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I guess that’s what I
should call myself. It fits the
rhyme scheme and feels
pretty damn good. It also
feels pretty damn good to
bring you this first issue of
DGRCRMF. It’s been a wild
ride since that first post and 82
I'm so psyched that so many §
people submitted and donated K&
and are as excited as me to 4
read this. The Ween fan base
is a talented group and I
know we put our hearts into
these pieces simply because
we love this band. We put the
fan in fanatic that’s for sure!

I hope you enjoy this first
issue so we can keep going as
long as we can. Before we
proceed I really want to B
thank Deaner and Gener! |
Their vision makes this all
possible and it’s what gives
form to the formless thoughts

in our heads! Thanks Ween!!

Eli Schwab - Editor
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BY THE
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“This isn't something you can quit.
This is a life sentence.”
- Mickey "Dean Ween" Melchiondo

Straight from the stallion's mouth, truer words have never been
spoken. Just ask the rabid (and occasionally overzealous) fan-
base of our beloved Ween. It has been over 30 years since the
band's inception, over which time we have seen more than a
dozen albums accompanied by countless B-sides and demos; a
sobering, yet nerve-racking, four-year hiatus; and shows
ranging from local haunt John & Peter's in New Hope, PA to a
5000-person sold out crowd in Colorado just three short months
ago for the most epic musical reunion of the 21st century.

Whether you were bit by the Ween bug after a drug-fueled orgy
in the summer of '91 or bit by that weird older cousin’s
excitement for the reunion this past Christmas, one thing is
for sure: that bug is a tick and that tick's a pretty mean
bastard. You can yank off its legs and cut off its head but
once that sucker infects you with the Lyme's disease known as
Ween, your bloodstream will be tainted brown for the rest of
your days.

So here we are! Ye olde faithful. The Army of Boognish. Ween
Appreciation SocietK, for those social media soldiers. Proudly
bringing to you the one thing our great community has been
lacking: an unofficial, official publication, by the people and
for the people.

Written By Jeffrey Kurtz
Art by Riese Meyers
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by Joe Szczygielski
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Episode 1 What happened to the weasel after given the nectar... \ <
. Charlie the weasel never could have imagined where evolution would take him. His first =]
_‘%’ memory being the sweet fresh squeezed nectar of the marble tulip juicy trees. His second memory, 5
a painful one, of the elders yelling "SORRY CHARLIE, but you must run. RUN for you will be ;.
§ squelched." Looking back as his family was being juiced and........ inevitably crushed as they were W
’4 bleeding. He ran for days on end until reaching the rift. The nectar always sloshing about bringing S
forth the visions that jumbled his thought. Here, Charlie could control time yet always felt watched 3
by a thousand eyes. He lived a very lonely life, slowly evolving and practicing his chants. "BOP shoo
waddy waddy, BOP shoo waddy waddy." Overtime, the nectar began to slowly wear off. The visions Z
less frequent. All Charlie could think about was to go see the Chocolate Town he had always heard Tl
of from the elders. Once he got there, he knew the marble tulip juicy trees would be everywhere. VA
So he got stronger and grew taller. Until one day he mustered up the courage to journey to
Chocolate Town. He knew what he was doing was right to the ways and the rules of the world.
Running on his last bit of energy, Charlie saw the brown hue in the distance and knew it was close.
The land scattered with the most succulent trees. Drenching himself like a milky sponge, he began
to feel a change. Charlie's not a puppet anymore, he's seen the
Elouds cave in... j
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Episode 2 What really happened to the pony and his lung...
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To BE CONTINUED... b1,



It's a hot day, AC's broke. Windows open. 11/27#/%
blasting out the speakers. "A Tear For £ddie" comes
on as I pull up to a light. "More like 'A Tear For
Shreddy," I think to myself. Deaners solo rages.
Some families begin to cross the street in front of
me. It's clear that this guitar solo is reaching their
ears, As the song builds I begin to get looks, and an
older Latin woman pushing a stroller lookes me
directly in the eye..




-

We locked eyes for a moment.

