Formed in 1993, these Los Angeles wild boys have been
at the forefront of the classic punk movement.  The Stitches are often compared to the '77 sound of The Sex Pistols meets the Heartbreakers. With multiple releases on their ownlabel, Vinyl Dog Records, The Stitches have remained true to the d.i.y. spirit.  The Stitches have a worldwide following. They have completed two European tours, two west coast tours and multiple one-off datesaround the country.  Though their raucous reputationis well deserved, there is no denying the catchiness of the songs or the adrenaline fueled energy of their
liveshows.  Stitches songs such as "Sixteen," "I JustWanna Fuck," "Livin' @ 110" and "Cars of Today" have
become cult anthems The Stitches have been featured numerous times inMaximum Rock and Roll and named
one of the top ten punk bands to watch for in 2001 atSpin.com.  More recently,The Stitches have completed a soon to be released l.p.produced by guitarist Pete Dee of  the legendary punkgroup The Adicts.  The Stitches also have justreleased the EP"Four More Songs From The Stitches" 12"
vinyl and CD on Kapow Records and will be touring topromote this release.   Here is what people have to say about Th Stitches:
"The Stitches infuse more energy into the New York Dolls' halfway between the gutter and the stars punk then David Johanssen could conjure, even if he waswearing six-inch heels. Their album, 8x12, is sure to
paint your lips red, but it's on singles that this California quartet truly shines. Their split with the
abovementioned Le Shok (on GSL records) goes off with the subtlety of a firecracker in your closed hand.
Their song "Cars Today" is a snotty burst of glam-garage and pissed vocals beamed in from a place
where retro and futurism  are the same thing." - www.spin.com

 "The Stitches have managed to combine the style and spontaneity of 1977 British punk with the complete and utter abandon of 1981 Southern California  beach punk. The Stitches have major attitude problems,
snotty vocals,  agressive guitar playing, powerful drumming, and a sexual deviant named Pete  on bass. You would never imagine that these glamorous pretty boys, with their  perfect hair and natty dress, would actually be
ill-tempered drunks, bar-room  fighters and all around world-class assholes.  Rock and roll isn't meant to be safe and the  Stitches have consistently displayed the worst kind of  psychopathic behavior for seven ugly years.  The
Stitches rock circles  around the pre-packaged college rock crap that most of
you idiots think is  punk. If  you are looking for abrasive, get-you-by-the-throat punk rock, go  see the Stitches.  You will never witness a collection of more fucked-up  individuals  playing punk rock this well." – Bruce Roehrs Maximum Rock N Roll

For more info visit:   www.thestitches.com

THE STITCHES SIGN TO TKO RECORDS
The rumors are true: the STITCHES have finally recorded a new album and it's coming out on TKO
RECORDS!!!!!!!!! We at TKO know we don't need to waste any time delving into how important this band is to the current Punk Music scene: how they almost single-handedly spearheaded the California 70's Punk
Rock Revival, how they are international cult superstars, how they have thumbed their noses at the
larger "indies" in favor of working with labels in the real underground, how they continue to defy the
boundaries of sub-genre classifications and inspire copy-cats and wannabe's from all over the scene, how
Beach Punks, Street Punks, Skate Punks, Garage Punks, Art Punks and everyone in between worship this
notorious band as THE REAL DEALS<caron>. TKO Records knows that all you need to hear is the release date,
so here it is: December 9th, 2002. In the meantime, head on over to the STITCHES HOME PAGE and check out
the the MP3 for "Electro Shock Clairol"!

