
WELCOME 

 

COVENANT 

LOVE IS THE DOCTRINE OF THIS CHURCH,  THE QUEST OF TRUTH IS ITS 

SACRAMENT  AND SERVICE IS ITS PRAYER.     THIS IS OUR GREAT 

COVENANT:  TO DWELL TOGETHER IN PEACE,  TO SEEK KNOWLEDGE IN 

FREEDOM,  TO SERVE HUMAN NEED,  TO THE END THAT ALL SOULS SHALL   

GROW IN HARMONY WITH THE DIVINE. 

 

OPENING WORDS 

 

“25 Years Ago: The New York Times Falls for the Great Grunge Speak Hoax” by Martin 

Kidlty 

 

Fans of off-mainstream music often end up reading articles about the art they love 

written by bemused mainstream journalists. Typically, these writers have been ordered 

to cover the story because their bosses are uncomfortable that they’ve already missed 

the boat. 

 

It’s been happening since rock ’n’ roll arrived in the ‘50s, and soon began amassing 

column inches in the press all over the world. From the beginning, many of those inches 

were devoted to the genre’s imminent demise – thus proving that, while the mainstream 

was pretending to “get it,” they didn’t “get it” at all. 

 

That was certainly the experience of Megan Jasper, a recently laid-off receptionist for 

Seattle’s Sub Pop Records. Contacted by the New York Times about the then-

burgeoning grunge movement, she knew they didn’t “get it” – and she didn’t want them 

to “get it.” So, on the spot, Jasper invented one of rock’s greatest hoaxes. 

 

Sub Pop were at the epicenter of the scene. Bruce Pavitt’s label had given Nirvana, 

Soundgarden and Mudhoney (among others) their first record deals, becoming known 

along the way for having developed the “Seattle sound.” Still, like many in the city’s 

hyperactive music scene, Jasper didn’t believe there was a “movement” at all. 

 

Her old Sub Pop boss had passed along the call, which found a typically arrogant, 

acerbic reporter asking if grunge had its own slang. The 25-year-old Jasper – who later 

returned to become the label’s visionary executive vice president – made an impish 

decision: She invented a list of phrases that the Times then published on Nov. 15, 1992. 

 

“All subcultures speak in code,” Rick Marin wrote for a story headlined “Lexicon of 



Grunge: Breaking the Code.” “Megan Jasper, a 25-year-old sales representative at 

Caroline Records in Seattle, provided this lexicon of grunge speak, coming soon to a 

high school or mall near you.” 

 

On her list: 

 

“Tom-tom club” – uncool outsiders 

 

“Fuzz” – heavy wool sweaters 

 

“Harsh realm” – bummer 

 

“Lamestain” – uncool person 

 

“Swingin’ on the flippity-flop” – hanging out 

 

 

 

A follow-up piece in a cultural magazine called The Baffler revealed the truth. Thomas 

Frank reported in March 1993 that Jasper had indeed made the whole thing up, as an 

act of revenge against the mainstream approach to music she loved. 

 

Jasper told Frank that she’d been astonished by journalists’ “weird idea that Seattle was 

this incredibly isolated thing.” She added: “I could tell [the interviewer] anything. I could 

tell him people walked on their hands to shows.” 

 

The Times demanded an apology from Frank, accusing him of falsely claiming they’d 

published inaccuracies. He refused. Frank responded. “We at The Baffler really don’t 

care about the legitimacy of this or that fad, but when the Newspaper of Record goes 

searching for the Next Big Thing and the Next Big Thing piddles on his leg, we think 

that’s funny.” 

 

 

CHALICE LIGHTING 

I’ve always looked for the perfect life to step into. I’ve taken all the paths to get where I 

wanted. But no matter where I go, I still come home. 

 

 

PRELUDE 

“Like a Stone,” Audioslave 



 

 

READING 

 

Cheerios 

BY BILLY COLLINS 

One bright morning in a restaurant in Chicago 

as I waited for my eggs and toast, 

I opened the Tribune only to discover 

that I was the same age as Cheerios. 

 

Indeed, I was a few months older than Cheerios 

for today, the newspaper announced, 

was the seventieth birthday of Cheerios 

whereas mine had occurred earlier in the year. 

