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vm In Love (With Nancy Reagan)

Why doas sho turn m on s0?
wny e
ersprezcing e egs
Wik M wann
Gonna wet my face because...

I'min love with Nancy Reagan
I'm in love with Nancy Reagan

T in fove with Nancy Reagan
I in fove with Nancy Reagan

When | see her on TV
With the vmergw ||Q 'stu me
How did I get 50 in love

7
She’s the only girl | wanna fuck because...

I in fove with Nancy Reagan
{'m in fove with Nancy Reagan
I in fove with Nancy Reagan
I in fove with Nancy Reagan

She's what | need
She’s what | need
She’s what | need
She’s what | need

Ha Ha Ha Ha

I in fove with Nancy Reagan
I'm in fove with Nancy Reagan
She's what | need

She's what | need

Shit Don't Stink

1im gonna ko you ofyour igh hrse
You ain'tfuckin’
oot bolovsyou Sores
You think you'e so perfect

Jou tnink your it o't tink
Well g0t news fo you
You think your shit don't stink
Well, I ot news fo you

Take a whiff
It's rank

You believe

Lcannot deal w
B o eAy
You wortness pice of shi

u rs God’s gift to the world

You think your shit don't stink...

Surf Nazi

Take me out to California
Where the sun and surf is really better
Where the scum and smog pollute the sea

Suck my dick surf nazi
Surtnazl tain'for me

Hey man, | live for the surf

Nothing o do | don't work

Bitchin’ man, it's a radi

Don’t swim there, Il o yuurfac:

Surf nazi, it ain't for me
Surf nazi

You Crack Me Up

It Halloween night
Timeto getgressedup
u're from

W Jers
S pimk et
R o et foped Cars it
Pink and green in your hair
And Michal Jackson rules!

Your riends say, ey, you reallylook uke apunk
You'say, | know, | saw th

e
You say'youknow al bout the punk Tock scene
and beat each other on the dance floor

They spi

You crack me up with your ignorance
You crack me up with your ignorance
You crack me up with your ignorance
You crack me up, haha

You rack me up wit your gnorance
You crack me up with your ignorance
Crack me up with yuur ignorance
You crack me up,

You crack me up, haha

You crack me up, haha

You crack me up

Hahaha

Brain Of My Own

e eal)
1 don't care what you have to say
Yeah, yeah
Butyou tell me anyway
feah,

O st
Dortwant your advice

I've got a brain of my own

've got a brain of my own

T've got a brain of my own ':
T've ot a brain of my own 4

eun'l Vi 158 me what | shoulh o
Ldon'twaltto noa t from i

I aln 't num
1 can solve my own prablems

I've got a brain of my own
T've got a brain of My own
T've ot a brain of my own
T've got a brain of my own

Yeah, yeah

Acid Head*
Knew a kid who was sane

Dekaived e brai away

He sits in a room by himself
Looks o books up ona et

e st n a chalr al ayong
That acid eater's been blown away
Ton s every day

Blew his mind away

Am What | Am*

Everywhere | go
People that | see

1just don't know why
They're always looking at me
I don't really care

Itdoesn't bother me

il just be myself

They can't fucking see
Because | am what | am
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TMA — Portrait of a New Jersey Punk Band (or Some-
thing Like That)

It's impossible to explain the 1980s to anyone who didn't live through
them. After a decade like the ‘70s where anything went and no one
gave a shit about what they looked like, the early ‘80s embraced con-
servative dress and ideas, which was no better personified than with
Huey Lewis’ banal decree that it was, indeed, ‘hip to be square.’ Any-
one with a brain—or a rock 'n’ roll heart—knew the decade was wrong.
Music had to suck if it took videos to break music stars. But reality was,
radio to the right of 92 on the FM dial, was too timid to play anything
new and/or interesting. Punk rock became the necessary evil until too
many boneheads saw it as a means to violence. By '87 punk bands
were either broken up, playing ‘roots’ music or a harder hybrid of punk
and metal. Only your sense of humor got you out alive.

