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John Carroll Kirby is a Los Angeles-based pianist, producer 
and songwriter. Having played with and produced for an array 
of contemporary music mavericks, lately his focus has shifted 
to his own material. As the world locked down he unleashed 
a deft combo of albums, Conflict and My Garden, which 
have proved to be sublime anti-anxiety tools for the times.INTERVIEWED BY GLEN GOETZE
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Have you been consuming much?
I’ve been watching movies from time to time 
with Ariana, my neighbour. We were watch-
ing The Canterbury Tales by Pasolini which 
was pretty good. I’ve been watching Murder 
Mountain, you know about that one?

No, what’s that?
It’s about growers in Humboldt County, it’s 
pretty gangsta. It’s a docu-series and 
they’re all killing each other and it’s to-
tal outlaw mayhem. Watching that and check-
ing out music, getting back into Miles Da-
vis’ early stuff, 50s stuff, I like Drake’s 
new album, and whatever I can find.

Did I read about you making something inspired by 
The Canterbury Tales?
Yeah I started making a Canterbury Tales 
concept album, it’s pretty fun.

How do you draw that connection without 
writing lyrical songs about it?
That’s sort of where the inspiration came 
from, because Pasolini’s Canterbury Tales 
are totally irreverent of the original and 
descend very quickly into his own narrative 
that he wants to tell and turns into raun-
chy slapstick and sex jokes almost immedi-
ately. That’s sort of what got me inspired 
and made me think of a time whenever it 
was, in the 70s, where a director could do 
something like that and it wouldn’t be the 
end of his career. It feels like now you 
make one weird stinker and you’re done. I 
think it effects the way people make music, 
they’re more afraid to make that concept 
album I think. It gave me the sense to find 
that liberation. So for that I’m drawing on 
emotional inspiration from the stories be-
hind those people, and also imposing my own 
narrative, instrumentally.

What was the narrative of Conflict and what made 
that so separate to My Garden?
The concept of Conflict was that I was in a 
period of conflict in my life with various 
relationships, and I wanted to look at the 
duality of it - in one sense you’re gonna 
get angry and try and change the way other 
people are, and on the other hand what you 
really have to do is accept that they’re 
gonna be who they are and deal with your 
own ego. It was brought to my attention by 

the onset of the quarantine where it felt 
like everybody’s real problem now was that 
they’re faced with themselves, 24 hours a 
day. In the end the conflict is generally 
you against yourself, which is why I drew 
the inspiration from mixed martial artists 
like Anthony Joshua and Mike Platinum Per-
ry. I listen to a lot of interviews with 
fighters and they always kind of arrive at 
“yeah actually it doesn’t matter who you 
put across from me it’s just me against my-
self”. So that felt pertinent to what was 
and what is going on.

How did that translate musically, it’s not as if the record 
has a lot of dissonance, in a lot of ways it’s a very 
peaceful collection?
Yeah it’s a meditative album, so I was just 
trying to sit with myself and just come to 
accept that people are going to operate 
outside of our control and that’s not going 
to be our most desired response. So it’s 
actually a sort of therapeutic effort on my 
behalf to come to grips with that.

How have you been going spending 24 hours 
a day with yourself?
It’s a challenge! I’m getting by. It’s not 
so bad here in LA, you can still go outside 
and not come into contact with anybody, I 
got a little studio set up at home, I have 
my neighbor Ariana Papademetropoulos and 
we’ve sort of been in the quarantine to-
gether and it’s nice having her around. So 
it’s not so bad, but I probably wouldn’t 
mind if it was over. 

What’s your routine been like?
My normal routine is I get up, I bee line 
for the coffee, then I go work out in the 
Arroyo Seco, which is a very special place 
to me. 

What’s that? 
A dry river valley in Pasadena, it’s been 
the inspiration for a lot of stuff and was 
important to me growing up, later in my 
teen years it was where I’d go smoke weed, 
and in recent times especially in light of 
the pandemic has been a nice getaway from 
everything, a very beautiful spot.

