
Pump Up D'Angelo
Wow! Has life changed for the

better or what? Within the space
of three days I discover the rootof

all my problems with women

AND THEN I discoverhow to

score chicks in a positive and New

Man kind of way. •.

Themonth started pretty bad.
Auckland student radio station 95BFM
held its annual radiothon and I wanted

to do my bit. I generouslyoffered
myself as a "Celebrity Date" forthem

to auction off. Little did I realise that the
place was being run by Lesbians, Gays
and Left-leaningLiberals with no sense

of humour.
Seems they didn't like some of the

things I've said in thiscolumn and they
were determined to suppress the

screaming public desirefor Nick
D'Angelo. They claimed no-one ,
wanted to buy a "Celebrity Date" with

me, which I know is a total lie because I
rang up myself using a false(etto)voice
and bid 00.

Actually,to their credit they did say I
could join them at the Mexican Cafe
forthe Celebrity Dinner even though
they hadn't managedto sell me,
although really it was the least they
could do considering they had
charged me SSO upfrontto be a

CelebrityDate in the firstplace. (I'm
starting to wonderabout that Kane
bloke). '

I thanked them for their offer, but the

thoughtofsitting alone at a table set
fortwo whilstall around me BFM
celebrities basked in the glory of their

respective fans (some of whom had

paid over a SIOO to eat with their
favourite BFM personality) was more

than my broken heart could bear.
Then I realised I could probably

order two dinners if I just told the

waitressmy date was in the Powder

Room, so I went after all. Besides, it

would put me in the same room as Lisa
Van Der Aarde. Just to be near her
would be worth the humiliation of

dining solo at thisculinary love-fest.
Gorgingmyself onmy fifth chicken

enchilada I suddenlycollapsed. The
doctors explained later thatmy
stomach was so full ofrice and refried
beans that the enchiladas were stuck in

my throat unable to go any further,
depriving my brain of oxygen, and

causing meto black out. Pretty gross,
eh?

As I lay in myhospital bed I
pondered my future.There had to be

better ways of attracting women other
than macho displaysof power-eating.
Exactly what theywere I had no idea.
All I knew was that it didn't seem to
matter how many times I went through
the Drive-thru, no-onewas taking my
order.

It occurred to me thatmy problems
with women resulted from a

maladjusted childhood. During my

formative years I didn't have access to

girlie magazines like the other boys in

class. Sure, I tried to be like the other

boys, trading a weeks worth of lunch

money forsomeone else's Playboy
(swiped from beneath their fathers

bed). But every time my mother caught
meand clippedme around the ear.

And you wondered how I got these
ears?

Forced to seek out the underwear
ads in my mothers Womans Weekly,
and reading the racier letters in Cleo, it

was no wonder I'm a mess. Back in

those days Cleo had centrefolds of
nude MEN forgods sake! It took me

years to figure out what those handy,
flexible, 7-inch vibrating facial

massagers advertised at the back

were really for.

I mentioned this to Bob, the only
male nurse on my ward (and very

handy with a warm flannel) during one

ofour manly discussions. The female

nurses were alrightbut they had sort of
turned on me when I made a

genuinely witty joke about the Matron
who had just told everyone she was

pregnant. (This stuff sort of gets around
the ward /know?). She must've had
PMS or something because when I
made a crack about the dangersof

pregnancy at her age she went purple.
Christ,you'd wouldn't think anyone
who indulgedin unprotected sex with

multiple partners could be sosensitive.
How did I know she didn't know who

the father was?

Anyway Bob said I really needed to

goback to myadolescence and
confront my fearsabout the opposite
sex. He explained that men today
wereconfused about their gender
roles. The Mfomens Movement7 had
leftmen wonderinghow to behave
and that during the 80's as we all
strove to becomecaring, sharing,
sensitive partners forour womenfolk
we had instead become wimps. ••’V

His friend Brenard was running a

workshop assisting toda/s men to

rediscover the 'Manimal Within' and

become a New Man.I'd heard about
this poncey crap in Time Magazine,
evidently itwas all the rage in
America.Men go outto the woods

and hug trees, which sounded like a •
frolic in Fairy Land to me. But the
brochure did promise "...erotica

without guilt" and mentioned

"surrogate partners," which sounded

like sex to me so I dulyplonked down

myS4OO and signed up fora 3-day
Weekend Workshopwith Brenard.

