










   Tony Stevens’ latest release, Don’t Blame Me…I Just Play Bass is a collection of original songs
and covers that exemplify the long history this artist has in music and the industry.  After 30 years,
this album gave Tony the freedom to put out songs that he wanted to record and play.  This solo
album is his first, which was originally released back in 1998 and has been re-released thanks to
Angel Air Records in both England and the U.S.  Covers include “Under My Thumb” by the
Rolling Stones, “Sail on Sailor” by the Beach Boys, and “Um Um Um Um Um Um” by Major
Lance.  The original tracks on this album are a combination of Funk and Rock.
   Born in Britain, Tony always enjoyed music and took up guitar at a young age before joining a
slew of local bands.  After joining the Savoy Brown Blues Band as their bass player in 1968, Tony
toured the United States and thoroughly took in the entire experience and the infamous Rock ‘n’ Roll lifestyle.  But after the band
began sounding more like Jazz than Blues, Tony, along with band mates Roger and Dave, formed a new band, called Foghat, that
would appeal to their musical tastes.  After going platinum, though, Tony felt he had to leave the band when he found himself
unhappy with the way things were going.  During this time, Tony took up session work and acting.  But due to his craving for life in
a band, Tony was still dissatisfied, and so he formed Nobody’s Business with guitarist Joe Jammer.  After breaking from that band,
he teamed up with Maggie Bell and formed Midnight Flyer.  After touring and recording with Roger Chapman, he was invited to
rejoin Foghat, until problems started to build up within the band in 2004.
   After working with a slew of bands and a number of musicians, Tony finds himself working solo and in his new band, Slow Ride,
who have been touring the U.S. and plan to release an album in 2007.  This ever-changing artist is always shifting direction yet
consistently moving forward.  Music is his life and he wouldn’t have it any other way.  Through struggles, band breakups, even the
death of Dave Peverett [Foghat], Tony has persevered, always searching for a new outlet to show off his talents and release his
musical energy.
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Stream of Passion
featuring Ayreon
Live in the Real
World DVD
Reviewed by Lisa
    Stream of Passion
is a band that you
have to see live to
really appreciate,
and this DVD is a

great way to experience them live if they
don’t come touring into your city.  Some
live DVDs lack in quality and/or sub-
stance, but this DVD excels in everything
– the sound quality and the visuals are
top notch and there are plenty of extras
to keep any fan satisfied.  There are 19
live concert tracks, including “Valley of
the Queens,” “Spellbound,” “The Charm
of the Seer,” and “Wherever You Are.”
Extras include Behind the Scenes, Tour
Diary, Photo Gallery, and more.  If you’re
a fan of this immensely talented group,
you do not want to miss out on this DVD!

Tristania
Illumination
Reviewed by Lisa
  Norwegian
Gothic Metal band
Tristania is starting
to make a mark on

the American scene after years of recog-
nition overseas.  But while this band’s
power and greatness lies in its musicians
and its male vocalists, it promoted itself
using its female singer, Vibeke Stene,
who, ironically enough, has since left the
band.  Every group photo has her in the
foreground, and many shots are of her
alone.  While her vocals are mixed low
and operatic and get old very quickly,
the male vocals, a cross between Peter
Steele [Type O Negative] and Fernando
Ribeiro [Moonspell], blend perfectly
with the music and have a lot more to
offer.  Songs like “Mercyside” and “San-
guine Sky” are great because the male
vocals take the lead and use the female
vocals to enhance what’s there.  But
songs like “Destination Departure,” lead
by Vibeke, aren’t nearly as appealing to
the ears.  Trying to sell the band on the
fact that they had a female singer, in my
opinion, was a poor choice.  Rather, the

band should promote itself for being a
great Goth/Metal band, first and fore-
most, with brutal instrumentation and
male vocals to match.  For me, much of
the high-pitch operatic vocals on this disc
hinder what could be a consistent effort
by a highly talented group, so it will be
interesting to see who ends up taking
Vibeke’s place.