So I go there then I come home and make 
some lunch, and then I usually work on some 



music, then when it’s nearly sunset I might 
do some yoga, I take a walk, make dinner, 
maybe watch a movie or work on music more, 
and go to sleep.

That’s sound like a pretty ideal routine to me, regardless 
of the situation?
Yeah it’s not bad! I think I’ll take a lot 
out of this once it’s over. I think I was 
doing things a bit excessively and a bit 
frantically in my life before this so I 
could take something from that.

What kind of workout are you doing down 
in the Arroyo Seco?
I do lunges, bear crawls, burpees, sit ups, 
squats, bicep curls, more sit ups, triceps 
stuff, push ups, planks - everything. I was 
running but right when the pandemic hit - 
and I heard this is common among people - I 
went into this kind of beast mode, my tes-
tosterone spiked or my adrenaline spiked 
and I couldn’t really get it down so I was 
just going insane running 10 miles a day 
working out 2 hours a day and I fucked up 
my ankle from going a bit too hard. 

How did you get into music, was it something your 
parents encouraged you to do or something you came 
to independently?
I didn’t come from a soccer mom approach 
or anything, but when I was 13 I was a bit 
lost, smoking a lot of weed and hanging out 
in the park, I didn’t really have anything 
I was passionate about, and my mom told me 
“oh you gotta do something you know”. I 
didn’t play sports and my friend Michael 
Dwyer played piano, and he had a really 
cool teacher named Roark Hunnicutt, who was 
this neurotic kind of guy. So we’d go in 
there and we definitely learned some piano 
stuff but it was really loose and a lot of 
the time we’d just end up talking the whole 
time, just tripping on stuff, pontificat-
ing, theorizing about things, and that’s 
really what got me into music. I think so 
much of being a musician is just learn-

ing how to hang out with people, so much of 
your time as a musician is spent backstage 
and waiting around, so if you have anxious 
energy or something it’s not going to work 
in your favor. So that’s what got me into 
it, just hanging. From there I was mentored 
by a really great man named John Clay-
ton, a sort of LA jazz legend who was part 
of Count Basie’s band and mentored by the 
great Ray Brown, mentored a bit by Quincy 
Jones, amazing arranger and composer, and 
he really helped me get serious.

Were you playing in bands as a teenager 
or more orchestra type stuff?
As a teenager I was playing in jazz com-
bos. From a pretty young age I was working 
in music, playing in cafes and then playing 
jazz at weddings and stuff like that, and 
that continued until about my mid 20s when 
I started touring with people profession-
ally. I didn’t have like an emo band or a 
punk band, that sort of just passed me by, 
now I can get into it but at the time I was 
pretty squared away on jazz.

How did you make that transition to being 
a touring musician with more popular artists?
I was kind of encouraged by a musician who 
was older than me, he sort of disrupt-
ed everything I had learned up until that 
point, he said “that’s cool that you can do 
complicated stuff, but you really have to 
learn how to do simple stuff if you want a 
broader scope of people to understand it”. 
I think that’s an important part of being a 
musician, or being any kind of artist, be-
ing able to simplify, and so it was thanks 
to him that I began that transition.

What’s your relationship to the piano like?
You have the orchestra at your fingertips. 
You can play the bass, you can play the 
chords, you can play the melody, you can 
play the rhythm. I’m a big fan of the pi-
anist Ahmad Jamal, and at one point I ran 
into his bassist at In & Out after one of 
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his gigs. I said “What’s it like to play 
with Mr Jamal?” He said “Imagine he’s the 
conductor of a philharmonic but he forgot 
the score at home” - so he’s just making up 
the orchestrations as he goes along. That 
really spoke to me, and that’s what I try 
to do when I play piano.