 

Already I could hear them whispering 

behind my stooped and threadbare back, 

Why that dude’s older than Cheerios 

the way they used to say 

 

Why that’s as old as the hills,  

only the hills are much older than Cheerios 

or any American breakfast cereal, 

and more noble and enduring are the hills, 

 

I surmised as a bar of sunlight illuminated my orange juice. 

 

 

SONG 

“Disarm,” Smashing Pumpkins 

 

MEDITATION 

“A Young Woman, A Tree” by Alicia Ostriker 

 

The life spills over, some days. 

She cannot be at rest, 

Wishes she could explode 

 

Like that red tree— 



The one that bursts into fire 

All this week. 

 

Senses her infinite smallness 

But can’t seize it, 

Recognizes the folly of desire, 

 

The folly of withdrawal— 

Kicks at the curb, the pavement, 

If only she could, at this moment, 

 

When what she’s doing is plodding 

To the bus stop, to go to school, 

Passing that fiery tree—if only she could 

 

Be making love, 

Be making a painting, 

Be exploding, be speeding through the universe 

 

Like a photon, like a shower 

Of yellow flames— 

She believes if she could only catch up 

 

With the riding rhythm of things, of her own electrons, 

Then she would be at rest— 

If she could forget school, 

 

Climb the tree, 

Be the tree, 

burn like that. 

 

She doesn’t know yet, how could she  

      That this same need  

      Is going to erupt every September  

      And that in 40 years the idea will strike her  

      From no apparent source,  

      In a Laundromat  

      Between a washer and a dryer,  

      Like one of those electric light bulbs  

      Lighting up near a character’s head in a comic strip—  



      There in that naked and soiled place  

      With its detergent machines,  

      Its speckled fluorescent lights,  

      Its lint piles broomed into corners as she fumbles for quarters  

      And dimes, she will start to chuckle and double over  

      Into the plastic baskets’  

      Mountain of wet        

      Bedsheets and bulky overalls—  

      Old lady! She’ll grin,  

      beguiled at herself, 

 

Old lady! The desire to burn is already a burning! How about that! 

 

Meanwhile the maple  

Has also survived, and thinks 

It owes its longevity  

 

To its location  

Between a bus stop  

And a bar, and to its uniquely 

 

Mutant appetite for pollutants:  

Carbon monoxide, alcohol, spit…. 

The truth is, it enjoys city life. 

 

Regular working people suffer so harshly 

It makes a tree feel happier,  

Having nothing to do 

 

But feel its thousand orgasms each spring,  

Or stretch its limbs during the windy days  

That are like a Swedish massage,  

 

Or swoon into the fall  

Among its delicious rain-patters,  

Its saffron and red glowings. 

 

Then, when the tethered leaves  

Snatch themselves away like desperate  

Children ardent for freedom, 



 

It will let itself sigh, feel wise  

and resigned, and draw  

its thoughts downward toward its other crown, 

 

The secret leafless system  

That digs in dark  

its thick intelligent arms  

 

And stubborn hands  

Under the shops, the streets,  

The subways, the granite, 

 

The sewage pipes’  

Cold slime,  

As deep as that. 

 

 

MEDITATION IN MUSIC 

“All Apologies,” Nirvana 

 

 

READING 

“The Smashing Pumpkins Frontman Confronts Reality” by Angela K. Evans 

 

Backed by acoustic guitar strokes and simple piano notes — sometimes accompanied 

by strings, sometimes not — Billy Corgan’s idiosyncratic voice is the focal point of his 

stripped down album. It’s quintessential Corgan, although the scratchy, nasal reaches of 

the iconic ’90s alt-rock voice are more refined. And perhaps the musician is as well, 

choosing to release Ogilala under his full name, William Patrick Corgan, and giving up 

the shortened name of his youth, and arguably, The Smashing Pumpkins’ fame.  

 

“I’m 50 years old,” he says. “I think William seems a little bit more appropriate than Billy 

at this point in my life.” 

