Or is it a soft substance that fills the 
bone gently like the cream in a puff? Hmmm,
     Probably should walk outside. Smoke the cigarette too quickly. Head rush. 
Thoughts racing towards quitting, thoughts racing towards grim cancerous 
ending at life’s eventual peak. 40? 35? Put that on the to-do list. Same as 
paying fine(s). An arrest warrant for an unpaid seatbelt ticket is still an arrest 
warrant. Shit. Putting one’s self into harms way through inhalation can not be 
ticketed unless indoors. Driving without vinyl belt clicked around torso has 
instilled gripping anxiety after the fact. Ride home from work, panicked at 
every unknown vehicle with bright lights coming up from behind.
     Surely it is a cop, every white car is! Surely his finger itches for that Taser 
trigger. Zap zap smile, groan, plat face splat on asphalt. More zaps and jolts. 
Would the marrow thin out when introduced to an extreme electrical charge? 
Would it vibrate like buzzing marshmallow cream?
     Banish the thought, if it’s a cop it’s a cop it’s a cop. Sometimes the drive 
is necessary, as legs don’t travel the speed needed to arrive at work in less 
than 15 minutes. Can’t bound away like the six million dollar man. In fact, 
if one were the six million dollar man he could sell a limb and live the rest 
of life in luxury. On an island, or two islands, taking a personal ferry every 
other week. Eating coconuts on one island, smoking fresh tobacco on the 
other. No! Make that eating coconuts on one island, smoking fresh pineapple 
on the other: laying that smoked pineapple across a slab of pork, then 
grabbing the pork with ones teeth and grinding until the juices hug the tongue 
and rejoice. REJOICED!
     Tap tap tap on the plastic keys which have been found not to open much 
of anything. Sometimes used as a fantastic weapon against time, or more of a 
distracting side car that rides along parallel. The side car is shiny, yellow, but 
the paint cannot be seen while riding within. Oh. Oh. Oh.



THE FIVE BEST HAMMER HORROR 
MOVIES YOU’VE NEVER SEEN
by A.J. Hakari
     I’d like to know just how many 
pipsqueaks calling themselves 
horror fans truly deserve the title. 
There needs to be a clear distinction 
between those who’ve served time 
in the trenches, scavenging video 
stores (yes, video stores) for the 
most obscure titles imaginable, and 
those who think seeing the Prom Night remake means that they’re heir to the Rue 
Morgue throne. But there are those flicks that escape even the most broad-minded 
of cine-buffs, and it’s a few of these to which I hope I can open your eyes, dear 
Crumblings (that’s what you call them, right, Dustin?)
     Submitted for your approval: Hammer, England’s reigning house of horror 
and one of the few studios out there whose very name is synonymous with fright 
films. But outside of the odd Dracula or Frankenstein escapade, not even I had 
explored the Hammer catalogue very deeply. Thus, as I’ve recently been soaking 
up every production of theirs I can stomach, allow me to highlight five of the 
coolest, creepiest, and creative tales of theirs to make it across the pond.

The Abominable Snowman (1957) - A botanist (Peter Cushing) and 
an American showman type (Forrest Tucker) join forces as they traverse the 
Himalayas in search of the famed Yeti. But as their hunting party’s numbers 
begin to dwindle, the more possible it becomes that the stuff of legend is very 
much a reality -- or is it?! You see, The Abominable Snowman is one of the 
most atmospheric Hammer chillers for a very good reason: you don’t see much. 
A brief flash of what may or may not be a hulking beast is all you get, and the 
various victims bringing about their own demises due to panic, greed, etc. further 
enhances the suspense. The Abominable Snowman has you guessing whether or 
not there really is a monster until the end, with the wintry and isolated setting 
doing a darned good job of giving you the jitters in the meantime.

Dr. Jekyll and Sister Hyde (1971) - I know, I know, it sounds like the 
British equivalent of a blaxploitation flick. “Hey, you know that Dr. Jekyll? 
What if he turned into a chick?” Presto, you not only have yourself an attention-
grabbing title but also, surprisingly, an extremely creative spin on a story that’s 
been adapted, copied, and diluted to death. Ralph Bates and Martine Beswick 
play the two halves of one very confused person, a hopeful scientist some of the 
time and one murderous mutha the rest of the time. Chuck in elements of Burke 



& Hare, Jack the Ripper, and plenty of gender-bending subtext, and what plays 
before you is an incredibly effective film that manages to be disturbing on any 
number of levels.