Meeting in the Rumpus Room of

Brenard's Mt Eden home (described in

the brochure as a sumptious
'

;
Conference Facility) we began the

workshop by drinking Lion Red and

getting toknow eachother. There

were nine of us which Brenard said

was just the right number, he wouldn't
allow any more to enrol in "our"

course.

Brenard instructed us to drink more

Lion Red. Wehad to savour its flavour,
it was the taste of a working man's
brew. During the 80s we had all
become trapped in the mire of
Boutique Beer, he said. We had

forgotten how to enjoy the drink ofour

forefathers, it was time to put down our

imported beers and return to the

'amber elixer that had once made this

country great.
. Afterfinishing our six-packs Brenard
had each of us stand up and read from
TheCollected Poems of RodneyRude.
They were dirty little limerick,the sort

you could never repeat in the fancy
pubs of Auckland forfearofoffending
the ladies present. But theywere funny
(or seemed so at the time) and we

laughed uproariouslyand clapped
eachother on the back in a manly sort

ofway.
After each finishing our second

six-pack the ice was broken — we

were well and truly mates. We proved
this by calling eachother Mate at

every opportunity. Brenard said itwas

now time to get in our cars and drive

up to the Powerstation. Sure, wewere

pissed, but itwas onlya short distance
and we had to prove thatwe could

triumph over adversity. Besides, were

we really that drunk?
"NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOIir we

all replied manfully.
Brenard had selected the

Powerstation because Bjorn Again
were playing. They are an Australian
band who think they are the

reincarnation of Swedish 70s

supergroup ABBA. Brenard explained
thatwe were of the ABBA generation,
thatall our problems came from our

sexual repression as children brought
on by not knowing how to deal with

sexy Swedes in shortskirts.

I couldn't believe it.Where once

there was darkness now therewas

light. Brenard was a bush burning in

the desert,from that point on he
became myadoptive guru. He was

sooo right! As achild I had joined the
other boys behind the bikesheds at

playtime(it was only later that we

learnt to call it interval) and boasted of

ourknowledge ofnaked women.

It was there thatwe traded
second-hand Playboys and dreamed
ofgetting our hands on the real stuff.

Hard-core Swedish Pom! We didn't
know what it was but we'd heard they
showed everything. (At the timewe

didn'trealise there wasn't any
anatomy leftto show). We knew also
that in Sweden pornography was legal
and that children as young as us could
watch XXXX rated films ifwe wanted

to. We wanted toalright!
But this was New Zealand in the 70s.

We didn't have the array of saucy titles

you find on the top shelf of any local

dairy today. All we had were ABBA.
Two sexy chicks inshort skirts who

made pert little bouncy movements

and stared down the barrel of the

camera as if they were looking at you.
The other boys seemed to think

Agnetha was best because she was

blonde, but I preferred Annafrid.
Whatever this Swedish pom stuff

was, I figured itcouldn't get much

better than Frida. Therewas

something about her demeanour,
something about that look in her eye.
You just knew she was down and dirty,
that she was probably the type of gid
who swallowed happily. Watching
Bjorn Again the memories of my
repressed childhood cameflooding
back.

Brenard encouraged us to drink

more Lion Red and express our

repressed inner selves. In a practice
similar to rebirthing wehad to go back

to childhood and say the sorts ofthings
we had wanted to back then, but
couldn't. Only then could we begin to

grow into healthyadult males.
The Powerstation staffthrewus out,

refusing to accept thatour cries of
"Show us your Breasts!" was cathartic.
Brenard said not to worry, he was well

pleased with our progress. Being only
midnite itwas too earlyfor the

mysterious next stage (Brenard
wouldn't say what it was) so we went

back to the sumptious Conference
Facility for more Lion Red.

This time Brenard made us drink out

of bottles from a nattyold wooden

crate in the middle of the floor. Having

weaned us from pohcey cans to big
brown bottles Brenard urged us to ~

accept the final test ofour mettle—

and promptly threw the bottle opener
out the window. With a special (almost
primeval) joy we discoveredthe \
masculine pleasures ofopening bottles
ona bench top, orby using another
bottle. Steve from Roskill elicited

hearty applause when he openedone

withi his teeth. ,
Twoand half crates later,at about 2

am, Brenard said it was timefor the
final lesson ofthe evening: "Erotica
without Guilt." With broad grins and
drunken cheers we piled back intoour

cars and headed up to the Velvet
Crotch on K'Road. Handing my S3O to

a fatsweaty Samoan (gender ;

unknown) I ordered the Sultan's Feast.
The following morning I was rudely

awoken by Brenard banging on a pot
and telling us it was breakfast. Itwas 8

am Saturday for Christ's sake and I
could still feel Bjorn Again's kick drum

pounding inside my brain. It got worse

—we were all expected to tuck intoa

traditional kiwi breakfast ofcold toast

and soggy weetbix from Brenards
wood-veneer breakfastnook. ?

