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People That Iggy Pop Has Now Outlived: Joey Ramone, Johnny Ramone, Dee Dee Ramone, Johnny Thunders, Ronald Reagan, George Harrison, Jeff Buckley, Keith Richards, Don Knotts, a little boy being born tomorrow who will live to be 95, Steve McQueen, Courtney Love, Walt Disney, Freddie Mercury, my great-great-great-great-great-great-granddaughter, Ben Orr, Dennis Wilson, Carl Wilson, Murry Wilson, the President of the United States in the year 10,004, Jam Master Jay, John Belushi, Chris Farley, the current fat guy on Saturday Night Live whose name I don't know and who isn't funny and has no talent at all, and John F. Kennedy. What is he, on Steroids Of Life? 

Like Chuck Negron, Iggy Pop should be dead. Maybe he never had to live in an orphanage or battle Cory Wells and Danny Hutton for the chance to release "One" as a single, but he should still be dead, even though his dick never exploded and he didn't pass out and smash his face through a glass table. But Iggy Pop, like Chuck Negron, whose suicide was only prevented by a weak pipe breaking and who was tormented as a child for being a bedwetter, is a survivor. Yes, this former leader of The Stooges is well aware that, like Chuck Negron, who grew up without a father and slept with Terry Kath's girlfriend, he should be dead. But Godd had other plans! 

This DVD, a popular new video medium that many youth refer to as "Digital Video Discs," is nothing more, less or equal to a digital transfer of a Target Video videocassette of Iggy Pop and his band performing live in San Francisco on the Party tour of 1981. Not the best album in his catalog perhaps, but when are you ever again going to get the chance to hear novelty crap like "Eggs On Plate" and "Houston Is Hot Tonight" live onstage? Plus, just historically speaking, this disc reeks of drug- and sex-mauled decadence of the yuckiest kind (in a good way! Like "Yucky! This rules! I can taste the vomit rising in the back of my throat!"). Iggy is MISSING A FRONT TOOTH (!!!) and performs the entire show in a miniskirt, stockings and garters. His band is no more sensical, with one guy wearing an ape mask or something half the time, and the others dressed in gaudy late-'70s fashions as Clem "Elvis Ramone" Burke speed-dials the amphetamine drums in the background. Quite a sight to see! And three lead guitarists for you and me! 

Iggy's quivering vocal delivery belies a still-lingering love for David "Pretentiousness = Art" Bowie, but his act and persona are just so bizarre to watch -- over the course of one hour, he goes from jumping and dancing maniacally all over the place to standing dead still in front of the microphone and glaring like a sick old man defiantly trying to stay awake and fight off the chills. And he only has like half of the grossass face wrinkles he has now! All thanks to Oil Of Olay! (and being 24 years younger) Way to go, Noxzema! 

The only sad thing is that this was filmed too early in his career for him to perform "(Candy Candy) Candy (I Can't Let You Go)" or "(Home Boy) Home (Boy, Everybody Needs A Home)" because those songs would have made this disc a terrific gift for all the people with the worst musical taste in the world. Otherwise, buy it, watch it, and write about it in your dairy! 

Oh okay, if you're going to keep begging, here is the first verse and chorus of "Milkman," a hilarious "Weird Al" Yankovic-like parody of The Beatles' "Taxman" that I wrote when I was in the fifth grade (all you British readers out there, this is equivalent to your "Ninth Form"): 

"I am a milkman, I bring you your milk
And with the money you give me, you buy all my silk
'Cuz I'm the milkman
Yea-eah, I'm the milkman" 

Sure it sucks, but have you heard Living In The Material World?
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