How does that apply to recording?
Most of my composing and even when I’m re-
cording with other people, even if the song 
is written or sketched there’s still gonna 
be a degree of improvisation where you’re 
like “Oh maybe this new chord voicing will 
bring out the melody in such a way”, or 
“Maybe this rhythmic pattern will help the 
groove”. I think that’s what’s great about 
recording live. Think about James Brown, 
where the band is basically playing the 
same two bar loop the whole song, maybe 
with a little change here and there, but 
the fact that their energy is behind it is 
what gives the song momentum and makes it 
interesting, for a long period of time. So 
to answer your question I guess when I’m 
recording or producing I’m still trying to 
bring an element of surprise and improvi-
sation, and at the same time I’m thinking 
about the orchestra, in an abstract way - 
“How is this bass part going to effect this 
horn part” or “How is this melody going to 
be supported by these chords?”

What was different about the way you approached 
My Garden to your previous records?
On those albums - Tuscany, Travel - I was 
thinking outward, thinking of different 
places, different locations, trying to ex-
pand my imagination outward, and on My Gar-
den I wanted to talk about things that are 
important to me, emotionally. Stories that 
had an emotional impact on me, or places 
like the Arroyo Seco which holds a special 
significance in my upbringing. The whole 
thing is a bit of a testament to LA in a 
sense. The mood of LA, and how I related to 
my world around me.

What is it about LA - what’s so magnetic for you, what drew 
you back from New York and keeps you there?
I’d say what drew me back was it just got 
too expensive living in New York. Being 
back, I’m just attracted to the lifestyle - 
the way people approach each other or don’t 
approach each other. Just the fact that 
it’s try and it can be so still. Then I 
think about car culture - my dad was a big 
car enthusiast, so I think about low rid-
ers and how something like that could real-
ly only have it’s genesis or be developed 
in LA, where you have all this space and 
it’s not snowing, people are hanging out in 
backyards or front yards. Stuff like that 
draws me to it. And then there’s so much 
mysticism going around and people are real-
ly open to that. Of course that can real-
ly lead you down a bad path and into some 
bullshit but there’s also something there 
that I’m inspired by.

How does mysticism and spirituality play a role in your 
day to day?
I try to keep that in mind. I’ve done a bit 
of work to try and tap into what does it 
feel like to connect with something higher 
than yourself, is there a higher self with-
in ourselves. I don’t want to belabor that, 
but at the same time I want to see, does 
this music that I’m making inspire that in 
me? Can I feel it in a deeper place? Is it 
just a cool groove or a cool melody, or 
does it feel like I’m connecting with some-
thing higher? That’s my own personal pro-
cess and I wouldn’t wish to impose that on 
anyone else, if they just want to put my 
album on and make breakfast that’s totally 
cool too.
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NETWORKED RECOLLECTIONS BY ILL-STUDIO AND SLAM JAM.
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01. 
ARMED 

ROBBERY

04. 
THE ART OF 
SURVIVAL

07. 
PHYSARUM

POLYCEPHALUM

09. 
DRONE

HUNTING
EAGLE

10. 
BINAURAL

RECORDING

11. 
POISON 

DART FROG

08. 
SEATTLE KINGDOME 

DEMOLITION

05. 
US BULLION 
DEPOSITORY

06. 
THE DAMNED 

CAST INTO HELL

02. 
ELECTRON 

MICROGRAPH 
PORTRAIT

03. 
WEST HAM

ULTRAS 

20. 
BANGGAI 

CARDINALFISH

21. 
NFL BANNED 
FACEMASKS

22. 
SOONG CHING

LING MEMORIAL

12. 
TREPANATION

15. 
THE MIND’S EYE

17. 
HYBRID 

CREATURES

18. 
WEEVIL

19. 
CIZIA ZYKË

16. 
STRATOLAUNCH

13. 
GABOON VIPER

14. 
HOOVER 

DAM FLAG
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TYSON VS 

HOLYFIELD II

24. 
MOLOTOV 
COCKTAIL

27. 
LOW ORBITAL 
SPIDER WEBS

30. DOIN TIME 
IN TIMES SQUARE

31. 
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32. 
PRISON MAP

28. 
TEETH 

NUMBERING 
SYSTEM

29. 
PICKPOCKET
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BAIKONUR 

COSMODROME
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MACHINE 
LEARNING
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33. 
NORTHDROP 

