WIRETFFPFPING

e ..j

CAN TOTALLY HArFen LAfRbr

Bz

¥ Pl weesiirgr and ooy il student thal oy o

' = iy ' e —
Forget the :.m.'m_ﬂ You've heard (or the DVDs yvou've e . . :
students hosting Sﬁgﬁ;ﬂﬁeﬂ indie rockers and art | rhh G R e it
|monster regalia: TEAT [/ 11° 1240198, in, Tull B-movie |[RSNESSENE
Il Bennett risks life, limb and foash L ki B o i, Mose o AR
T Exc!uﬁlve fﬂﬂk In!i'.de thﬂ “_ ) | by tahitlals -r : [(ELTT, :I::..-. e-Toach Fepating frad

Im ﬂ.q the way tu thﬂ tﬂp il | ptudenis hxva crammed themsel

L

=y mol by lanpentaly inaoled Kaju eeanta B

walched) abouyt

AP N TR R i s wrlier

WEMAR B joans, pRcked ap Thair gallisends and
SCafiiac upeon vamoo Exsl Coaar clubes, golorios
i Al piREsAR [0 ool i i o Ol K
ez labiy clashes babassnr guon and avil=whney
heacad Bko tho Amances Bestls and Los Plariiecs
ki oy il nna saach a9 Hell Morkog and tha nilar
X o D Gube. Tao fesd @ piho's blocchigd, o vosd
! - VLI 386N a giant space Slug choCalite-magnate-com-humanianan has arganeed Kiju merchandising ampire has spung farth, howd
balanced precariously atop a 15=foot thar K Peqpuitancey Cormmsmon (KR e it e

%] T-whirts, buiterd, magnels ond shekes haark

steel cage fop unceramoniously off its moa reni, e Dangar Cege, o ansuens the sty the Ehenesses ( ! The: Raiju Kghiera, dong a briss
perch to flattan a living, breathing, foll- ! tha nesibed clawiny ol planot Easih and boop a gag il bssknos (haju.com) to pustain the primary
wrapped patataara mustachioed, | oo vy garbago mutants, spacs weedsblos and Wncticm of tha KRL : i rul dro

fresdom-Tighting plantain—mauch to the ragae lapanoas insocls lrom byng waese 1o o akmast carlain dastruction. This savry=nay, cul
delight of 1,000 giddy human onlook- Lorbian s thrast—commiercial an ol the Kok Commission har

@rs—you obvicwsly haven't witnessad Mos poblished aodounin of e Baliol reyss s avan gane so lof Bg 16 packaga the Macked-up
T“'E ll'ih"lﬂhﬁﬂr 5_:’&._.[3“2 “.Iat 'l-ﬁ Kﬁl_ll.l feses rdarances o Poam cosluses,” Swensil %" and “ar imEInE o fats Fodi fu iRiers and anl 10 B

Manster haai*

ST N A 1hes AN a0 0E e B o

3||_.."' Battel, hatante,” in doli) iGhocencs of one ebnious Tt

W ndsclosed o afion in tho Jeingca P nely
Becehood @l Bogion, 1he aluswve K EUR
BEpaing Ty dncriey betanid Biwiiny ok ou Kugu's
t Jarady’ Seodo DVD and g 1839 book: iled
Hayw Big Ssaral A Pracioal Sovdle To Sane Oy

Lomhing Moigiers Ewvary Minton of Dy, Cube that
Ao o oinecd 1orem i LAt Teihe or Shonp B B
waing belnoacd ke oal” sobs thi Corrsmone

mrponsn, | s kednad heioes sueh a8 Lae Pan
Siver Powmie and Ama Bopike cradin fhir dran

bereerciodd rasrchipccine. Wl i indey meem orass B dohi

L=, Ly

i s Eaftol on T-ahids and Peodod swondshris o

ke hov Boso Risgh B0 e s rond ™ et

F =TT F = S ammane mes ) 55
=TT Iy =



WIRETHFPEING ¥

a‘
)

MG NS

ALY

ML Cwrrwin

<

AKT VI

AL TERMNATIVE PREFES

HACIITAULUST

Big Baficl's siahiity, Thesugh A compuobeg

b thir owil docbor's secril sy, & wonlna
caompound of chromi: wngoadaias whirm ha
reporipdly constructs. the Rdecon mooln-bonal -
1 g|_-|--|,-|-.\_' daanicm that wraak Bisoo Upon
Earth'n ihoroughtares and n Kap's Dange Cage

Im in Boston, standing al The predolcrmsnad
coenar al The pro-mirangisd fang, wiin h Craegy
watule abduchon wan soronchai 16 & Bl Thaas
ghs mnghod morconanse ol and Ioes mea oughly
=40 1he backsant brior bindlciding mo wilh @
e il ray fow "sacunty puposos”