Jamie Cullum
Spotlight Series:
Influences
Reviewed by Lisa
  What makes
Jamie Cullum’s
music so eclectic

stems from his assortment of influences,
which are showcased on this special
compilation released for Target.  These
are the musicians that Jamie listened to,
loved, and was inspired by.  Artists in-
clude Tony Bennett, Herbie Hancock,
Ben Folds Five, and Q-Tip, and the col-
lection also includes a cover of Elton
John’s “Your Song” by Jamie himself,
which at once displays Jamie’s versatil-
ity and one of his biggest influences.  For
$9.99 at Target.com and Target stores,
you simply can’t go wrong.

Dominici
O3  A Trilogy
Part 2
Reviewed by Gina
    Charlie Dominici
[former Dream The-
ater vocalist] puts

out a decent effort with this album.  Lyr-
ics infused with social commentary ob-
viously influenced by recent world
events pervade this release.  The musi-
cianship here is strong and tight, any
Prog fan can appreciate what’s going on
musically.  As for Dominici’s vocals,
there are high and low points.  I’m not
particularly fond of his deeper vocals; I
prefer when he sings in higher ranges,
as in “Greed the Evil Seed,” which is
reminiscent of Queensryche as well.  The
speedy tracks have a lot more to offer
than the ballads on here, which pretty
much sound the same.  The tracks alter-
nate between fast and slow songs, but
they all pretty much sound the same af-
ter a while – every ballad feels the same
and every up-tempo track, while more

entertaining, doesn’t save the album on
a whole.

Mnemic
Passenger
Reviewed by Gina
   Here come the
screams from the
bowels of Hell!  I
can tolerate some

screaming in vocals, but it needs to have
a place in the song.  Someone just stand-
ing in front of a microphone and scream-
ing incoherently, words or otherwise,
doesn’t float my boat, and I’m sorry, I
can’t understand how it can appeal to
anyone.  I’m surprised these “singers”
even have vocal chords left.  It’s point-
less because the music is too fast, too
discombobulated (I can’t make out any-
thing, no melody, no rhythm, nothing),
and it’s, pardon my French, fucking ob-
noxious!  Play one track and you’ve
heard the whole album because it’s the
same thing throughout, aside from a spot
here and there that holds potential be-
cause they actually sing instead of per-
petually vomit into the mic.  I guess mu-
sic is in the ear of the beholder.  So if
you’re a fan of not being able to make
out much in the music you listen to, this
band is for you!

Tyler Bates
(Composer)
300
Movie Soundtrack
Reviewed by Rob
    First thing’s first,
when I pick up an

album and it says “soundtrack,” I expect
a soundtrack. Soundtracks consist of
music written for a movie, inspired by a
movie, or picked by someone involved
in the movie because it goes well with
the theme. Typically up-and-coming
bands or established national acts write
these songs. A score, on the other hand,
is a CD of the music used in the movie,
typically written and arranged by a com-
poser, to accentuate certain scenes within
the movie. What we have here is a score,
not a soundtrack.
      Now that we’ve established the dif-
ference between a score and a
soundtrack, I can go on with this review.
To be honest, I am not one to really give
a crap about movie scores. Sure, they’re
brilliantly written pieces most of the
time, and they serve a great purpose of
setting a mood, but I wouldn’t really



think of popping it in the CD player of
my car and cruising around with the win-
dows open. Unless of course, it’s the
SCORE to the movie 300. Then I can
ride around with my windows down,
with epic music blasting, letting every
woman and child know to stay away
from the curb because big bad me is com-
ing down the block! There are some soft
spots on this SCORE, but all in all it’s
pretty solid.