B-2 SPIRIT

36. 
MIDDLE AGE

SURGERY

39. 
ATO BOLDON

41. 
MILITARY PARADE

42. 
TAMU MASSIF

40. 
BEIPANJIANG BRIDGE

41. 
MELTING 

METAL CHART
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34. 
SINK HOLES

35. 
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OF THE USELESS
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The path, such as it is, is not meant for me. Or, 
it’s fine and I’m allowed to be there. Or, nobody 
cares. No one that would tell me so, anyway. Who 
would come up to my face and say, Hey, this is not 
the path for you. I don’t think that would happen. 
I can’t imagine that ever happening.
 I walk the path, or a part of it, each day 
to work. From my house, a little thing tucked 
away among all the other houses—a white stucco 
bungalow in the shade of an old oak tree that 
doesn’t belong to me; air plants and moss stuck 
to its branches that are forever blowing into my 
yard, which I sweep most mornings because I get 
up early anyway––to the hospital, a great big, 
bigger thing. The path isn’t meant for walking, 
not really. Although there are no signs to say 
that you can’t. There are no signs that say that 

you can, or can’t do, anything. But everyone knows 
what it’s for. Everyone knows that this is where 
the college kids and the doctors come to run. 
These are nice people, educated people, people 
with money, so they tolerate me. They might not 
approve, exactly, but it’s just a little harder 
these days for people like that to say what they 
think to a person like me. I’m not saying we’ve 
solved anything; I’m just saying it’s nice that 
sometimes people think twice now.
 I am the only person I have ever seen here, 
looking down at my feet, walking this path. In all 
the times I’ve walked it, it’s only me I’ve ever 
seen here walking. And I walk it twice a day. I 
like the path. It goes most of the way from where 
I live to where I work. It’s tan and dusty in the 
summertime, sodden and brown in the spring. In the 
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BY PHILIP WATTS
winter it’s just about right; firm and cool under-
foot. It never gets cold here, not the way cold 
can be. Usually it’s a little brisk, but still; 
not too much wind. And the small stones crunch 
beneath my orthopedic shoes in a pleasant manor. 
Which is why I walk this way, rather than, say, 
on the other side of the road, on the sidewalk 
where the houses are. My shoes are white, and they 
stand out in the sun against the dirt and my green 
scrubs when I look down to see where I am.
 When I look up, or ahead, I see only branch-
es. The trees they have planted, the city or the 
university; some ancient person of historical im-
portance long ago, are wide and tall and were 
planted for long ago reasons none of us will ever 
know. Except maybe the tree experts, or the his-
tory buffs. Which I am not. On either side of me, 
between the fence and the street, these branches 
form a tunnel around my body. An arch that covers 
my head and provides shade in the springtime and 
the summer; a lattice of cool blue light in the 
winter, when the branches are less full and half 
of what should be above is below, on the ground.
 Nothing is ever bare here; it never gets 
cold enough and it rains throughout the year. 
Which is another good thing about the canopy.
 That’s why they come here, too. The run-
ners and joggers and doctors and professors. The 
path is soft underfoot and protected. And it makes 
a loop around the university. It’s about three 
miles all around, a decent workout. But I only 
walk a little of that. A mile, maybe. Just enough 
to clear my head. Which I need sometimes because 
most times even the strong black coffee I make in 
the mornings before I sweep the yard isn’t enough 
to wake me. I make it thick, in a special pot. 
It looks like tar and tastes like dirt. And it’s 
everything I need for breakfast, except maybe an 
apple, or a slice of toast. Which I grab sometimes 
for the journey before I leave the house. Outside 
I can smell citrus, and a damp not-unpleasant 
thing that I find difficult to place, so I don’t.
 There are plenty of things to look at on 
the path. There are the runners, of course. And 
the joggers. The people passing me in the wrong 
direction. Which is the right direction, because 
I am the one in the wrong. You’re only supposed to 
run the path the one way––the opposite way I walk 
it. Which means there are two rules I am breaking 