Then it got worser Brenard

dropped a bombshell. Everythingwe

had done the night before was wrong,
he told us. It had been an excercise to

purge the Old Man from within us. Our
mind numbing hangoverswere

testament to the folly of our misguided
gender responses. I thought it had .
been pretty good fun.

Pouring us each a tall glassof

Spiralina he went on to tell us that
before the weekend was out we

would all become New Men. Today
we would be going to the Hunua for a

barbecue of Kumara and Ginseng. We
would gather in a circle and discover
the fine and ancient arts of sexual

surogacy, thereby freeing ourselves
from genetic desireto subjugate
women ina physical manner.

"You mean we'll sit in the bush and
wank our dicks?" I said before leaving.

NICK D'ANGELO

Small Ads cost$4per line plus s4 f ”

for the heading. Send copy and payment
to 'RipltUp'Small Ads, PO Box 5689,
Auckland 1. Price includes GST

RECORDINGS FOR SALE"
PINK FLOYD
Numbered 316/400 collectors edition Pink Floyd the
first XI. NZ pressings most unplayed good nick boxed
set offers to Tony — 24 Uxbridge St, Dunedin.

I
Used for over 25 years by leading
musicians.

Clean - Case sized aerosol - Easy to

W ' use and verYeffective Just spray guitar
strings and neck lightly.

•SSBIffiEES . Permits longer periods ofplaying before

I ? ' 1 finger tip discomfort.

, stops string drag .Allows quick, smooth,

LlllCiCr position changes without rasp.

wfkaCl * Slicks neck for smooth, quick palm
aCoJ» movement. .
■ ourrA« • Allows smooth callous development.

iubrlcahi • Not oily 9 reas V' staining or messy.
- • Used on fretted and bowed strings.

• Increases string life.

' . For steel, wound, gut or nylon strings. |1
• Long lasting and economic 11
ASK FOR FINGER-EASE AT YOUR E

FAVORITE MUSICSTORE TODAY |
Sole NZ Distributor: K|
Lyn McAllister Music Ltd B
P.O. Box 39-143 tj
AucklandWest:

FLYING IN & FLYING OUT
Mail Order catalogues available from Box 677, Ak.

GREAT RARE CDs & TAPES
Cure, REM, U2, S.R.Vaughan, Metallica, AC/DC,
Doors, Pixies, Queen, Maiden, Slayer, Danzig, Prince,
Led Zep and more. Psychomania, Fitzherbert Market, .
Fitzherbert Ave, Palmerston North.
VAN HALEN, LIVE MONTREAL '9l
Greataudio from new tour! Send SAE to: VAN, 23
Mappiebeck St, Titahi Bay, Wgtn.

AC/DC, G'N'R, EXTREME
Rare 1 990/91 live videos. Other bandsavailable. Send
SASE: VMurray,205 Tiro Tiro Rd, Levin..
DOORS GENESIS R.STONES YES
Audio concerts & rarities! Send SAE to: LIST, 23
Mappiebeck St, Titahi Bay, Wgtn.
AMAZING RARITIES!
NZ's widest selection! Send for full catalogue to: Box
368, CPO, Auckland!.

MISCELLANEOUS
STICKY FINGERS POSTER
& FLYER CAMPAIGNS
For effectivestrategic intelligent & spectacular
paste-up & distribution ofyour posters & flyers Sticky
Fingers is the only logical choice. Ph (04) 383-5238 or

(025) 435-848 now.

VERTIGO VIDEO
Hire & mail order catalogues available. Music, cult,
movies etc. Write Box 5996, Ak 1,Stating interest.

Geyserland 97.5 fm
Real music variety...song after song.

INDEPENDENTRELEASES
Comix, records, videos, magazines, fanzines. Send
wants to Booms, PO Box 4371, Palmerston Nth. Include
SAE. ..

ALTERNATIVE CUTS
Colouring, styling, Dredds, Mowhawks, etc...Call Jason

(09)779-030, or779-154.