 

The singer is no stranger to controversy. The known contrarian has made headlines 

with his public squabbles with former bandmates, girlfriends and media outlets; his 

appearance, more than once, on known conspiracy theorist Alex Jones’ Infowars; and a 

recent appearance on The Howard Stern Show, where he shared an experience he had 

with what he calls a human shapeshifter, albeit in vague terms. But, he’s supposedly 



past all of that now, calling it all a part of his “artistic, whatever, insanity,” merely a 

“creation in my own mind.” He’s come full circle he says, back to the place where he 

can sit in a room with a guitar and care enough to “actually try to make something with 

it.” 

 

Early in his career, Corgan displayed an uncanny ability to internalize the external world 

through his music, writing songs that captured the inner turmoil and shared angst of the 

late 20th century American experience. 

 

“I’m much more attracted to the myth of America than the reality of America,” Corgan 

says. “I think the myth of America is very powerful and drives a lot of us forward in ways 

that are certainly unconscious. But the reality of America is always a mess.” 

 

In many ways, the same could be said about The Smashing Pumpkins: The myth of the 

band from the 1990s drives people to want more from the group, but the reality of its 

four members has been messy for decades. 

 

“The myth is more powerful than the reality,” Corgan says. “Go watch a clip of us 

playing from 1994; we’re pretty ragtag. You know, we’re good, but we’re not perfect. But 

in people’s minds the idea of those four people on a stage, that’s a shining light.” 

 

Corgan’s current tour features one set from the new album and a second covering work 

from his entire career, including some Smashing Pumpkins songs he hasn’t played live 

this century. What happens next remains to be seen, but the singer isn’t ruling out a full 

reunion of the band just yet. He seems almost hopeful it will happen soon. 

 

But maybe that’s just the power of the myth, which for America, and perhaps even for 

Corgan himself, is rooted in the possibility to transform 

 

OFFERTORY 

“Creep,” Radiohead 

 

 

SERMON 

 

In a 1995 episode of The Simpsons, Homer joins a modern rock festival named 

Hullabalooza and meets a number of musicians, including Cypress Hill, Peter Frampton, 

and Sonic Youth. When he meets Billy Corgan, the lead singer of The Smashing 

Pumpkins, he says, “You know, my kids think you're the greatest, and thanks to your 



gloomy music they've finally stopped dreaming of a future I can't possibly provide.” 

Corgan replies, “Well, we try to make a difference.” 

 

And I think that’s the way a lot of people born before 1965 felt about grunge. Compared 

to the bright, uptempo synthesizers and decadent glam-rock hair metal of the 1980s, the 

music that came out of Seattle in the early 1990s was a bummer. These Generation X 

kids sure are morose, aren’t they? 

 

Of course, generational divides are nothing new. That same episode of The Simpsons 

featured a flashback where a teenaged Homer and his friends are observed “rocking 

out” to the song “You Make Me Feel Like Dancing.” Homer tells his father, “You wouldn't 

understand, Dad, you're not with it!” 

 

Grampa Simpson responds, “I was with it once! And then they changed what it was! 

And now what I'm with isn't it and what's it seems weird and scary to me! And it'll 

happen to you!” 

 

Do you remember being young, when everything burned just a little brighter, when each 

triumph or failure, no matter how small, felt monumental? The grunge scene of the early 

1990s distilled the anger, boredom, and frustration of kids who’d come of age under 

Reagan, in an era where wealth was idealized, where greed was good, where factories 

began to move offshore and unions began to lose power. Their parents had marched for 

civil rights and against the war, then traded in their Bell-bottoms for Brooks Brothers 

suits. Along come some scruffy twenty-somethings in ripped jeans and old flannel shirts, 

wondering, What the hell am I doing here? I don’t belong here. 

 

Grunge was startlingly progressive, a pointed rebuke to the open sexism, racism, and 

homophobia of bands like Motley Crüe, Guns ‘n’ Roses, and Van Halen. Pearl Jam’s 

song “WMA (White Male American)” examines the privilege of someone who “won the 

lottery when he was born.” 

 

Do no wrong 

So clean cut 

Dirty his hands 

It comes right off 

 

Kurt Cobain spoke bluntly, writing in the liner notes to one album, “At this point I have a 

request for our fans. If any of you in any way hate homosexuals, people of different 

color, or women, please do this one favor for us — leave us...alone! Don’t come to our 

shows and don’t buy our records.” 