The Jersey punk scene--whether called NJHC or not--was a quick
blast of great bands every bit the equal of their SoCal contemporaries.
(New Jersey is essentially Los Angeles with shittier roads and weather)
Except in true Jersey style, no one knew how to self-promote beyond
the local scene. And living in the shadow of NYC meant that anything
good was quickly absorbed by the punks next door. | was a latecomer
and never made the scene. But | bought the records and knew Glenny
Danzig had turned corny. The Misfits had been a great band. Adren-
alin 0.D. had the chops and the laughs but never the production they
deserved. Bodies in Panic and Mental Abuse had their followings.
Bedlam were out of control. Sand in the Face were out of state. And
TMA (which stood for the original trio of Tom, Mike and Al, but also ‘Too
Many Assholes’ once their fourth member, Dave, joined the band) had
akiller album called What's for Dinner? | borrowed it off my buddy Jon,
who didn’t mind spending $8 on albums that never came close to half
an hour of music.

“Nancy” aka “('m In Love With) Nancy Reagan,” was a perfect punk
anthem. It also appeared on an iconic NJ punk collection called Hard-
core Takes Over that featured bands who played at the Bloomfield, NJ
dive, The Dirt Club. That track alone would've made them NJ one-hit-
wonders on par with Detention's “Dead Rock 'n’ Rollers.” But the TMA-
album also gave us the title track, “Love Is All Around,” known as “The
Meary Tyler Moore Theme” (also covered by Husker Du), “I Forgot,” “Bag
Lady Love” and, my other personal fave, “Shit Don't Stink.”

Released in 1987, Beach Party 2000 reflects how the decade played
out for punks. Inspired amateurism evolved into greater competency.
and power -- and an insistence on adding more reverb. (“Don’t Waste
Your Time” sounds like Agent Orange, though Mike Wattage claims.
Killing Joke became a major influence.) Because TMA had always been
better musicians than their choice of genre suggested, they tried new
sounds. The artwork grew darker, more likely to capture the punk-
metal-crossover crowd that preferred stuff that looked heavier and
foreboding. More important to the band, the delinquent attitude stayed
the same. Unfortunately, they also went back to being a trio, losing the
vocal power of Dave Oldfield.

Eventually, the band went the way that bands do. (This is assuming
you don't have an endless stream of ‘replacements’ to keep the rip-
off in place).

The tired joke, “You're from Jersey? Which exit?” came about be-
cause the compact state has highways running through most of its
interesting towns. Because we were kids, we thought these towns
were dead, lame places. Some were more than others. But the angst
and dissatisfactions were just indications that we were alive. Songs
like the ones here—written and played out of a logical hate for the
mainstream culture surrounding us —are proof that, Oscar Wilde to
the contrary, youth is not wasted on the young. It's always up to the
individual. Tom, Mike, Al and Dave had a blast and |, for one, am fuck-
ing glad they had the sense to get it down on tape.

—Rob O'Connor

“Who are these guys? Well, whoever they are, they really shred. TMA
play totally fast, gnarly thrash with lots of hooks ‘n’ tunes. Tight and
clean, too. The lyrics are typical ‘punk rock’, bitchin’ ‘n’ moanin’ ‘bout
everythin’.”

—Tim Yohannon, MAXIMUMROCKNROLL (Nov. 1984)

“I have nothing but amazing memories from my days in the early

’80s with TMA. They were my friends. We did some really crazy shit
together and always had a blast. | would carry their equipment into
their shows and they would carry my records in when | DJ'ed in those
clubs. Their shows were complete chaos, packed with young punks
wiping out on floors full of spilt beer while moshing to their madness.
They were both fun and dangerous, but never took themselves too
seriously.

I loved playing them on my radio show at the Rutgers University radio
station, WRSU. Their songs are great and show off their sense of
humor about everything from politics to everyday nonsense.

The Jersey hardcore scene never got the respect or exposure it de-
served, and especially TMA. 'm reallly happy to see this reissue. TMA
s a band that deserves to be known!”

—Matt Pinfield, WRSU/MTV
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