Night Creatures (1962) - Of all the titles on this list, Night Creatures is 
the one folks might dispute over being an actual horror movie the most. Set in 
an old-timey coastal village, the flick involves in part some supposed “marsh 
phantoms” that haunt about, but it’s primarily concerned with a troupe of the 
Crown’s finest investigating a town that has more than some booze-smuggling 
to hide. That said, Night Creatures has the feel of a classic ghost story, and 
as scarce as its explicity supernatural elements are, it conjures a spooky aura 
regardless. The story does a nifty job keeping you interested, what with depicting 
both the soldiers and the townsfolk as being as morally-shifty as the other. Night 
Creatures is simple in scale but has the effort of a pro seeping through every one 
of its fog-drenched frames.

Quatermass 2 (1957) - Sandwiched between The Quatermass Xperiment and 
Quatermass and the Pit, two erstwhile hailed features that bored me to tears, was 
a mid-quel that sure piqued my interest. Scientific maestro Dr. Quatermass (Brian 
Donlevy) takes a break from devising rocketships to battle an alien invasion that 
comes in the form of the most ghastly gas and goo you’ll ever see outside of a 
Taco John’s restroom. Invasion of the Body Snatchers-style shenanigans follow, 
and rather than succumb to the dull pacing of the other two pictures in the series, 
Quatermass 2 does a jolly good job of sustaining tension throughout. With 
the odds so stacked against our hero and the otherworldly threat so seemingly 
omnipresent, just how can Quatermass save the day? Just snatch up this engaging 
sci-fi/horror pow-wow to find out -- but don’t forget to check for goo first.

The Two Faces of Dr. Jekyll (1960) - I’m sorry to say that this one 
is a bit more traditional in style than Dr. Jekyll and Sister Hyde, so there’s 
unfortunately not much naughtiness to go around. But hey, sometimes the classic 
formula is classic for a reason, and this thriller that sees Paul Massie play kindly 
old Dr. Jekyll and his handsome, homicidal younger half Hyde shows you just 
why. Massie’s performance is absolutely compelling, showing us a Jekyll who’s 
almost willingly oblivious to the hurt being committed against him on a daily 
basis and a Hyde who relishes the opportunity to serve as a murderous outlet for 
his emotions. The Two Faces of Dr. Jekyll is a battle of good and evil that spends 
its time frolicking in that gray area in between, the results of which make you 
think as much as they freak you out.

Feel free to holler at A.J. via his Twitter 
feed: http://www.twitter.com/madmovieman



MN and the Art of Deep Fat 
Fryer Maintenance
by Bryan Boyce
     While many of my college classmates spent summers 
working publishing internships in Manhattan or fighting fires 
in the Sierra Nevadas, I—a comparative homebody—spent 
the brunt of my wandering youth doing what my Mom likes 
to refer to as “pushing the boundaries of the Midwest.” In that 
time, I’ve come to take a certain pride in realizing that this 
region—too often beleaguered as flyover country—exhibits 
a distinct if subtle diversity of both cultural and physical 
geography.
     And has some really damn good food.
     Below are a few dishes that I feel showcase this regional 
nuance, as you’ll be hard pressed to find any featured item 
(at least at the same quality) elsewhere, even in neighboring 
Midwestern states.
     Please do save the crumbs.

Buffalo Burger & 
Onion Petals - The 
Chute II * Mission, SD

     You’re in Cowboy and 
Indian country once you cross 
the Missouri, home of that Great American Thing that is Ranch. 
Dressing. On everything. So though they’re quite good per se, 
the onion petals (deep fried) are really just a conduit in this meal 
(testament: I was repulsed by Ranch off-salad for years, and this is 
what converted me).
     Buffalo is the traditional food of both the Lakota people and 



pro wrestler Diamond Dallas Page. Leaner, healthier, and tastier 
than beef when done right. And these guys do it right.