 

For a young kid like me, someone who was ten years old when “Smells Like Teen 

Spirit” hit the airwaves, this was my first real exposure to rock and roll. This was the 

moment I started paying attention. I don’t think I’m exaggerating when I say that these 

artists helped shape my moral compass. I listened first to the guitar and the drums, to 

the whole sound of the music, but over time the lyrics began to sink in. Grunge has 

never seemed gloomy to me. Instead, it feels deeply pained by injustice, both personal 

and societal. And that I could understand. 

 

What I didn’t understand was the way time changes everything. At ten or eleven, the 

world seems carved out of stone. Your parents are the same as they’ve always been. 

Your life is school and chores and homework and riding a bike. Time seems to pass so 

slowly that being an adult, being old—you know, like 30–might as well be a concept 

from science fiction. What could change this? 

 

And then Kurt Cobain took his own life in 1994. Suddenly, the world was fragile and 

temporary, flesh and blood rather than stone. Maybe adults didn’t have everything 

figured out after all. Kurt had the desire to burn felt by Alicia Ostriker’s young woman, 

but he didn’t live long enough to realize that this same need would erupt every 

September. He never made it to the mundane middle-aged laundry folding stage. 

 

There is a tendency to romanticize artists who die young, and I want to be careful to 

avoid that. Cobain was a genius, yes, but the tragedy of his death is not about the music 

we were denied or a statement of artistic purity. It was simply a young man losing his 

battle with drugs and depression. If his music seems more meaningful in retrospect, and 

perhaps that’s inevitable, we should recognize that time itself is acting as a creative 

force, adding shades that couldn’t have existed in 1993. 

 

Kurt is not the only grunge ico to pass. Shannon Hoon of Blind Melon, Layne Staley of 

Alice In Chains, Scott Weiland of Stone Temple Pilots, and, most recently, Chris Cornell 

of Soundgarden are gone, too. My childhood icons disappear one by one. 

 

The passage of time has brought the surviving men and women of grunge into their 

fifties. Billy Corgan ran a gourmet tea shop in Chicago. Jonny Greenwood, the guitarist 

from Radiohead writes film scores, most recently for Paul Thomas Anderson’s Phantom 

Thread. Courtney Love—who was Kurt Cobain’s wife and the lead singer of Hole—now 

offers dating advice via YouTube. Only Pearl Jam is still together, recording music and 

touring every few years.  

 



In high school, Pearl Jam was my favorite band. It started the first time I went skiing, 

when I accidentally got off the ski lift at the wrong stop and had to tumble my way down 

a black diamond slope I wasn’t prepared for. At the bottom of the hill, I limped into the 

ski lodge, where—and I am not kidding—the speakers were blasting Pearl Jam. Eddie 

Vedder was singing I, oh, I’m still alive. Sometimes, the universe just works that way. 

 

As the guys in Pearl Jam moved into their thirties, they began to explore spirituality, 

writing songs that moved away from the anger and frustrations of the young. They got 

married and had kids and raised money for charity, and if they sold fewer records, they 

maintained a loyal fan base who still follow their tours like Deadheads used to trail Jerry 

Garcia and company. 

 

I’m not sure why they’re the last band standing. Maybe it helped that the spotlight 

moved on to other bands. All I can say is that, while they are not as old as Cheerios, or 

even The Rolling Stones, they have been around long enough to witness their own 

transition from Angry Young Men to classic rock mainstays. Like the Young Woman 

who became an old lady, or like the tree that young woman wished to be, they have 

survived, through the waxing and waning of desire and excitement. The American myth 

is rooted in the power to transform, after all. Everyone will and must change. 

 

They’re still alive, and so are we. Perhaps you feel like you’re past your prime, like your 

light burned brighter when you were young. Remember that the desire to burn is also a 

burning. May your roots grow deep, past the subways and the sewers, as deep as that. 

 

 

HYMN 

“Hunger Strike,” Temple of the Dog 

 

CLOSING WORDS 

From Pearl Jam’s “Unthought Known” 

 

See the path cut by the moon 

For you to walk on 

See the waves on distant shores 

Awaiting your arrival 

Dream the dreams of other men 

You'll be no one's rival 

Dream the dreams of others then 

You will be no one's rival 

 



I look forward to swinging on the flippitty-flop with all of you lame stains. Go now in 

peace. 

 


