


just can't "scratch." I really wish it would stop, but at least I
know when I wake up exactly why I'm getting out of bed. It's to
find a way to stop the itching, one spot at a time.

Ever since I was in high school, I've had that one person in
my life that would swear to the grave that God was among us.
I'd pry them for details. I'd ask for a name, but the answer
didn't make sense until years later.

"I'm not telling them to stop doing it."

That was Jim's response when I asked him how he felt on
the response. You would never catch me ever stating that Jim
is surrounded by a lot of hype, but frankly, on some level, I was
rather terrified initially to call and interview him. The stories
I've heard have ranged from being the hardest interview
someone had attempted to being simply just a quiet and
reserved guy that took a little bit to warm up. I promised
myself that I would do everything in my power to make my
"phoner" as positive an experience as I could for Jim.

"I think I'm pretty shy. It's weird to dissect your own music.
In interviews, you tend to have to say the same thing over and
over again. You tend to come up with standard responses. I
don't particularly enjoy doing them. Some people just seem to
be better at them than others."

And thus, the interview began? Felt more like a
conversation to me, though.

I never admitted to Jim one small detail: I don't think I can
really respect someone's musical tastes, let alone listen to their
recommendations, if they don't like "Thirlwell." It's in quotes
because Jim releases such a diverse range of music under an
ever-changing list of monikers that "we've" just come to refer
to it as "Thirlwell."



"I'm not interested in doing the same style. I pour all my
ideas into a track for whatever style I'm working on. I tend to
cram a lot of ideas into a track."

I think it was Jim's diversity that made it so hard for me to
be "bitten" for so long. At some point, it had to happen, as
more and more the people I kept finding myself surrounded by
seemed to issue forth the same answer to my ongoing quest to
find God among us. I know it's sad, but it took me over a year
to really digest Gash to the point of always enjoying it. I don't
know how it happened, either. I got up one day, started my
coffee, and put Gash in the CD player. I smelled something
burning, and my head began to have a faint feeling of itching
in a place I'm not allowed to scratch. Every time I pick up a
release from Jim, the itch gets a little worse. The music is an
infection, but a holy infection meant to rid you of your
intolerable (and inexcusable) musical tastes. Jim doesn't fit a
mold. He breaks molds. Under the name Foetus (and all its
derivations) alone, Jim has covered everything from
soundtrack scores to "kick-your-teeth-in" rock. It isn't music
for the faint of heart. It certainly won't be for your
grandmother. Most importantly, half your record collection
will instantly turn to crap. The biggest disservice I could do is
attempt to label Jim "Foetus" Thirlwell's music. He'd simply
"break the mold" without ever trying. "Why am I so
paralyzed?"

"Gash was the encapsulation of where Foetus went. The
ultimate in the concept of the conclusion before the big drop. I
feel satiated from Gash. Flow, rather, suggests part of a
continuum instead of a finale."



I asked Jim what his favorite released album to date has
been, or which album he felt best showcased his skills. I'm still
unsure if I actually got a direct answer, but I'm pretty sure it
wasn't a fair question in the beginning. It's like asking Picasso
which painting was his favorite, or a parent which child is
theirs. I'm sorry Jim. I shouldn't have put you on the spot so
brutally. I just wanted to be reassured that I wasn't the only
one that couldn't answer that question easily, if at all, if asked.

Recorded material is only one side of music. In the studio,
what was previously thought to be impossible, becomes a
reality if the right equipment is at your disposal. It's the art of
translating those studio ideas into something that packs a
proverbial punch to the gut on stage that really makes me
respect a musician. Jim recently took Foetus out on a short
stint of dates. If you've ever taken a look at the ever-revolving
line-up that is Foetus live, you can start to see a trend. I made
the mistake of suggesting a rather incestuous New York music
scene to Jim. Now don't get me wrong, this "revolving tour
line-up" is filled with some of the most talented musicians I've
come to discover. Jim knows better, and he does live in New
York City: "I have a pool of musicians from which I draw and I
get different experiences with different people. I get along with
them. I've never been anchored to a band, as I work alone.
Sometimes it feels like it's all over the place and then it starts
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Feels like just too much Thirlwell to keep up with, doesn't it?
Well shame on you! There is NEVER enough Thirlwell! Make
sure to sign up for the mailing list. It'll keep you more than
informed.

I decided before I got off the phone with Jim I needed to
find out if there was any question that he'd always wanted to
be asked, but never had. "Not unless it's from a beautiful girl,"
said Jim. Words to live by from a man that knows that regret is
best left to the weak willed. So Jim, I hope you didn't mind my
boring questions. Thanks for letting me attempt to scratch
another of my "unreachable" itches. Take care, and if you ever
start to lose that "will to survive," give me a ring. I'll give you a
list of individuals that will be more than happy to tell you that
you are a God to them. I know I'd say it, and frequently, if it
helps to keep you providing the world with such brilliant
music.