each day, twice a day. And, still, nobody says 
anything.
 There’s the Spanish moss, drowned in brown 
puddles. And the opulent, cold houses on the oth-
er side of the road. They have wide glass windows 
and catalog interiors—science fiction homes that 
look empty, lonely. I imagine the families that 
live inside them, or sometimes herds of rac-
coons. I know that’s not the correct name for a 
group of raccoons; that it’s probably something 
like, pride, or school, or one of the other 
strange terms people better educated than myself 
know to use for a group of animals living togeth-
er, moving together, migrating from one place to 
the next as a single family unit. I imagine all 
sorts of critters taking over the houses. Bugs 
and slugs and great wild creatures from the sa-
vanna plains. There’s the lonely, green plastic 
chair tucked beneath the scoreboard beside the 
baseball diamond to look at, and the silver cas-
ings on the floodlights catching the sparkling 
early morning sun. There are seeds and leaves and 
palm fronds that hover just out of reach. There’s 
the little farm, or maybe it’s just a vegetable 
garden, hidden away on the other side of the 
trees. The little coop of chickens that stands 
battered and busy beside the neat rows of beans 
and carrots and tomatoes on the vine. There’s the 
marine corps naval science building, that I have 
never seen anyone walk into or out of, just cars 
parked in neat lines in a half––empty lot. Shiny 
red and silver trucks, the kind you get almost 
everywhere here. And sometimes the blue univer-
sity buses of uncommon wisdom, that pass me as I 
walk, packed with students. The owl with the moon 
eyes staring back at me as I make the light just 
in time to cross the street.

I have gotten used to this, the routine. I am a 
creature of habit, and it’s my habit now to ig-
nore the looks I get from the runners in their 
serious clothes. Clothes made of nylon and rubber 
and reflective things, things that stretch and 
glow and curve, hugging their serious bodies. 
Or the older ones, the joggers in nylon short-
shorts and collegiate sweatshirts, rain jackets 
and baseball caps. Or the babies in buggies, com-
ing towards me, pushed ahead of their well––to––do 





running mothers. Or the infinite others, passing 
beside me, around me, because I am in the way. 
An obstacle between here and there, wherever it 
is they have decided the finish line should be. 
Walking along a path in a city where nobody walks 
to work.
 There is no middle ground here. But I am 
the middle. I am the center of the circle, hold-
ing. This is the path I walk each morning, every 
evening, to––and––from work. And sometimes on my 
days off, too. If, for some reason, I have to go 
this way. Which sometimes I do.
 The museums are this way, and the bail bond 
places. Where I sometimes need to go because my 
uncle, my mother’s brother, H.S.––who came here 
long before me and whose house I first lived in; 
who helped me and introduced me to his friends, 
the people at his work, the first man I ever knew 
here, who left me to decide what to do about it 
and wouldn’t answer the phone once I’d made up 
my mind, whose number was disconnected, eventu-
ally, and now I don’t think about even half as 
much––is a terrible drunk. And sometimes he is bad 
enough to get himself locked-up. Not usually for 
anything too serious. An argument over the pool 
table, maybe. Or maybe urinating someplace he 
shouldn’t. Which they mark down here as indecent 
exposure. As though there’s some other way to go 
to the bathroom without exposing yourself. Which 
means sometimes I have to go back this way on my 
day off, along the path to the metro stop outside 
the hospital. Where I’ll take the train a few 
stops downtown, to where the bail bonds shops and 
the liquor stores are. All the things you might 
need if you’re getting someone out of jail, or 
you yourself are just getting out. And I sit there 
silently seething in the air––conditioned car, 
imagining what H.S. will say; how I know he will 
ask me not to say anything to Nina, his sometimes, 
now-again wife.
 Monday’s are usually my day off. And Mon-
day’s are the day he usually gets out. Because 
Friday nights are when he gets himself into trou-
ble and then it’s the weekend, and there’s nothing 
anybody can do. So, after my shift I sit quietly 
in the heat of their little living room, watching 
the children watching the television, and Nina be-
hind them, pacing back––and––forth with the phone 
wrapped around her ear in the doorway. She calls 
their friends; his friends. Then the bars. Later 
she calls the hospitals and the station, looking 

