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ZINE WEEN
 I guess that’s what I 
should call myself.  It fits the 
r hy m e s c h e m e a n d fe e l s 
pretty damn good.  It also 
feels pretty damn good to 
bring you this first issue of 
DG2C2MF.  It’s been a wild 
ride since that first post and 
I’m so psyched that so many 
people submitted and donated 
and are as excited as me to 
read this.  The Ween fan base 
is a talented group and I 
know we put our hearts into 
these pieces simply because 
we love this band.  We put the 
fan in fanatic that’s for sure! 
I hope you enjoy this first 
issue so we can keep going as 
long as we can.  Before we 
proceed I real ly want to 
thank Deaner and Gener! 
Their vision makes this all 
possible and it’s what gives 
form to the formless thoughts 
in our heads! Thanks Ween!! 

Eli Schwab - Editor
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That One Time Dave 
Dreiwitz Tried To Talk Me 

Into a Four-Way

    I want to say 2006. It was 
definitely in the mid-2000s era. 
Dates are blurry and ticketstubs 
are misplaced, but we were 
definitely at The Palace in 
Albany. I don’t remember 
many details from the actual 
Ween performance other than 
the fact that there was a steady 
stream of girls getting kicked 
out for jumping on the stage 
and taking their shirts off. 
Enough that security were 
getting visibly pissed, and I 
remember thinking to myself 
that removing young, 
inebriated, half-naked women 
from a rock band’s stage isn’t 
the kind of gig that should be 
getting you so worked up. 

    Anyway, it’s New York so 
the bars are open until 4am. 
Sound of Urchin are playing an 
after-party down the street, and 
everybody from the band, sans 
Gener, are there and partaking 
in the late-night revelry that 
always makes a great Ween 
night far more a communal 
celebration than just another 
gig. There are only a handful 
of bands out there that can 
really blur the boundary line 
between the stage and the 
audience, making a 2,000 
person venue feel like your 
buddy’s backyard. So at one 
point in the depths of the night, 
I turn to see Dreiwitz standing 
next to me at the bar. I give 
him the customary “killer gig” 
backslap, and his immediate 
response is: “You and your girl 
are hot – you guys must look 
amazing fucking.” Now at this 
point it should be noted that 
while I can be rather 
experimental in many facets of 
my life, when it comes to sex 
I’m a fairly standard meat-and-
potatoes fella. So I kind of 
laugh off the comment and 

grab my then-girlfriend around 
the waste. Then Dave pulls in 
his ladyfriend who raises her 
eyebrows and goes “No – 
seriously.” Dave then orders 
four shots of whiskey.

    The shots keep coming. 
Whiskey. Tequila. A few steps 
outside to smoke a couple 
joints. And then after a little 
while, and after noting our 
hesitance, Dreiwitz lays it all 
out on the line: “Here’s the 
deal. We don’t want to fuck 
you. We just want to watch you 
fuck while we fuck. I have a 
hotel room next door with two 
queen-sized beds. We won’t 
touch you. We just want to 
watch you guys fuck.” It’s at 
this point that my girlfriend 
and I begin to truly consider 
the proposition. Hell, I fuckin’ 
love this band, but do I really 
want to make love to this band?  
Then the offer gets a tad more 
intriguing: “Look, I can get us 
any drug on the planet right 
now. Anything. Coke, K, acid, 
whatever you want.” He then 
picks up his cell-phone, makes 
a call, puts the guy on hold, 
looks me in the eye and says 
“What’s it gonna be?” 

    You know those moments in 
life, where regardless of how 
fucked up you are, you sort of 
step out of time and space for a 
second and truly consider how 
this singular time will equate 
into the full spectrum of your 
life? I mean, in terms of 
drugged-out orgies, this was 
probably the safest and politest 
offer I was ever going to get. 
But I’ll tell ya what, in all my 
years of seeing Ween, and 
loving Ween, and truly living 
Ween, not once did I ever ask 
myself, “Hmmm, I wonder 
what Dave Dreiwitz’s dick 
looks like?” Now I’m sure the 
man has a perfectly delightful 
penis, but I’m one of those 
one-cock-per-bedroom type of 

dudes. I know how lame it is. 
I’m totally one of those guys 
that Republican congressmen 
pretend to be. And honestly, I 
feel like I really let Dave down 
that night. I’ll forever 
remember the look of 
disappointment on his face as 
my buddy dragged me and my 
girlfriend out of there while 
saying “Dude, shit is getting a 
little too real in there.” And of 
course, my girl and I woke up 
the next morning regretting our 
timidness. Obviously, this 
article would have been far 
better if it was titled “That One 
Time Dave Dreiwitz Talked 
Me Into a Four-Way.” And I’ve 
hung with Dave a few times 
since then, and never had the 
balls to bring up that night. So 
if you’re reading this Dave, 
take this as my apology. I’m 
sorry I didn’t have the nuts to 
engage in close-proximity, 
heterosexual coitus with you, 
but I love you eternally for 
asking. 
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