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We love you. 
 

 
 
 
 



 
40 years in the blink of an eye. Man, I have hundreds of good memories. Whether it 
was drop testing Lego spaceships, or getting beef jerky and playing Mario 64, or Wing 
Commander, or watching Yes or Primus videos, or doing comics in class--we were 
always creating. I lucked out having a friend like you, because we both had space to 
create, and we were fundamentally good kids. Being in Counterstrike with you was a 
huge part of my identity in high school, and every step along that path was amazing. 
From "you should get a bass," to you getting that first 4-track recorder, to finally 
tightening up as a band and playing well together, I wouldn't have changed a thing 
about that 4 years of playing music with you. Keep it hardcore, and godspeed. 
 
Jadon Smith 
 
□ 
 
Ceej: I’ve always felt like I’ve been about two weeks ahead of you. This is not 
something I’m proud of, especially as I’ve turned the corner on 40 before you. That 
being said, here’s some reminiscent ponderings that should only be between you and 
me. 
 
Was he doing this? 
We ought to combust sometime again before our graves. 
I’ll never forget to mention the Volvo. 
Our first child will always be named Chake. 
You made a dapper gal in your mother’s wig. 
We always knew a loosely rehearsed scene from an indie movie belonged in the 
showcase. 
I, indeed, freehanded that drawing of Darkman. 
“Kill Vampire” made me the typist I am today. 
Your dad bought me a Packard Bell. It has been a cornerstone of memories with my 
own dad. 
Dick Tracy. 
Encyclopedia Brown. 
Yes. 
 
Baseler 
 
 
 
 

Dad: 
Three distinct memories: 
1.  When your mom and I went camping, you always took your Hot Wheels and made 
roads in the gravel at the campsite. 
 
2.  When we were camping at Turkey Run, he and I went hiking by ourselves.  We ate 
our lunch (c-rations) on a big rock next to the river. 
 
3.  You were always self-taught on the guitar.  When you were practicing in the 
basement, no one was allowed in the basement.  
 
□ 
 
Happy 40th to you CJ, I remember teaching you how to drive in the blue jeep.  Stick 
shift... love you. Forever.  Anna Sutton 



Thank you for helping me navigate my youth full of incredibly rough George Lucas 
prequels and showing me that the classics never die. You’re the only brother I have 
that will watch alien 3 with me (willingly), and I’m pretty sure I’m your only brother that 
would watch alien 3 with you (willingly). I love you dude. I can’t believe you’re 40!! 
Wishing you nothing but the absolute best to rock out in the second half of your life.  
 
Sincerely, your youngest brother Taylor. 
 
□ 

 
Trying to decide what to say here has been a little daunting. Do I just go fucking 
absurd with it or do I go heartfelt? But that pretty much sums up our friendship over 
the years. We’ve had a shit ton of fun together, and some real tearjerkers, too. When 
life hit me hard, I knew I could turn to you to listen. We connected on a level that not 
many people do. Musically, we made some goddamn magic happen. But it was the 
times between the music that I remember the most. From crawling around your 
kitchen singing Coldplay with Mike to getting the money; from stupid arguments on 
one of our first tours together to keeping each other sane on the latter tours; from 
grandiose dreams we shared of the music we made to the tears and hugs at our last 
show. That’s the shit that really shaped who we were and made us lifelong friends. 
We’re far apart now and maybe don’t talk as much as we should but anytime we talk 

or hang out it’s like we never skipped a hyperbeat. Just a couple of twenty-something 
idiots, except now you’re a 40 something idiot. 
 
You know, not many people get a fucking zine made for them when they turn 40. But 
that just goes to show that you’ve meant a lot to a lot of people over your 40 years of 
life. Including me. When you turned 30 I’m pretty sure we french kissed. I’m not gonna 
do that for your 40th, but congrats on 40, anyway — it will all work out fine.  
 
Love you, dude. 
Matt  
 
P.S. - Let’s do an ITFOW reunion when you hit a real milestone, like 100. 

 
Okay here ya go: CJ RJ TJ BJ, I could say so many "remember when" things but I will 
just keep it short. You're my bud, one of my best buds, a humorless being and I love 
you. Ah fuck it, remember when that cop wanted to search our band van on tour and 
you pushed him with your fingers and said no? And that year I wore really baggy 
clothes and you wore a white tank top, basketball shorts and big ass girl sunglasses? 
40 ain't a big deal like we talked about it, Lol. 
 