Phzbald blonds throunh the apeakess, aasesdg ma
that | am, i fack. “par ol iL" and no one spoaks
foor e coeaficn of the Brip. An hour kaler, &y e
fodd im remoraed, wnd 1'm standing in whal aspan
o e &n abandoned misaile silo, The satup s
s ik @ N Taclty for 10-tootlall siser
misnstin than B secret ab I magined. A rogu
st aen boging ik} oocupaer Fhe confer of tha
flpees @ group of nlmost e icall qrénfibehium
ropblog (0soos ancesd madcine Balls, frins ch
Mactiun equipment and does calsthenics o Pl
Caline' *Susgudo.® Three man loulamseling
AfcE Qoond keior i & oomner smoking. ripping
Earts and cxenplainng nbout the nedibln contests
ol A ol dasrpoio. | !.'hh"tf ormrtdr A pur of
pmbtcemly seegant boaasts discussing the pras
e gl o gicwvrtg @ Hitkee mustaches.

Bedoes | can gl my bearings, 'm ushod
b @ dimly bt backroom thick with the Righ
slench of moegalomania and ambaiming thed, A
barw figain with a boay head phdes noiseloasly
(oweard min, “Geeatings,” D, Cube hessos. *Yau
huven 10 Frenibess” S

I what thee Comimeiaeirsr Says & Pun, Thin
Dy, Chubig pospery 80 b fha premary Thrnad ho The

Cube HO, 1 am miascuiaaly geanted adimsdianee

nefarious DR. CUBE.

Wou walk arsund in & blus hospital
nightie with a cordbanrd box on
wour Inand, How ol eculd you b
I can sen thal you are not a professlanal
joummalist, Tou olwiously hawe nol done yaur

rascanch, and pour oG-
sive gquestianing is not ocom-
ducive to informational
imbarviews, And you an
Infedm bn ErakAlng ™

Dorerally sponking,
avll dossr’t have &
particularly successiul
hintory varsus gobd.
Wa howe anly to cite
tha long lisk of onck-:
graat, ninca-dofomted
elnasic nreh-nemiseis
eypas like Skheletor,
Qargoamal and, ub,
Wils E. Coyote. Lat's
face E—yaur own
racord in che ring i
pratty pins-poor.

You think I'm & carloon
character? Your sonss of
nzality ks pretty poor. S0p
smmaking drugs bafore
coming to work | eerlainty
waiilde't follow in the fodt-
stops of any of the “ewdl™
balngs you spaak of,
brcauss thoy all falled miserably, Omra of my
goals is fo ghve Tha hiEman race a praper el
rals modal by redelining the term il | am
the new evilt | do avil right!

| think you'ra really the Hombju
Cammisaioner in dinguine,

Wedl, | think yau'te an idiol. How could you
mitstokn ma 1of & do-gocding, dhocalal-iong
Austrdan? The Commissioner and | ank &s
didtarant as Bach and REQ Spoodwagen,

o whalever pathethc, ovor=hyped Bamd you
poophe cover these days.

Wiho's on tep of yeur shit liat
righe mowT | e, boaides .

I recanily took oat Kalju's leading hera, Silver
Potato, §o I've shifted my focus to the Planiain
Twins and thal poor excuss f6F B Bero nEwn
as American Beells, When these moddbssome
heraas are out of e plcture, coatrol of tho
Big Battel and, subsequontly, the entirg planst
will b mine. You hardly quality for my Setione
fem lisl, You're marcly a germ=-snat on the
dunsg Iy known as humanity, Ggod lmche waills
your cansar, —J Bonnair



Danger Can Totally Happen
By J. Bennett

Alternative Press, December 2003

Forget the stories you've heard (or the DVDs you've watched) about Boston-area
indie rockers and art students hosting wrestling matches in full B-movie monster
regalia: KAIJU BIG BATTEL is real. J Bennett risks life, limb and literary license
for an exclusive look inside the Kaiju compound that takes him all the way to the
top of the monster heap.

Part One: Drawing Battel Lines

If you’ve never seen a giant space slug balanced precariously atop a 15-foot
steel cage flop unceremoniously off its perch to flatten a living, breathing, foil-
wrapped potato or a mustachioed, freedom-fighting plantain- much to the delight
of 1,000 giddy human onlookers- you obviously haven’t witnessed the triumphant
spectacle that is Kaiju Big Battel.

Kaiju is a universe beyond the reaches of time and space, where 10-foot-tall
cans of Asian chicken soup wield meat cleavers to dispatch equally humongous
Martian serial killers. It is a place where an Austrian chocolate-magnate-cum-
humanitarian has organized the Kaiju Regulatory Commission (KRC) and its
primary combat arena, the Danger Cage, to ensure the safety of the ossified
citizenry of planet Earth and keep a gaggle of smelly garbage mutants, space
vegetables and massive Japanese insects from laying waste to our urban
landscape

Most published accounts of the Battel include spurious references to “foam
costumes,” “wrestling” and “art students,” in defiant ignorance of one obvious
fact: Kaiju Big Battel is real. There are no costumes; it is most definitely not
wrestling; and any art student that may or may not be tangentially involved in
Kaiju events has almost certainly been eaten for lunch or, at the very least,
generously covered in the various slimes these intergalactic terrors often expel