Wild Rice Porridge 
- Hell’s Kitchen * 
Minneapolis, MN

     When I first had this 
breakfast in high school I 

really couldn’t believe the good fortune of my life. It’s just as 
tasty years later.
     Something like hazelnuts, cranberries, wild rice, and 
maple syrup in cream —cream is the kicker. Al Franken 
serves it at his weekly meet and greets with Minnesotans in 
DC. A little yuppie, but for the taste I’m happy to claim it as 
our provincial export.

Breaded Pork 
Tenderloin & Corn 
Nuggets - Dari Barn * 
Grinnell, IA

     There are six pigs for every person in Iowa. I don’t know 
how many of them end up crisply breaded and splayed to 
double the size of a hamburger bun, but make sure yours is. 
(Note: using the adjective breaded is necessary when ordering 
to avoid a vastly inferior product.)
     Corn nuggets—representing another of the state’s 
agricultural staples—are basically deep fried gobs of 
creamed corn, recalling a fresher version of Green Giant’s 
unfortunately short-lived frozen veggie nuggets circa the mid-
90s.



Fresh Cheese Curds 
- Farmers’ Market * 
Madison, WI
     Everyone in Minnesota 
thinks they know cheese 
curds—either the deep fried or refrigerated variety. But there 
is absolutely nothing that can compare with or describe eating 
them fresh, which is less like either of the above and more 
like cheese straight out of the cloth.
     Whether they still squeak is the litmus. Just trust me on 
this one.

Elotes & Chili Mango 
- Street Vendors * 
Chicago, IL

     Chicago, boasting the 
Midwest’s most densely concentrated Latino population 
(citation needed), is naturally the place to go for Mexican 
street food. (You generally have to get into the neighborhoods 
a ways, though.) I was introduced to elotes through the 
gorgeous cinematography of Nacho Libre. It’s just Spanish 
for corn (I don’t know what else to call it) but comes served 
on a stick and doused in butter, mayonnaise, parmesan 
cheese, chili powder, and lime juice. And costs a buck. Sin 
mayonesa makes for a bit lighter load.
     The mango is the same idea, sans dairy products, and is 
what both taught me to love the fruit and helped affirm my 
belief that the best food in the world comes from carts.

Bryan Boyce teaches high school English on the Rosebud 
Lakota Reservation in South Dakota. He can be reached at 

boycebry@gmail.com.



“This Place Is Haunted” by Monchie



A Letter From A Regular
by Sarah Turbes
Lou,

     Thanks for the birthday message on the machine last night.  You rambled too 
much again and used up all my tape.  Man, I’ll get you next time.  Thirty is weird.  
Maybe you’ll get it in another couple of years.  You and Ma were the only ones who 
remembered it was my birthday.  Not even Jayne.  If she did remember, she sure as 
hell wasn’t going to give the phone to Julia.  Jayne...why did I go after her again?  
Remind me the next time that ramble on about women and their eyes, stop me.  Julia 
is a great kid, but Jayne’s got this set up of twice a week visits and no phone calls.  
Maybe Julia made me a card, at least.  She’s getting really good at her letters.  Her 
capitals don’t go the wrong way anymore.  I’ll send you a picture of her, once I get 
one from her school pack.  Her bangs are finally growing in after she decided to cut 
them herself.  So, Ma’s card.  You know how she gets those weird cards at the Senior 
Center?  The ones that are made from old ones and look like they were pasted together 
in some ransom note....she sent me one.  It had this creepy, over the top cartoon couple 
with large teeth and over exaggerated smiles.  In big letters, “It’s 1985! Aren’t ya glad 
to be alive?!”  Confetti and crap.  Doesn’t even look like a birthday card, just some 
random bargain bin thing.  All she wrote was “Happy 30th.  Love, Mom and Dad”.  
You know how she tries to make Dad’s signature look different?  It never works.  Her 
cursive has looked the same since we were kids.  Sort of like waves, perfect and a little 
broken.  Dad hasn’t signed a card since my tenth birthday.  They still sent me a two 
dollar bill.  Ma probably ironed it.  I keep them folded up in my wallet behind Julia’s 
picture.  When I have five of them, I’m giving them to her.  This pen...it’s running low 
on ink.  Smoke break, pen run...back to finish. Later.
     Back.  How hard is it to find black ballpoints?  They had a sale on red....no red.  
All I can think of is Mrs. Phillips and the countless hours she must of wasted circling 
all the technical crap.  I ran into Skip Rubin.  He had a wicked path of stitches on his 
head.  Guess he got wasted at O’Byrne’s two nights ago and got tired of waiting for 
a bathroom stall to free up.  Kicked the door with his head, he said.  Man, he can’t 
risk anymore concussions.  He asked how your tongue healed up after that night he 
kicked the stool out from under you.  Like you need reminding.  A swift, hard smack 
of the chin against the hard oak bar...surprised you didn’t bite the damn thing off.  I’m 
beginning to think that Skip is a waste of space.  I checked the mail when I came back.  
Wishful thinking, I know, I know.  No more cards, but I got a notice for Jury Duty and 
a Publisher’s Clearing House letter.  Can you see it?  Some weirdos climbing up the 
stairs, having to turn sideways just to fit the check.  They wouldn’t make it past 3rd 
floor.  Clark, the weird maintenance guy with the glass eye would stop them.  And 
then they’d have to listen to some crap about the parking situation and the diseased 
shrubs and all that stuff that no one cares about.  I stopped by Third St.  I needed 
coffee in a bad way.  I’m too lazy to get filters.  There’s this girl, Lizzy or Sissy, can’t 
tell by the cursive stitching on her shirt.  She seems really alright.  Looks like Exene 
Cervenka, mysterious and kinda spooky.  She wears these horned rimmed glasses 
like Sister Therese and Grandpa Lloyd wore, but it’s different because I want to kiss 