Everything dropped away.
Young white male, aged Latin
female. . .a tear for €ddie.

Then the most amazing thing happened. She

began to nod her head back and forth to the
beat. She smiled. Her hands began to tap the
handle of the stroller. The older child looked vp

at her confused yet unable to not move.
Laughter, joy and dancing were all through the
frame of my windshield, Life's little joys under
B35 the watchful eye of the Boognish.

By €li Schwab
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Any words I write will fail to convey, the pain my fucking soul has
taken with the passing of Prince. There have been no small amount of
losses this year but the loss of our Prince, is like a swift kick to the
dick. The 5°2” enigma. The epitome of cool. People talk about
swagger like it is this new thing. As 1f only underprivileged black kids

in skinny jeans and a rap collective can have it. Fuck those people.

Prince was swagger incarnate. A poor black kid wearing skinny
jeans, paisley shirt, and quartz studded jacket, who got more pussy on
accident than Kanye gets on purpose. His effortless style and grace
accompanied by a cacophony of orgasmic face-fucking guitar
shredding. A fireball of intense passion and vision. A multi-
instrumentalist who could out perform any other mortal. He was a
veritable beast. A one off cosmic alien of pure raw energy. Half a man
and half amazing. His flesh may be laid to rest, but his energy is
boundless. That energy was not his own. [t CHOSE him as its
conduit, so we could bask in its glory and be made aware that there
are forces in the universe far more mysterious and magnificent than
crop circles or silly pyramids. It's a raw and brutal energy than in
lesser hands would have caused brain tumors, Tourette's, or some
other fucking cranial bleeding. This ancient energy is a by product of
the Big Bang. Of the cosmos colliding at the beginning of time and
tinding its way to this little blue rock to be found by whomsoever can
wield it. Prince was that motherfucker. Prince pulled that energy out
of the universe like King Arthur pulled the sword out of the stone.
Prince Rogers Nelson aka Skipper, The Purple Perv, The Artist, The
Artist Formerly Known as Prince, Alexander Nevermind, Joey Coco.
Prince Rogers Nelson, The Fucking Legend.

words by Asa Dicken Art by Jim Mahfood



“BLACKJACK” - Acrylic on board CopyrigHt@ 2004 Greg Noppe
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BUT LWHEN TWELNE MoSTHS
|| wWeRE CoME AND GoNE,

N THIS YooNG MAN

HE AROSE.

OHAF MAKES You WEEP

DOWN BY MY GRAVE T

I CAN'T TAKE
MYREPPSE .\
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0K, DON“T You RE—
MEMbER. THE GARDEN,

GRNE WHERE WE USED .
To WALK T "Peuck THE FINEST
Q FLOWER OF THeM ALL...

“,.1T'witl WitHeR.

STALK.

70 A




“eo FefcH ME A NUN G
FRoM A DUNGEON DEEP...

7, AND WHHE™ MilK FRoM A MAIDEN’S hREAST
—THAT BABE ERE NEVER KNOWN).
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Strap on that there jammy pac
And slide a double dime my way
off your distributor cap,
And P me to the game you play
She's jonesin' for a jammy
With a girl that I call tammy,
S0 str%p on that there jammy pac,
ts time for you to pay

L
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Only at Woolworths .,



That One Time Dave
Dreiwitz Tried To Talk Me
Into a Four-Way

I want to say 2006. It was
definitely in the mid-2000s era.
Dates are blurry and ticketstubs
are misplaced, but we were
definitely at The Palace in
Albany. I don’t remember
many details from the actual
Ween performance other than
the fact that there was a steady
stream of girls getting kicked
out for jumping on the stage
and taking their shirts off.
Enough that security were
getting visibly pissed, and |
remember thinking to myself
that removing young,
inebriated, half-naked women
from a rock band’s stage isn’t
the kind of gig that should be
getting you so worked up.