for him before he’s gone.
 On Tuesday it’s back to my normal routine. 
And it’s then that I realize that walking the 
path is the easy part. That it’s the stopping 
when you get there that’s hard. It’s the getting 
yourself ready and standing still and breathing 
slowly. It’s the learning, or learning to fake 
that you know what you’re doing. The being ef-
ficient and available and caring and able. The 
helping them on your hands and knees, if you 
have to. The praying and cleaning and moving 
and holding and touching, inserting a tube into 
places you never knew tubes could go, that you 
now do so often that you don’t even think about 
it; the things that you do. You don’t see the 
thing you are touching for the thing that it is. 
And then, afterwards, talking quietly with the 
family in the hall and cleaning the room and 
pulling back the sheets and changing the bed. 
And knowing what to do all the time; the never 
getting anything wrong, because if you ever get 
anything wrong something terrible will happen. 
And then you will probably lose your job, and 
you wouldn’t know what to do then; wouldn’t know 
what else to do with your life. Because this has 
been your life now for such a long time. And then 
you wouldn’t get to walk from your little white 
house to work anymore, past the Blue Hand—a shop 
you’ve never been to but that you stare at each 
day, wondering who shops there; the sort of per-
son that might spend their hard––earned money on 
esoteric wares—and along the dirt path, watch-
ing the runners—the way some of them move their 
bodies one way, and others another––and all the 
other things that change a little each day. The 
same way you change a little each day. The same 
way you change the name on the door to the room 
when it’s time. Or the information on the white 
board: the patient, her name and date of birth; 
her doctor; her pain rating from one––to––ten, 
by circling one of the five coloured faces. And 
then starting all over again the next time, and 
again the next day. Or whenever someone leaves 
and someone else comes in. That’s the hard part. 
The walking you like just fine.

 
 



BOSOZOKU LOGOS
(JAPANES MOTORCYCLE GANGS) 
COMPILED BY CHARLES DEROYAN, MASALA NOIR.



BOSOZOKU LOGOS
(JAPANES MOTORCYCLE GANGS) 
COMPILED BY CHARLES DEROYAN, MASALA NOIR.































4 cups shitake mushrooms, stems removed and thinly sliced

2 tsps paprika

1⁄2 lb winter squash (such as blue hubbard, kabocha, or butternut), peeled, seeds removed, 

and diced into large chunks

1 yellow onion, thinly sliced

2 garlic cloves, thinly sliced 

5 sage leaves

1⁄2 lb broccoli, chopped into bite-sized pieces

1 lb pasta (such as campanelle, shells, anything with nooks + crannies)

1⁄2 block tofu

2 tbsps rice vinegar

1⁄2 cup plus 4 tbsps olive oil, divided

3 tsps salt, divided

VEGAN MAC + CHEESE WITH 
SHIITAKE BACON
BY DIMES NYC

SERVES 4-6



Place mushrooms in a medium mixing bowl. Toss with paprika, 2 teaspoons salt, 
and 2 tablespoons olive oil. Roast at 400 °F until crispy, stirring occasionally.
Toss squash with 2 tablespoons olive oil. Roast at 375 °F until very tender.

Meanwhile, caramelize onions, garlic, sage, and remaining half cup of olive oil 
in a large skillet over high heat. Transfer to a bowl and set aside.

Use the same skillet to sauté the broccoli, add more oil if needed to lightly coat. 
Saute over medium-high heat until just tender.

Boil a large stockpot of water and cook pasta according to packaging. 
Drain pasta and place back in stockpot.

Place roasted squash, caramelized onion mixture, tofu, rice vinegar, and remaining 
2 teaspoons of salt in a blender and blend until very smooth and creamy.
 
