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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
DGRC2MF. It’s been a wild
ride since that first post and
I'm so psyched that so many
people submitted and donated &
and are as excited as me to &
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
thank Deaner and Gener!
Their wvision 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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"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






A series of,

ﬁpisode 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,
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
bleeding. He ran for days on end until reaching the rift. The nectar always sloshing about bringing
forth the visions that jumbled his thought. Here, Charlie could control time yet always felt watched
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
less frequent. All Charlie could think about was to go see the Chocolate Town he had always heard
of from the elders. Once he got there, he knew the marble tulip juicy trees would be everywhere.
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
clouds cave in... j
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Episode 2 What really happened to the pony and his lung...

o;.»; Shit W




It's a hot day, AC's broke. Windows open. 11/27/9%
blasting out the speakers. "A Tear For £ddie" comes
on as I pull up to a light. "More like ‘A Tear For
Shreddy," T 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 huilds 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 up

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
E#54E 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 1s this new thing. As if only underprivileged black kids

in skinny jeans and a rap collective can have it. FFuck those people.
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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 oft 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. It 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 1s a by product of
the Big Bang. Of the cosmos colliding at the beginning of time and
finding 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 Copyrigﬁt@ 2004 Greg Noppe
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Colb blows e wink
OVER MY TRVE LIVE

CoLd plow THE DRoPS TLL St AND WEEP
OF RAIN. DowN bY HiS GRANE
, TVE NEVER HAD FoR TWELVE MNTH
bUTONE TRUE LOVE, AND ONE DAY.
. AND IN CAMVILLE
- HE WAS SLAIN.
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FOR MY TRUE (oVE
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BUT LWHEN TWELNE MaSTHS
WERE COME AN GoNE;
THIS YoUNG MAN

HE ARCSE.

OHAL MAKES YouL WEEP
DOWN bY MY GRAVE T
I CAN'T TAKE

MYREPPSE . M
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“ONEKiSS. ONE kISS OF

YouR LiLY WHIfE 4
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NEST
FLOWER OF THEM ALL ...

“Peuck THE Fiy

“oet, DON T You RE—
MEMbBER THE CARDEN
GRNE WHERE WE USED

“To WALK T

7o A STALK .

L T'WiIlL WiHHER.




“eo FefeH ME A NUN .
FROM A DUNGEOMN DEEP...

7. AND WHHE™ MiLi< FRom A MAIDEN’ pREAST
~THAT bABE ERE NEVER KNOWN) .

rPv—
Go iG> ME
A GRAVE bofh
{ONG, WIDE ANM
 DEER AS Quickey
§ ASYou MAY.




oD BLoS THE WIiNh
OVER MY -1RUE WVE.
a:c,b bcow THE DRoPS

:mfNaveaHAh bur
ONE TRUE LovE

ARb iN CamviLLE
HE WAS SCAIN.
TLLDO AS MUCH +OR.
My TRVE LNE AS
ARY YoUND GiRL MAY.

LU SifFANDWEEP
DOWA) bY HiS GRA
FOR TWELE MO
ANN ONE DAY




Fwe Halkus,q AN

‘ % ub Ct

“‘.4,

S
o
g

EN R
éM “AND ,A




DIDYB
, ggé) ;15?
*HRES RR DBy
Ma}(e an gintment of

herbs includin
R

r@e wel T4is
ISTERSWOUDYOD o fo 0T T alss
ﬁw&ﬁ %Eﬁ%ﬁ HELP I"\/"f Ca z The ‘He[loTro ¢
PARSLEY HERPE? ana Wear TM@ fin
OFoKING VENERY N AMANG) 4 o o HERPES CoMPRESSse of wmsdn(ifj
ﬁnbinT T‘(\e Ia‘(je foe of ‘ﬁrr\ o slice of "'}:‘l\low (jg\z @

his right foof With a  offeckd avea o
i1 1 “vaffw fo bt BISRETTCK

and The ashes of o Weasel
T @reQood @"'H‘ERB? To REMOVE FAT®
To increase the effectivenes