THE STITCHES

In the early 90's, punk rock was almost completely desolate in Orange  County. The genuine, dangerous kind anyway - sure the label "punk was being thrown around here and there to wrongfully describe the safe Pennywise-type 
snowboarder stuff or the sometimes worse jock- fronted hardcore. Gone was  any kind of naturally occurring decadence, blacking out drunkeness, flamboyancy (if you walked down Beach Blvd looking theslightest bit odd 
around this time, you get called a fag or you'd get jumped, ironically in a  city where lots of punk's roots originated), no
cutthroat rebelliousness, no  subversive attitude or style. And if you DID harbor any of these qualities, 
you had to fight to be like this. Punk rock had almost come full circle, and  it took some real bravery to be seen with your hair
dyed wearing a leather  jacket with punker pins. Oh, and you can just forget
about any kind of  "scene". Sure you'd see some like-minded kids eventually, but just about the 
only place to get your rocks off was at Our House in Costa Mesa, an 18 and 
over coffee joint where the only remotely exciting bands that would play out 
were these flat- lining, semi-joke groups with no identity and definitely no 
guts to speak of. Something had to give, or else... Now, welcome to "or else", and thank God for The
Stitches. Formed somewhere  in the crazed-haze of the unforgettable 1993 Orange County Meth-Amphetamine 
Explosion ( an undoubtable result of all that stagnant frustration), record store owner Michael Lohrman and his four cohorts were too wise and  experienced to be part of the scene's loitering punk kids but too energetic 
and SEVERELY fucked-up to become another group of 30-something ex-punk AA burnouts. If you ask anyone that was around at this time they'll tell you  the same thing - that The Stitches (along with bands
like the U.S. BOMBS) single-handedly stole back punk rock from the "safe" hands of the guys who 
initially made fun of us in high school, the guys thattook the term and culture hostage since the popularity of bands like
Green Day and The  Offspring had watered- down the whole thing. A much
needed line was drawn, 
separating the real punks rom the posers again, and
the danger and 
excitement that we were all addicted to in the first
place finally had some 
kind of spearhead.
The group immediately released their classic
"Sixteen" single (who's cover 
art of a young, severely drugged-up, scantily-clad
female in a bathroom 
stall standing next to the toilet paper dispenser with
lines of speed cut on 
top ignited rumors speculating what they actually did
to bribe that 
particular under-age prostitute) on Lohrman's Vinyl
Dog label (which we all 
know was one of the best punk labels since
Dangerhouse, releasing debuts by 
The U.S. Bombs, The Starvations, and Naughty Monkey,
setting the precedent 
for labels like Hostage). Guitarist / main songwriter
Johnny Witmer joined 
the group around this time, adding a certain
"don't-get-to- close-to-me-or- 
I'll-kick-you-in-the-face" demeanor to their already
out of control live 
shows, which often times ending in a parking lot full
of squad car's sirens 
and flashing lights.
Indeed, those live shows were and still are stuff of
true legend. There was 
the time Mike and Johnny took on a whole club full of
Nazi-skinheads (Club 
Mesa, of course...), with Johnny wielding his own
guitar across the ugly 
faces of all those cloned bald heads. Or the time they
played the infamous 
"Compound" in Laguna, an incognito meth-lab warehouse
(we later found out 
was actually RUN by Nazis) where someone had sprayed a
whole can of pepper 
spray at the crowd including the band, resulting in
the whole place spilling 
out on to the street, girls crying, guys puking, when
all the while Lohrman 
comes running out holding his eyes, screaming
"PUSSYS!!! IT DOESN'T HURT 
THAT BAD!!!", followed by his maniacal Popeye-like
chuckle. Or who could 
forget the time they played the Butt Cave in Santa Ana
where a fuse blew 
during their completely confrontational set, in which
they continued playing 
in the pitch black, not missing a beat. So legendary
in fact, that there was 
close-call lawsuits. When they played at Stinky's Peep
Show in San 
Francisco, Lohrman ended up belting a girl in the face
with the microphone 
(imagine Sissy Spacek in the last scene of "Carrie")
after being continually 
assaulted and antagonized by the girl. While all the
barroom drama often 
having negative repercussions, there happens to be
something very undeniably 
REAL about these songs that automatically ignite
excitement and / or 
violence, which sometimes HAVE TO go hand in hand
whether you like it or 
not.
But due to various arrests, near-death experiences,
court appearances, 
vacations in mental institutions, and just plain
popular demand,  the band 
has more recently buckled down and started to complete
the finishing touches 
on their new full-length recording, a follow-up to the
cocaine-spun tales of 
last year's "Four More Songs" 12"EP on Kapow Records.
The new material, to 
be released on Lohrman's newly revamped Vinyl Dog
Records, is among their 
strongest, most refined work to date and features the
classic line-up of 
Mike, Johnny, notorious yet criminally unsung
death-wish sexual deviant 
Peter "Action Man" Archer on bass, and the fun-loving
yet ill-tempered Eddy 
on drums.  From the pissed-off paranoia of "I Don't
Know" (the album's 
opening track) to the surprisingly sentimental "Kings
Of Camden" (written 
about Lohrman's deceased grandad), the new stuff will
more than likely 
heartily bitch-slap everyone in the face who has
abandoned punk. Example: 
"Yeah man, you know, I'm kind of just more into like
rock n' roll now 
dude..." (You know the type...)
Most importantly, while The Stitches may slightly
borrow from punk rock's 
past, it's hard to say that they sound like any other
band. More like a band 
who's genuine chainsaw new wave tunes and
in-your-face, unpredictable stage 
presence make them seem like a band that SHOULD'VE
existed back then. But 
lucky us...