Add sauce to the stockpot and stir to combine. Fold in broccoli and shiitake bacon.
Enjoy with TONS of hot sauce. We particularly like ours with Crystal Hot Sauce 
or Frank’s Red Hot.

DRAWING BY SARA RABIN
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FLOSSY





















MY FAVOURITE
FRENCH FILMS
BY GUILLAUME BERG





















GARRETT MORIN









3/4 cup + 2 tbsp buckwheat flour 

1/2 cup dark cocoa powder

2 tbsp corn starch 

1/2 tsp xantan gum 

1/2 tsp baking powder

1/4 tsp baking soda 

2 tbsp freshly ground fennel seeds 

1/2 tsp salt 

2 sticks unsalted butter, room temperature 

3/4 cup light brown sugar 

1/2 cup cane sugar 

Zest from one lemon 

1 egg

1 tbsp vanilla extract

1 1/2 cups dark/semi sweet chocolate, I use TCHO

Licorice salt 

BUCKWHEAT DOUBLE CHOCOLATE 
& FENNEL WITH LICORICE SALT
BY INTERNET COOKIES

GLUTEN FREE



GLUTEN FREE

Preheat oven to 350F. 

In the bowl of a stand mixer, beat together butter, sugar and lemon zest. Continue 
beating until the mixture is light and fluffy. About 5-7 minutes. Meanwhile whisk 
together the dry ingredients. 

Add the egg and vanilla extract and beat until it comes together. Add the mixed dry 
ingredients and beat until it just comes together. You might want to cover the mixer 
with a towel at this point because the cocoa tends to want to escape out of the bowl. 
Add the chocolate and beat one last time. If you use TCHO chocolate discs then you can 
either chop them in half before you add them to the batter or break them up inside the 
batter with the machine mixing on high for a few seconds, on and off. This will break 
most of discs and leave some whole. 

With a cookie/ice cream scoop, scoop out approx 11 cookies. 
Top each cookie with a TCHO disc (again, if you’re using TCHO) and bake for 9-10 minutes 
and sprinkle with licorice salt when they come out of the oven.

They won’t look ready but they’ll continue cooking on the cookie sheet as they rest. 
Let them rest for up to half a day before transferring them to a place. You can also 
speed up this process with cooling them in the freezer after they’ve rested for 30 
minutes. Because IT’S VERY HARD TO NOT EAT A COOKIE STRAIGHT OUT OF THE OVEN. 
But these are really best if you just let them sit for a bit. 

DRAWING BY STEFAN MARX



QUARANTINE DRAWINGS
03.12.2020 - PRESENT
BY SERBAN IONESCU

A drawing a day keeps the germs away.
It is during times of hardship and 
uncertainty that fantasy is most needed. 
To open up a horizon beyond the known. 
I am seeking that in the quarantine 
drawings. I never know what I am making. 
The line leads itself.  



Drawings spontaneously grow into 
abstractions, objects, furnitures 
and architectures. 

The only structure needed is routine 
and a pencil.

Made in Toronto.
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TOYA HORIUCHI
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ARTWORK:
FAVOURITE NIGHTMARES

















So here are some scans from Bukari House or 
Bikkuri House (I’ve seen it both ways). 
The A Bikkuri house is a fun house or trick 
house like what you’d get at a fun fair/amuse-
ment park. I can’t find too much info about the 
magazine. It was published by Parco and seems 
kind of national lampoon-y, Viz etc but also 
- weirdly - a lot of attention paid to graphic 
design and illustration - which in that period 
was  going off in Japan (to my taste, anyway)  
- so much amazing work. Artists and Mangaka 
like  Harumi Yamaguchi, Peter Sato, Iku Akiya-
ma, Yosuke Kawamura, King Terry (Teruhiko Yumu-
ra), Ebisu Yoshikazu even Fujio Akatsuka etc.

-M.K.

SOME SCANS FROM BUKARI 
HOUSE MAGAZINE
FROM THE COLLECTION OF MATTHEW KILLIP














