Rase e , oke afea using any of
of Hhis thogical oinfment, | EFRRITN') | GV Ii([hefollowin \/\?rkséj

erbs of Sexval Love , .
e o G Rt Ty Dl
Coriander, themine and 7T symeone s 0 bod 'Yennyocj“( .Takyw,

The Violet that have been rick&l influence (This might be Aarda -Leeks
in the |ast quarter beneficial To Yaveniw bse 59010 quS
of the FullMoon — f170ds have "0 Kids f

b the vosT of e celer
(é&’emc) on fhat ‘Eersm’\a %
and er changes
will octur

IOLLE

REDHS @%ﬁig@iﬁ

4@ TNBURN e

g T eM lerfor Sunbowen s
F_If;\f \\Xfife\{\ic Q‘Z&&;&eﬂw lmmc\(?w?ﬁl«se il

1 scop out ' he del . Mixwitha [
SC&V;JK%T@%MVWL on\NaJrL Sp\r@ac\ oVer Sunburrn

by Laura Joan



PTaTIITYM Y41y Aq




Stra]%lon that there jammy pac
And slide a double dime my way
Dr%floff your distributor cap,
And hip 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

Only at woolworths ¢,
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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

Zine Title by Will DeBoer
Cover by Nancy Kells McNamara
www.tumblr.com/blog/nancykells

01 “Life Sentence/Intro/Outro”
by Jeffrey Kurtz
day job: Alarm Company
Art by Riese Meyers

02 “Zoloft”
by Mike Stewart
day Job: Geographer

03 “Smack Dabbed”
by Joe Szczygielski
day Job: Pre-Press Technician for
Niagara label Co.
artbyjoeski.com

04 “A Little Bird Day”
by Cory Bowman
@URTH_LLC on Insta

05 “A Series of What Happened”
by Stephen Groves
day Job: Senior Specialist Apple
@sgroves89 on insta

06 “A Tear For Eddie”
by Eli Schwab
Comic artist/Podcaster at
cosmiclionproductions.com

08 “Fluffy*
by Ben Cook

09 “Those Roses Ain’t Free”
by Ryan Dougherty
day Job: Trader Joe’s Register jockey
@funkslop instagram

10 “Swagger Incarnate”
Prince Tribute
art by Jim Mahfood
words by Asa Dicken
Jim- day Job: Comic artist
on Tank Girl, Kevin Smith’s
Clerks, Miami Vice and Grrl Scouts.
Jjimmahfood.com
Asa - day job: Supermodel Historian
@freebasa on insta

11 “Black Jack”
by Greg Noppe
facebook.com/greg.noppe

12 “The Argus”
by Thomas Haefliger
day job: Art Student
@tomhaefliger on insta

13 “Browntracker”
by Joshua Boulet
day job: professional artist
brought to you by browntracker.net

14 “Taken Me Away”
Photo by Juhhl Riddell
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Xy 16 “Cold Blows The' Wind”
by Dave Croslands®
day job: Comig artist for Invader
Zim, Scarface: Scarred For Life
davecrosland.com
AN &N
21 Thfﬂ\élg)lgl;sé(slﬁngers
day job: Cook

22 “Five Haiku’s on the Subject of
Ween”

by Tim Horzelski
facebook.com/Tim.Horzelski

23 “Voodoo Lady Herbal Alchemy”
by MAMA L & Juhr BW0’i Kirq

24 PrinceLemmyBowieBoog
by Kirk Whitfield
day Job: Paraprofessional
@MFKack on insta

25 “Strap On”
by Jammy Pac World Wide.
www.jammypac.boog

26 “The Mollusk”
Tom Haefliger

27 “Stay Golden”
by Paige Svetlecich
@page_sandwich on insta

Boogwad the Official Mascot
of DGTCTMF by Will Runner

Back Cover by
the People of WA.S

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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