Megadeth
That One Night
DVD
Reviewed by Rob
  When Dave
Mustaine and
Megadeth decided
to film their perfor-
mance in Buenos
Aires in October of

2005, they decided to go all out. We’re
talking lights, camera, and action! The
picture quality is tippity-top-notch, ev-
ery little detail is crisp and crystal clear,
even Dave’s 5 o’clock shadow; really,
you can count the whiskers! The sound
quality is also dynamite, not that you
could really expect any less from a band
that’s been around as long as Megadeth.
The on-stage action is pretty much on
par with what we’ve come to expect from
a Megadeth show, but there are also clips
in between some songs of Dave and Glen
Drover playing acoustically, surrounded
by fans, on a lawn that you just assume
is outside of their hotel. The only thing
missing from the live show is the pyro
that some of us have come to expect with
certain songs. There aren’t many bonus
features; in fact, there seems to be only
one, and it’s just alternate camera angles
for “Symphony of Destruction.” I have
to be honest, Dave’s voice has sounded
better; I wasn’t very happy with his “I
have a cat caught in my throat” sound
from this show, but hey, everyone has
his off nights. The set list is incredible,
but I’ve heard rumors that there are songs
from this show that didn’t make the
DVD, and that’s a shame because they
are some of my favorite Megadeth tunes,
but I don’t want to list them, because
rumors are rumors and I’m not going to
base a review on them. However, I will
say that, even with the staples like “A
Tout Le Monde,” “Peace Sells…,” and
“Hangar 18,” I feel like they should have
included “Sweating Bullets” and “Skin
O’ My Teeth” in this show, or at least on
the DVD. Overall, I can say the praises
certainly outweigh the gripes with this

 DVD, and it’s certainly a must-have for
any long-time Megadeth fan, but some
of the newbies should be aware that Dave
doesn’t always sound like he just popped
a hernia.

Various Artists
Girls Got Rhythm
Reviewed by Rob
     What’s better
than awesome trib-
ute bands doing
covers of classic

songs by your favorite classic bands?
How about all-girl tribute bands doing
those same songs? Better yet, how about
all-girl tribute bands doing those same
songs and doing them better than most
of their male counterparts? Sounds kick
ass, right? Well, it is pretty kick ass.
There are 13 bands on this compilation,
doing one song each by their top influ-
ences. Not every performance is dead-
on, but they all demand your attention
with excellent musicianship. Some of the
most notable performances are
Thundherstruck doing “Thunderstruck;”
The Iron Maidens doing “Run To The
Hills;” Mistress of Reality doing “Fair-
ies Wear Boots;” Hell’s Belles doing
“Back In Black;” Little Dolls doing “I
Don’t Know;” and The Ramonas doing
“Sheena is a Punk Rocker.” Other tracks
on this album pay tribute to Cheap Trick,
Kiss, The Misfits, Led Zeppelin, and Jimi
Hendrix. It’s really about half great and
half just ok, but that’s a pretty good mix
considering how badly most cover songs
end up. Pick it up if you love listening to
awesome cover tunes, or if you’re a femi-
nist trying to prove that women can rock
just as hard as men.

Ektomorf
Outcast
Reviewed by Rob
  While I’m not
completely familiar
with Ektomorf and
their previous ef-

forts, I can only assume that Outcast isn’t
a very big departure from what they’ve
already put out. My only reason for this
assumption is because the style of Metal
that is evident in every song on this al-
bum doesn’t really give you a great sense
of change anywhere throughout the CD.
I am not saying that the album isn’t good,
in fact there are some great guitar tones
throughout that really blew me away and
overall the actual musicianship is excel-
lent, it’s just a little bland when most
songs sound the same. There is no

defining differences in vocal styles at all
on any of these 12 songs, so it really starts
to mesh after a while and you forget that
you’re listening to a different song than
you were 10 minutes ago. A lot of bands
get into that sort of slump and sometimes
all it takes is a rearranging of the track
order to break up the monotony, but for
the most part, bands that are ailing from
this, syndrome, if you will, need to add
some extra spice every now and then to
really differentiate what they do. Stay-
ing true to your sound is one thing, but
never giving the fans anything new and
interesting (even on the same album) is
another. The only other thing that gets a
little annoying sometimes is the singer’s
accent, but you really can’t fault a guy
for something like that, although some
vocalists learn how to hide accents when
they sing, and maybe that’s something
Zoltan Farkas should consider.

