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In the billiards room of the Endorphin hotel
in Geneva, top pop shaman Crispin Lard has

just soaked my socks. The nimble-limbed rockeris

crowing over his athletic supremacy in that infamous warble,
and Rolling Stoned is paying for the double-"tombstones”,
a particularly intoxicating elixir which is the currency
of any transaction with the magnificently propor-
tioned Crispin
I’'m here to cover the European leg of the
“Logorhythm Tour”, the most ambitious
rock ‘n’ roll circus in history. Crispin
Lard and his Fragrant Pharoahs
are kings in Europe, and his
legion of hardcore fans—

‘Pillowheads’—hav
way this continent re
new kind of quasise
infiltrated the psych
entire generation,
nomenon not seen si
ticn of the “Post”
merlock of cereal ad
crispy comrade say
could touch each fan
course his bigness
He tells me later: “Pe
inacage with rabid «
ultimately gotta pes
paya. I've given blo
Hereinfrontof C
retired to his sumpt
Endorphin, amidst t
it’s easy to imagine

a redolent Bolivian
mering sonorousl
solar zoot-suit, he cc
dad, until we sta
meteoric rise to th
apogee.

Eradicator, Crisp
were the true defini
son, with their the
attack and existenti:
“Back then,” Crispi
never even had to e
Crispin dismantlec

Sling Rueben, Ch
Chilton Harvey).
instant avatars «
zeitgeist, largely b
elty of being the
ugly band in the w
thrust of Crispin’s
changed dramatica
banangstof Eradica
strokin’ / dirty joki
she’s a thumb grind
ing/ sister lover”) to
epiphany (“With
lament the blows ¢
non-acoustic poli
est minimum of t
performance, culm
calls his Darwinia
formance, the note:
ger samples of ani