her. I know I’m talking about eye wear, but it’s different than eyes...don’t stop me.  
She wears this deep red lipstick.  I swear her lips are stained with it.  It doesn’t look 
gross like Aunt Millie used to wear hers.  So, this girl.  She likes the tattoo that Echo 
Erickson put on my hand.  You know, the one with the tail?  She asked for my number 
and wants to meet Echo...she just called.  We’re going to take the bus down to Echo’s 
studio.  Hoping for alone time.  I want to kiss her.  More...later.
     It’s Sunday night.  I started this thing on Thursday.  Must finish and send.
     Man, it’s Monday afternoon. I can’t believe I didn’t get past three sentences. I was 
stumbling in from O’Byrne’s. I felt awake and ready to write.  I was also pissed...
drunk and pissed pissed.  Like angry.  Jayne left me this cold message on my machine 
telling me how awful I was that I hadn’t called Julia on my birthday. On MY birthday.  
How can I call when I’m not allowed to use the phone with my kid?  It’s bullshit.  All 
of it.  I called back, talked to Julia.  Kindergarten is awesome, I guess.  She made me 
a card with glitter and paste.  A surprise, though.  She asked about Uncle Lou...I told 
her you’d be back in time for Thanksgiving at Ma’s. So, I guess that’s what it is for 
now. The kid and her angry mother with beautiful eyes. Gotta check the mail. Promise 
I won’t bail again.
     Back.  Weather is cold.  The only thing I like about this street is all the trees on 
the boulevard.  Orange Maples up and down.  Seems to cover up all the junk in the 
gutter.  The heat is out or off in the building today.  Can’t deal with Clark.  Not today.  
His crazy eye can wait.  So, the girl.  The lipsticked girl.  We went out on Thursday 
night.  Took the bus down to Echo’s.  He wasn’t in.  Lizzy, is her name after all, was 
pouting...her eyes glared behind those Sister Therese/Grandpa Lloyd glasses.  I tried 
to make her laugh.  Told her the joke about the duck and the bar...the one you told me 
not to tell a girl.  She didn’t laugh.  We went to O’Byrne’s for drinks.  I lost my wallet 
on Bus 19.  Gotta remember to try to get it back.  I was up to eight bucks for Julia.  
We took Bus 19 back to the neighborhood.  No luck, no wallet.  I wanted her to kiss 
me on the bus...like that Replacements song.  Did you get that album yet?  Came out 
last week.  She didn’t.  I failed...miserably.  I’m done with women for awhile.  Need 
to focus on being a dad...a good one.  Not like ours.  When I was walking down the 
street, home from the bus stop, I kicked through some big leaf piles.  Winter is on 
it’s way.  Better get home soon, Brother.  The leaves...remember when Dad used to 
rake up leaves on Sunday afternoons?   The piles were big and he’d stand out there 
in the yard wearing that ugly old sweater with the leather patches.  One by one, he’d 
light those piles and gaze, happily, with that pipe of Grandpa Lloyd’s in his mouth.  
Remember how we’d beg to jump in the piles before he set them on fire?  Never 
worked.  What a jerk.  I gotta be a better dad than that.  It could have been so much 
better.  We lived the perfect picture life.  Something straight outta Dick and Jane or 
something.  Our whole street.  Leaf piles and pipe smoking dads...and moms with 
perfect cursive.  This new Replacements album.  You have to get it.  “Here Comes a 
Regular”....it’s my life, man.  My anthem, my song.  I’m off now, down to O’Byrne’s.  
I’ll kick up the leaves for you.