Hellyeah
Hellyeah
Reviewed by Rob
  This debut album
from Vinnie Paul’s
new band has ev-
erything you’d ex-

pect from Vinnie. His signature drum
sound is clear and present the whole way
through. This isn’t just a Vinnie Paul
record though, and that’s also apparent
from the first listen. Chad Gray
[Mudvayne] on vocals reminds me of a
combo of Phil Anselmo and Pat
Lachman, something that most Pantera
and Damageplan fans will also notice.
Also in the band are Greg Tribbett
[Mudvayne], Jerry Montano and Tom
Maxwell [Nothingface]. This album has
it all, from catchy hooks to great melo-
dies, from brutal double bass to relaxing
country-blues. The opening title track is
a swift kick in the nuts to all the “squares”
out there, while the radio friendly first
single “You Wouldn’t Know” is a catchy
anthem type song for anyone who has
been kicked down over and over again
by life.  “Alcohaulin’ Ass” may not have
the most intellectual lyrics, but the song
holds it’s own with a rhythm that stays
in your head for DAYS. It’s a real solid,
mellow country-type song. “God Damn”
will definitely get fists pumping and
“Thank You” is bound to hit a soft spot
on just about anyone. I couldn’t possi-
bly give this album anything less than a
4. I’m holding off on the 5 just because I
want to give room for growth



      Music has always been there to get me through
the ups and downs in my life.  I’ve seen lots of people
come and go, but music has been the only constant.
Ever since I was a kid, I enjoyed singing and dancing,
and I always adored music.  And I remember my very
first CD, back when they first came out and started
replacing vinyls and cassettes, and I remember clos-
ing myself into the tiny room that had our lone CD/
record/cassette player and listening and singing along
for hours on end.  I believe that there are certain people
who are moved emotionally by music while others are
just pleased and entertained by it.  My mother isn’t a
big fan of music, if you can believe that.  You will never
see her turning the radio on, and I could never under-
stand how someone could be that way.  My dad, on
the other hand, is the one who’s passionate about it
and urged me to take piano lessons when I was young.
Years later, I wish I had started taking lessons sooner,
I wish I had devoted myself to it more strictly, I wish
I hadn’t quit when I did, I wish I had a teacher who
taught me more than just how to read sheet music so
that I could more easily create my own music, the
music that I sometimes hear in my head that I can’t
seem to translate to the keys.  I wish I could have stuck
with it, I wish I could still play like I used to, I wish
life didn’t push me away from it, diverted my atten-
tion from it, and made me forget.
      In high school, during one of the annual career
days, I heard that there was a music manager who
would be conducting one of the workshops.  I was only
a sophomore at the time, so the administration picked
what workshops I would attend, and as would be ex-
pected, I didn’t get to hear the music manager’s
speech.  But it was too late, the seed had been planted
in my brain – I wanted to work in the music industry.
How that thought never crossed my mind before, I
don’t know, but once it did, it never left.
      Forced by my parents to attend the college of their
choice, I took the next best option to majoring in mu-
sic management and majored instead in business ad-
ministration.  Freshman year of college, I’d had
enough of the relentless job searches that turned up
empty and the inability to follow my dreams, so I cre-
ated Paragon.  To this day, nothing’s changed.  I