PSYCHO DAIZIES
Weare the Eggman!!!
AQUARIUSUPRISING
We would like to thank Glump, Narcissi, Beefcar & the
Horsemen ofthe Apocalypse, Kieran & Graham (for
mixing), Ray (PA) & Phil (door). Hope you had a good
night. We did. Greg& Fluer.

ROCK & ROLL JUGGERNAUTS

Psycho Daizies beautifying your town now!! See larger
aavert fordates.
DYLAN TICKETS
Wanted (2). Rows J or closer, centre aisles. Ph collect

(03)473-8471.
SMAK PORN
Hotthrobbing video available fordiscrete viewing.
Asknaughty Miles at Truetone, Newmarket.

RESURRECTION RECORDS
NEW & QUALITY USED

COMPACT DISCS/LPS/TAPES
MUSIC FROM NOW & THEN

* BUY * SELL + TRADE
CHECK US OUT

4 COMO ST, TAKAPUNA. PH: 486-5247 Ak.

IDEAL FOR ALL STRINGED

INSTRUMENTS!

• CLEANS STRINGS
• LETS YOU PLAY FASTER MCQL
• BRIGHTENS SOUND B.JMgr
• LONG LASTING . ---

• PROLONGS FINGERBOARD LIFE

• EASY TO USE i .

GUDES ONWIPES OFF

i Sole NZ Distributor: Lyn McAllister Music Ltd ;'.
. 1 P.O. Box 39-143, Auckland West Ph (09) 3034-936 j

ft

POSITIVE
WOE- PROJECTION

PRODUCTIONS
•

BOOKING AGENTS
PRODUCTION & PROMOTION
TOR BANDS & ENTERTAINERS

(THROUGHOUT NEW ZEALAND)

PHONE: PAUL (09) 837-5219, GIREESH (09) 478-5478,
SPENCE (09) 836-0442. P.O. Box 21-752 HENDERSON, AK.

WANTED MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
Guitar, amps, effects, etc. Buy, sell or trade, Bungalow
Bills: 251 Symonds St, Auckland. Phone 3099-693.
MANTRONIX 12* WANTED
Fresh is the Word. Up to S4O paid. Cali
Phillip (09)861-555 day or (09)642-471
night.

MUSICIANS WANTED
BASS PLAYER
Newlyformed Christian rock band seeks small ego'd
bassist, interestedin playing secularand Christian,
covers and originals Ph Shane 278-441 7 (after spm).
VOCALIST
Seeks rhythm section, elec guitarist& sax player for
new band. Rehearsals begin March 24, Phone Ben,
(06)868-945.
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VIDEOS BYMAIL ■ / [Ei MBH KWI - 4|| HF7”] '•' I W
Topurchase these high quality VHS format videos enclose cheque or ■■ML ' I ’’ I
Bankcard or Visa details payable to VIDEOSBY MAIL PO Box 5689, UH I I '

RfiMß Br rW 1
Auckland 1.Add $3 per order forpost& pocking. Prices include GST.
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NEW RELEASES COLOUR ME BADD vids PAUL YOUNG bestof NED'SATOMIC KYLIE,Let's Get To vids ' NN™..
SEAL4Omin $35. 535- vids 57mln$35. DUSTBIN 47min $35. $25. , . BMd ‘

Title i I
■■■ . • DAMNYANKEES40min TRIBUTE to ELTON .JAMESTAYLORin MOTORHEAD LIVE, GLENCAMPBELL, Live MUfffed I ??*'': N

$35. JOHN,Various 90min concert 70mln $39. Everything Louder ■ at the Dome $35, ■ • -fPWeMmEBE
ki__. HEAVY DABOYS vids 539. ALICE IN CHAINS live 66min$39. BING CROSBY,Magic
Nafne — $35. INXSlive9l,94min 45min$35. RHYTHM DIVINEStory Ofssmins39. -

ENYA, MoonShadows $39. MEATLOAFHits Outta of Disco $35. ' - A-HAbest of 69min . SSE&Hi tjhflMrF
Address 1 ■' SITNC.SouI Cages IIve Hell 52mln$35. DANNI,Love & Kisses 539. MMB-.'.'MF/ ~ —I

BUZZCOCKS Live 90min$39. ROBERT CRAYbest of vids 27min $25. PAVAROTTI live Hyde RAYCHARLES live 1991 FISHBONE PAULSIMON Cental

ci.
Legends $35. 60m1n535. Paric9omin $39. $39. 50m1n535. PoriclSiS
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