Sooner than later.
Your flawed at 30 brother,
Much love.
Really.



Lighten Up Sounds
by D. Perron
     It’s remarkable the little pockets of D.I.Y. weirdness you can 
discover all over the globe, sometimes in your own backyard, if you 
go sniffin’. Started in Pittsburgh in 2008, and now based in the scenic 
little town of Lake City, Minnesota, that sits along the banks of the 
Mississippi River, the Lighten Up Sounds label has been quietly 
carving out its own little universe within underground music circles.  
With a roster of artists that extends from Minneapolis to Moscow 
and a sound palette that brings together everything from harsh noise 
to tranquil folk and everything in between, Lighten Up Sounds truly 
reflects the adventurous spirit of owner/operator, Matthew Himes, 
whom also has created a sizable body of work of his own through 
his various musical outlets such as Shep and Me, Hackles and, more 
recently, Mole Hole and Glue Clinic. Some highlights from the 
Lighten Up Sounds catalog include:

John Zuma St. Pelvyn “Ampex, Stolaroff, Dogwood, Rain”: 
     *Improvised solo guitar slinger that takes late nineties-era John 
Fahey moves in a new direction. “Ampex . . . “ is a truly beautiful 
and moving piece of work.

Lighted “Queendom”:
     *Power synth-guitar-drums trio from Minneapolis that deal in 
burbling psych grooves with a bite. Tasty jams!!

Caethua / Shep and Me “Split 12” LP”:
     *Two sides of exquisite outsider folk, one from Claire Hubbard’s 
psych-tinged Caethua project and the other from Lighten Up Sounds 
mainman, Matthew Himes’, long-running oddball Americana project, 
Shep and Me.

     Grab this Lighten Up Sounds sampler to get a better idea of what 
this label is up to: 
www.thefivecount.com/audio/fff/lighten_up_sounds_sampler.zip



Tracklist:

1. Ama - “Pearl” (5:12) - from “Pearl/Grey” C-10
2. Glue Clinic - “Coarse Ground” (6:48) - from S/T C-30
Sir Isaf Gul - Untitled (3:15) - from S/T C-30
3. Mole Hole - “Sap” (2:02) - from “Pangea” C-92
Caethua - “Our Mutinous Minds” (5:00) - from “Caethua/Shep and 
Me split LP”
4. Dain Daller - Untitled (6:28) - from “Tirehouse Tapes Vol. 1” C-48 
(Forthcoming)
5. Lighted - “Tunnel Merchant” (8:30) - from “Lighted/Mole Hole 
split C-30” (Tour only release)
6. The Alters - Untitled  (3:00) - from “The Alters’ Blue Hole” C-40
7. Krister Bergman - “Order of the 36” (5:52) - from “Order of the 
36” C-30
8. Andreas Brandal - “Autumn Drama”   (4:27) - from “Autumn 
Drama” C-40
9. John Zuma St. Pelvyn - “Nomi’s Blues”  (8:17) - Unreleased (Live 
@ Ritz Theatre)
10. Free Boys- “Fuck You Stevie Ray”  (6:25) - from S/T C-30
11. Fear Konstruktor - Shroud Knot  (6:59) - from Creation of the 
Sun Disc CD (Forthcoming)
12. Mar Habrine - Untitled (2:26) - from S/T C-30



Photos: 
Above: “RAD” by Jeremiah Langsjoen 
Below: “Sonic Dicks” by Ashley Birk



Photos: 
Above: “Chinese Restaurant Hallway” by Morgan Lust

Below: “Chickens” by Tiffany Reinitz
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