 still want, more than anything, to continue working
in the music industry, only I’d rather not be doing it
for free like I’ve been and still am with Paragon.
Making a living off this would be a dream come true.
      And to this day, music touches me in a place I can’t
pinpoint with words.  It always has.  My mother used
to sing me an Italian lullaby when I was a child whose
melody would bring me to tears that I pleaded with
her not to sing it to me.  It had such a melancholy
undertone that made me very uncomfortable and
emotionally frail.  Classical music has that effect on
me too.  I sometimes can’t listen to it, regardless how
much I relish its beauty and how much I love playing
it.  People sometimes laugh when I say that I’m a big
Yanni fan, but his music has always moved me in the
same way, sometimes to tears.  Maybe I’m crazy; I
never denied that possibility.  But what I notice is that
when I listen to songs from the past, I’m instantly
taken back, and at times it’s more than I can take; I
have to shut it off, come back to the present.  I’ll lis-
ten to a Classical piece spilling from my stereo that I
used to know how to perform with ease and dexterity
and I’ll be taken back to that little room with my pi-
ano, and I can smell the air and feel the warmth and
hear the sounds of dusk in summer, playing as loud as
possible with the windows open so that the neighbors
and any passersby could hear me.  I can wake up from
an afternoon nap, after the sun’s gone down and my
room is pitch-black, and if my stereo is playing a cer-
tain album or band, I’m transported back to all those
after-school naps during high school, when I was so
sad and angry with life.  I’m dragged down, as though
I’m back there again, and sometimes it’s hard to snap
out of it.
      Music reminds me of the friends that I’ve lost, the
time I’ve wasted, the good times I wish I still had or I
wish I’d appreciated more at the time, and the heart-
aches I’ve endured.  For something that has always
been there to help me cope, for all the immensely tal-
ented musicians who have always given me someone I
could relate to even when I thought I was all alone,
for an art form that transcends any and all bound-
aries, it sure can hurt.  But I love it, and it has always
been something I can never live without.

Like a lot of  people, music has always been a part of  my life, but on
a particularly poignant night while listening to songs from my past, I

realized just how powerful it is and how it has impacted who I’ve
been and who I’ve become, and not only the joy it’s brought me,

but also the pain it can cause.

By Lisa Selvaggio
Lisa@ParagonMag.com
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Vent Column
Sometimes it’s a good thing when I’m a little late with my writing. Sometimes things happen right before we’re

ready to release an issue and if we had been on time I wouldn’t be able to address it until a month (or more) later.
This was one of those times. I’m sure nobody is a stranger to what happened at VA Tech; now it’s my turn to take a

crack at it.

-Rob

G = 6.67300 × 10-11 m3 kg-1 s-2

      What we heard about just a few days
ago went down as the worst school shoot-
ing in the history of the United States. Not
something that we should be particularly
proud of, but historical nonetheless. Some
Korean guy, who is pissy because he was
made fun of in school when he was little
and couldn’t get a girlfriend, takes a huge
amount of anger out on a lot of innocent
people. I’m so amazed by everything that’s
coming out about this that I don’t even
know where to begin, so if the following
thoughts seem out of place, please forgive
me and just try to keep up.
      If you aren’t familiar with what I de-
cided to use as the title for this month’s
column, it’s the formula for figuring out
the gravitational constant. It’s similar (yet
not entirely the same) to the formula used
on Type O Negative’s first album, Slow,
Deep and Hard. The significance is in the
lyrics, so if you look the song up (“Gravi-
tational Constant,” in case you didn’t
know) online and find them, you will un-
derstand. I also thought it was fitting given
the school that this happened at, but more
on that later.
       This guy, this gutless, spineless, sense-
less piece of trash we’ve all come to know
as Cho Seung-Hui (I won’t give this guy
the respect of explaining how to pronounce
that name) walked into a dorm and started
firing, and 2 hours later, he shot up some
classrooms, and somehow had time to send
a package off, a press kit, really, to NBC
news. Talk about fucking nuts! This guy,
as the lyrics to the song go, led an unjusti-
fiable existence. He was recognized as
being crazy; he was even hospitalized for
it, but for only a short time. He probably
could have been kept under control if only
he had been taking the medicine that he
was probably prescribed, but nobody made
sure he took it. I can think of another mur-
derer who was certifiably fucking nuts,
never took his medication, got his hands
on a gun, and did some damage, his name
was Nathan Gale.
    Cho was angry with rich people and
women so much that he had his own imagi-
nary girlfriend. If I hated women I wouldn’t
want them around me, real or imaginary.

