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“WE AIN'T GONNA CHANGE!"

Nick Hexum promises from the stage of

New York's Coney Island High. The mosh pit

roars haclk, reassured. After all, 311 spent last night
opening for Kiss at Madison Square Garden, and the
band’s third album is shooting toward Billboard’s top
twenty. But tonight, 311 are playing a free show for
450 fans at this cramped, poorly ventilated East Vil-
lage club. Midway through their manic set they have
to take a break—a couple of band members are about
to pass out. Minutes later, a few dozen pairs of feet
are pointed at the ceiling again.

When K-ROCK FM announced it was giving away
passes to the show, 311 fans threw a little tantrum:
Hundreds of them stormed the K-ROCK van in Wash-
ington Square Park, rocking it back and forth until the
promo guy had to climb onto the roof. One especial-
ly zealous kid nabbed twenty of the tickets right out
of the guy’s hand. Very French Revolution.
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RIGHT NOW, THREE-FIFTHS OF 311 ARE DE-
compressing by the pool at their home in
L.As Laurel Canyon. Singer Nick, drummer
Chad Sexton, and guitarist Tim Mahoney
moved into this large, airy house last year:
there's still barely any furniture. A bad poster
of a sailboat hangs in the studio. 311 are
never home to decorate.

lintend to ask them what it’s like to incite
small riots, but they get me really stoned on
their big leafy California weed and all | do is
say "Wow" a lot. Tim does reps on the bench
press while Chad goes off to try to find the
rest of the band: Bassist P-Nut lives in West
Hollywood, rapper/scratcher S.A. Martinez
in Koreatown. Nick, meanwhile, is articu-
lately stoned., dreaming up ways to sell more
311 CDs.

Not that he particularly needs to. In the
last few months, 311 have seen “Down”
become an MTV Buzz Clip and their latest
album go platinum. This year they've joined
both the Warped and H.O.R.D.E. tours and
teamed up for shows with No Doubt, the
Pharcyde, Cypress Hill, and Kiss—a mix
that's a fair reflection of 311's own sound.

And the inevitable backlash has begun.
“Now that we have a huge hit, there are peo-
ple who say we suck,” Nick tells me. "That
doesn’t happen until you're big, you know?"
A couple of nights ago Nick was on the
Web, and he dropped into a chat room
where people were discussing 311. “Some-
one wrote, ‘311 makes me cry,” and | thought
itwas going to be this huge emotional com-
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pliment, but instead the guy started slam-
ming us. He said Midwestern guys shouldn't
be stealing urban music.”

But there isn't anything that unusual about
five guys from Nebraska fusing dancehall
reggae, hip-hop, and crunch-guitar rock. Not
in 1996 there isn't. What's unusual is that
today they can succeed without much more
of an angle. Blue-eyed hip-hop has become
so familiar that the band's self-described
“Omaha stylee” now sounds perfectly nat-
ural. And 311 are as natural as it gets—this
is a group notable for what they don t do.
They don't dress up as lightbulbs or "70s
cop-show characters or hang tube socks
on their phalluses. They don't put forth an
aggressive political vibe—311's antigun,
antijunk, pro-pot message is as uncontro-
versial as Amnesty International. And unlike
most Buzz Clip bands, they don’t want any-
thing to do with, you know, whining. As one
line goes, "All the angst shit is just cheesy!”

No glam, no angst, no tongues in cheek:
What s 311's hook, anyway? In Nick's view,
they don't need one. "It’s just about songs,
about playing. We try to be almost faceless.”

ADAM, THE BAND'S ANXIOUS MANAGER,
has cooked us a healthy dinner covering all
four food groups. He calls us in from the pool
like the perfect mom, and the guys report
with flip-flops and bare chests to stuff their
faces. PNutand S.A. have finally straggled in.
The others call S.A. Grandpa because he
sleeps a lot. "Southsider,” Chad explains.

TIM MAHONEY, 26
y Vice:

\ice: .