Anyway, it’s New York so
the bars are open until 4am.
Sound of Urchin are playing an
after-party down the street, and
everybody from the band, sans
Gener, are there and partaking
in the late-night revelry that
always makes a great Ween
night far more a communal
celebration than just another
gig. There are only a handful
of bands out there that can
really blur the boundary line
between the stage and the
audience, making a 2,000
person venue feel like your
buddy’s backyard. So at one
point in the depths of the night,
I turn to see Dreiwitz standing
next to me at the bar. I give
him the customary “killer gig”
backslap, and his immediate
response is: “You and your girl
are hot — you guys must look
amazing fucking.” Now at this
point it should be noted that
while I can be rather
experimental in many facets of
my life, when it comes to sex
I’m a fairly standard meat-and-
potatoes fella. So I kind of
laugh off the comment and

grab my then-girlfriend around
the waste. Then Dave pulls in
his ladyfriend who raises her
eyebrows and goes “No —
seriously.” Dave then orders
four shots of whiskey.

The shots keep coming.
Whiskey. Tequila. A few steps
outside to smoke a couple
joints. And then after a little
while, and after noting our
hesitance, Dreiwitz lays it all
out on the line: “Here’s the
deal. We don’t want to fuck
you. We just want to watch you
fuck while we fuck. I have a
hotel room next door with two
queen-sized beds. We won’t
touch you. We just want to
watch you guys fuck.” It’s at
this point that my girlfriend
and I begin to truly consider
the proposition. Hell, I fuckin’
love this band, but do I really
want to make love to this band?
Then the offer gets a tad more
intriguing: “Look, I can get us
any drug on the planet right
now. Anything. Coke, K, acid,
whatever you want.” He then
picks up his cell-phone, makes
a call, puts the guy on hold,
looks me in the eye and says
“What’s it gonna be?”

You know those moments in
life, where regardless of how
fucked up you are, you sort of

step out of time and space for a |

second and truly consider how
this singular time will equate
into the full spectrum of your
life? I mean, in terms of
drugged-out orgies, this was
probably the safest and politest
offer I was ever going to get.
But I’ll tell ya what, in all my
years of seeing Ween, and
loving Ween, and truly living
Ween, not once did I ever ask
myself, “Hmmm, I wonder
what Dave Dreiwitz’s dick
looks like?” Now I’m sure the
man has a perfectly delightful
penis, but I’'m one of those
one-cock-per-bedroom type of

dudes. I know how lame it is.
I’'m totally one of those guys
that Republican congressmen
pretend to be. And honestly, I
feel like I really let Dave down
that night. I’ll forever
remember the look of
disappointment on his face as
my buddy dragged me and my
girlfriend out of there while
saying “Dude, shit is getting a

little too real in there.” And of
course, my girl and I woke up
the next morning regretting our
article would have been far

timidness. Obviously, this
better if it was titled “That One
Time Dave Dreiwitz Talked
Me Into a Four-Way.” And I've
hung with Dave a few times
since then, and never had the
balls to bring up that night. So
if you’re reading this Dave,
take this as my apology. I'm
sorry I didn’t have the nuts to
engage in close-proximity,
heterosexual coitus with you,
but I love you eternally for
asking.

ISHITMUSIC.COM
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Here is where you can find out
exactly who did that amazing piece you

love and learn a bit about them. Then, if

you really loved it, you can go check
out their website, podcast, blog,
comics, art, album, or what ever else
they put out. The point of all this is to
shine a light on all the talent that is in
this amazing group we have. So go out
and support these artists who love to
create and are inspired, like you, by the
lovable lads from New Hope. -Eli
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Back Cover by
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From all of us at “Don't Get 2

Close 2 My Fanzine,” we sincerely thank
those who contributed to our very first
issue. For our first-edition readers, we
thank you for reading and encourage you
to contribute as well! We want to hear
your tales from the road; we want to see
your drawings, old photos, and tattoos. A
band so colorful and eclectic requires a
colorful and eclectic fanbase and,
subsequently, a colorful and eclectic
publication. We need YOU to make this
the best zine it can possibly be. Don't be
afraid to let your colors shine!

So by the word of the Boognish,
by god, we've come to take you home.

Email Winter edition
submissions to Eli at:
eli@cosmiclionprodctions.com
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