A big problem for him, according to the
recent news, is that he was picked on in
school as a child. Pity Party for Cho!
Gimme a break! Who wasn’t made fun of
in school!? I grew up most of my life be-
ing the “fat kid” in the class; you don’t
think I got made fun of? Did I ever go and
buy guns and mow people down for it? No
way! I’M NOT NUTS! Well, at least not
that nuts, haha. Let’s see, you came to this
country in 1992, you looked different, you
spoke different, you probably ate, dressed,
thought, drove and studied different too.
You were different, just like everyone else,
different. People get made fun of, it isn’t
just the immigrants; but let’s be fair here,
people who are as different as Cho was at
the time, yes, they do get picked on a little
more. That’s supposed to be the kind of
thing that motivates a person to make posi-
tive change around them, not kill others
and themselves.
      Another reason for using this particu-
lar title is because of how violent the lyr-
ics can be in certain spots, yet in the end,
the song was simply a release for some-
one; a way for Peter Steele to write down
what was making him insanely angry with-
out actually committing a crime. Just the
other day when all of this happened I
thought to myself “I wonder how long it
will take for them to start talking about
what music he listened to or what video
games he played.” Right away they start
with, “Oh, he wrote a play named after and
based on the Guns N Roses song ‘Mr.
Brownstone’ and his friends said he was
obsessed with Collective Soul’s ‘Shine’.”
Blame the music, blame anything you can
so that nobody, not a parent, politician,
doctor, friend, relative, counselor, cop,
principal, or professor can ever have the
finger pointed and be told it’s their fault
for not watching the guy. In fact, one of
his professors was threatened, called the
cops, and was told they couldn’t do any-
thing about it without evidence! REAL
NICE! Music is a release for people, a way
for them to cope and NOT do stupid shit.
The people who are motivated by it to do
stupid shit didn’t need the music for moti-
vation in the first place. My theory is that
if you’re a psycho, no music or video

games are going to push you over the edge,
you’re probably already over the edge and
looking for help and a way out.
      I do want to point something out about
the victims, because it’s not like he walked
into a crack house and started killing drug
dealers. Murder is unjustifiable in almost
every single scenario, but the fact that he
killed college students pisses me off even
more. This guy, who has no regard for life,
goes shooting students at one of the most
famous tech schools in the country. These
are kids that were trying to learn real
groundbreaking stuff to better the future,
active members of society. A man with no
future kills people who were hopefully go-
ing to make a positive difference. It’s al-
most ironic. Then he goes and kills him-
self. Look, I’m all for suicide as long as
you’re doing it alone, it weeds out the weak
ones. Also, to put some perspective on this,
one of the deceased was a professor who
had survived the Holocaust. Did you read
that? THE HOLOCAUST! Nazi Germany
couldn’t kill him, he was so intelligent he
became a professor, and he dies in a class-
room at the hands of one psychotic Ko-
rean. He survived the fricken Holocaust,
and this is how he dies.
      Oh, and one more thing, the media re-
ally should stop showing the pictures that
he sent in. It’s almost like letting this guy
win and keep haunting the victims. The
people that lived through it had to stare
down the barrel of his gun that day, and
are lucky enough to still be alive, so stop
showing pictures of him pointing his gun
at the camera. That’s like hanging a shiny
chrome bumper over the hospital bed of
someone that just barely survived a car
crash. It’s tasteless and unnecessary torture
of people that we should be helping, not
haunting.