Mungchies:

PHUT, 22

Munchies:

Like every town, Omaha has its neigh-
borhood stereotypes. Nick, Chad, and Tim
went to high school together on the west
side—"the regu/ar part of town,” as Nick puts
it. P-Nut and S.A. grew up in working-class
South Omaha. S.A. met Chad in 1988 when
they were freshmen at the University of Ne-
braska at Lincoln, and remembers being
impressed by his drumming. "Chad would
be playing Prince when everyone else was
drumming to the Cure,” says P-Nut. The fol-
lowing year, Chad dropped out and joined
Nick in L.A.—their first band, Unity. played
more-straightforward rock, and didn’t take
off. But they played the role to the hilt. “We
hung out with waiters and partyers, doing a
lot of hard drugs, getting really messed up,”
Nick remembers. Exhausted by the scene,
he and Chad soon retreated back to Omaha:;
Tim and the Southsiders joined the band,
and they took the name 311.

After a breakthrough hometown gig open-
ing for Fugazi, they took another shot and
moved back to L.A. in 1992, befriending
groups like No Doubt and Korn, and buckling
down to work. “l got very tough,” Nick says.
The band rarely went out, never lost control,
never tripped; at home they still don't drink
much more than ginger beer or fruit juice. “In
1989 | was cocaine and Jim Beam,” Nick
raps on the new album. “But nowit's "95 and
I'm ginseng.” Indulgence after rehearsal usu-
ally meant a few joints and a game of bas-
ketball in the driveway.

Focused or not, the band hasn’t had the
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easiest of rides since scoring a contract 'I'“[ nnmv vs 'I'“[ B“HB
four years ago. In 1993, they went on the © -
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road in Chad's father’'s ancient Winnebago. '.:5.__: KISS AND PARLIAMENT: TWIN SONS OF DIFFERENT MOTHERSHIPS

One hot day in Missouri, the RV burst into
flames. The band dove out to safety and
watched all their equipment burn. "All we
had on were our shoes, shorts, and wallets,”
Chad recalls. They somehow made it to the
next night’s show with borrowed gear; Nick
finished the tour with crispy hair and singed
eyebrows.

Meanwhile, a friend who was taking care
of their house in L.A. started indulging his
phone habit at the band’s expense. (They
slam him in the song “Silver” on their sec-
ond album, Grassroots: “You left a big sur-
prise from Pacific Bell / Called all your rela-
tives and your friends in hell.”) After Grass-
roots, relations grew ugly and heated with
their then-producer; the band teamed with
Ron Saint Germain, producer of Bad Brains,
for the latest album. Then came last year's
rumor that the band’s name stood for Ku
Klux Klan (K being the eleventh letter of the
alphabet), which caused Omaha’s Westside
High School to ban 311 T-shirts. Naturally,
MTV and USA Today picked up the story.
“Qur first major publicity and it's about that.”
Nick sighs. “We got the name from a friend
who was arrested for skinny-dipping—311
is the police code for indecent exposure.”

S A. TELLS US HE WAS AT THE RECORD STORE
and saw all three 311 CDs. Nick sits up. “You
didn’t try to sell them?” he says. "You should
have been like, ‘Ladies and gentlemen,
here’s good value for your money.”” Nick
may be the Future Business Leader of the
band, but he's equally concerned about
holding onto 311’s core fans, keeping con-
trol of the band’s success. "We don’t want
to be seen as a mainstream band. That way
we can keep making unusual music.”

Then again, Nick has a different idea of
what constitutes the fringe: "Kiss is kind of
arole model. | mean, Kiss became huge and
only had one big hit—that really bad song,
‘Beth.’ But besides that, they were a tour
band that came from the underground.”

Somehow Kiss isn’t the first thing that
comes to mind as we pass ginger beer
around the dinner spread of grilled salmon
and oil-free salad. Apart from the sinsemilla,
the strongest thing in the house is a bottle of
echinacea. But it turns out that even clean
living has its excesses. "Oh, man,” Nick says,
“| puked on ginseng once.”

Mike Albo likes to do hits of nutmeg and
Freon shots from the air conditioner.
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_Ge ge Clinton's recipe for funk: “It's an attitude.
You do the best you can. You just let go and trust.
your attitude and be loose.”

Abject humility: “We've been ﬁm hast mmmwsmg.

band in the world fora long, long time.”
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