It is a phenomenon currently taking the nation by (shit) storm. Thousands of
indie-rock hipsters and college students have crammed themselves into women’s
jeans, packed up their girlfriends and descended upon various East Coast clubs,
galleries and warehouses to catch a glimpse of Kaiju's unpredictable clashes
between good and evil- where heroes like the American Beetle and Los
Plantanos take on villains such as Hell Monkey and the nefarious Dr. Cube. To
feed the public’s bloodlust, a vast Kaiju merchandising empire has sprung forth,
hawking T-shirts, buttons, magnets and stickers bearing the likenesses of the
Kaiju fighters, doing a brisk online business (kaiju.com) to sustain the primary



function of the KRC: saving our fair planet from almost certain destruction. This
savvy-nay, cut-throat- commercial arm of the Kaiju Commission has even gone
so far as to package the hacked-up remains of fallen Kaiju fighters and sell them
as “Monster Meat.”

Speaking in a thick Austrian accent via telephone from an undisclosed location in
the Jamaica Plain neighborhood of Boston, the elusive Kaiju Commissioner
explains the motivation behind items such as Kaiju’s recent Terebi Sento DVD
and a 192-page book titled Kaiju Big Battel: A Practical Guide to Giant City-
Crushing Monsters. “Every Minion of Dr. Cube that waltzes around their town in
a Cube T-shirt or thong is a walking billboard for evil,” spits the Commissioner.
“In response, | have helped heroes such as Los Plantanos, Silver Potato and
American Beetle create their own branded merchandise. While it may seem
crass to fight this Battel on T-shirts and hooded sweatshirts, the stakes are too
high to ignore this front.”

If what the Commissioner says is true, then Dr. Cube seems to be the primary
threat to the Big Battel's stability. Through a computer glitch at Cube HQ, | am
miraculously granted admittance to the evil doctor’s secret laboratory, a veritable
compound of chronic ungoodness where he reportedly constructs the hideous
mouth-breathing genetic disasters that wreak havoc upon Earth’s thoroughfares
and in Kaiju's Danger Cage.

I’'m in Boston, standing at the predetermined corner at the pre-arranged time,
when the crappy white abduction van screeches to a halt. Three ski-masked
mercenaries exit and toss me roughly into the backseat before blindfolding me
with a used oil rag for “security purposes.”

Piebald bleeds through the speakers, assuring me that | am, in fact, “part of it,”
and no one speaks for the duration of the trip. An hour later, my blindfold is
removed, and I’'m standing in what appears to be an abandoned missile silo. The
setup is more like a training facility for 10-foot-tall sewer monsters than the secret
lab I'd imagined. A regulation-size boxing ring occupies the center of the floor; a
group of almost identical greenish-blue reptiles tosses around medicine balls,
trains on Nautilus equipment and does calisthenics to Phil Collins’ “Sussudio.”
Three more foul-smelling space goons loiter in a corner smoking, ripping farts
and complaining about the inedible contents of the local dumpster. | clearly
overhear a pair of particularly arrogant beasts discussing the pros and cons of
growing a Hitler mustache

Before | can get my bearings, I'm ushered into a dimly lit backroom thick with the
high stench of megalomania and embalming fluid. A lone figure with a boxy head
glides noiselessly toward me. “Greetings,” Dr Cube hisses. “You have 10
minutes.”



Part Two: Enter the Cube
Our first —and last- interview with the nefarious Dr. Cube.

You walk around in a blue hospital nightie with a cardboard box on your
head. How evil could you be?

| can see that you are not a professional journalist. You obviously have not done
your research, and your aggressive questioning is not conducive to informational
interviews. Are you an intern in training?

Generally speaking, evil doesn’t have a particularly successful history
versus good. We have only to cite the long list of once-great, since-
defeated classic arch-nemesis types like Skeletor, Gargamel and, uh, Wile
E. Coyote. Let’s face it- your own record in the ring is pretty piss-poor.

You think I'm a cartoon character? Your sense of reality is pretty poor. Stop
smoking drugs before coming to work. | certainly wouldn'’t follow in the footsteps
of any of the “evil” beings you speak of, because they all failed miserably. One of
my goals is to give the human race a proper evil role model by redefining the
term evil. | am the new evil! | do evil right!

| think you’re really the Kaiju Commissioner in disguise.

Well, | think you’re an idiot. How could you mistake me for a do-gooding,
chocolate-loving Austrian? The Commissioner and | are as different as Bach and
REO Speedwagon, or whatever pathetic, over-hyped band you people cover
these days.

Who's on top of your shit list right now? | mean, besides me.

| recently took out Kaiju’s leading hero, Silver Potato, so I've shifted my focus to
the Plantain Twins and the poor excuse for a hero known as American Beetle.
When these meddlesome heroes are out of the picture, control of the Big Battel
and, subsequently, the entire planet will be mine. You hardly qualify for my
action-item list. You're merely a germ-snot on the dung fly known as humanity.
Good luck with your career.