Nate 
 



Happy Birthday.  Glad you’re not dead - Mike 

 
Happy Birthday CJ! I’ll never forget all the sweet shows you guys played in Sioux Falls 
and how much you’d stress me out every time you stayed at my house. Miss you guys 
coming thru, honestly. — Steven Init  p.s. they are tortoises, not turtles. 
 
□ 
 
CJ 
Bond 
The Magnum 
Coke 
Papa Johns 
School Days 
Banjovi 
Counterstrike 
Blemish 
Regret  
 
(ep) 
 
Chad 

I love a good story. I’m lucky enough to have lived a life that has given me countless 
stories to tell. The older I get, the more I wonder if some of these stories actually 
played out in real life exactly as I remember them. This story is one of those. I’ve been 
telling this story for nearly 20 years now, ever since it happened in 2000... 2001, I 
don’t know. I think it’s all true, or at least this is how I remember it. Happy Birthday, 
CJ. 
It was a beautiful July morning in Bushnell, Illinois. I don’t think I could write a more 
boring sentence to begin a good story, but it really was beautiful that morning. 
Thousands of campers/concert goers were still asleep, so it was quiet. The sun was 
coming up and it was pleasantly cool. The heat wouldn’t become suffocating until 
later that afternoon, when it would get so hot you would go see a band you didn’t even 
like that much just to get under a tent and escape the sun. 
That morning I found CJ and Eric on a golf cart they rented. They were going to enjoy 
a quiet ride around the campgrounds before everyone woke up and Eric invited me to 
join them. I can see him asking me to hop in to this day. “Just a quiet ride around the 
campgrounds,” he said. 
We hadn’t driven for long on the gravel roads of the campground when we found 
ourselves moving up the biggest hill in the campgrounds. Golf carts don’t have a lot 
of steam and we were puttering up the hill. When we reached the top, we were met 
with an incredible view over the lake ahead of us, the sun reflecting off of it. Upon 
cresting the hill, the golf cart picked up speed. I tell myself Eric wasn’t quite ready for 
it to pick up speed like that. I also tell myself he wasn’t smiling that evil smile he used 
to smile all the time, the smile that used to make me think if he ever used his powers 
for evil, he would take over the world. I tell myself he wasn’t smiling that evil smile as 
his foot had the pedal all the way down and we were flying towards that lake. 
He soon took his foot off the pedal so we would slow down to a more manageable 
speed. Unfortunately, inertia and gravity had no interest in cooperating. Eric hit the 
brakes. Hard. We were moving way too quickly down a gravel road and we were 
fishtailing. It felt like we were going to flip the thing for a second, but we made it off 
the left side of the road. For a split second I was grateful we were no longer heading 
directly into the lake. But only for a second. 
Having left the road, we found ourselves moving down a steep decline into a wooded 
area and there was no way this golf cart was stopping. I remember holding on with 
everything I had in me, limbs whipping across my face and arms, certain we were 
going to crash that golf cart into a tree, the only immovable force that would bring the 
golf cart to a stop. And when that inevitably happened I fully expected to fly out of the 
golf cart and bounce off of a tree myself. I remember ducking my head to avoid taking 
a limb in the eye, lifting it occasionally to see what was ahead of us. I remember CJ 
screaming repeatedly. His voice was so high. I’d never heard his voice that high. He 
screamed two things. “Shit!!!” and “We’re going to die!!” He moved back and forth 
between the two. I remember looking at the steering wheel and realizing there was no 
one driving. At some point, Eric had bailed. It was just CJ and I now, and CJ was 



stretching his leg to the brake pedal, trying to slow it down. Eric Bogan, you miserable, 
brilliant bastard. 
There was a clearing ahead, we could see it through the trees. Clearing is the wrong 
word. It was a swamp. We made it through the trees and crashed into the edge of the 
swamp. Upright. Alive. I’m sure we checked on each other, checked ourselves to 
make sure everything was still attached. I remember how quiet it was for just a few 
seconds, until across the swamp, high upon a hill, a camper who witnessed the whole 
thing broke out in laughter. I still hate that guy. 
Over the next few days, we had several meetings with a very unhappy golf cart rental 
company. I was sure we were going to have to pay for that cart. Somehow, we got out 
of it. It took them awhile to get the golf cart out of the swamp, and each day it sunk a 
little deeper. Just like Luke’s X-wing in the swamps of Dagobah. We found out later 
that on our way down that hill, or on our walk up when we were soaking wet, we’d 
come in contact with poison ivy. It was the worst case of poison ivy I’ve ever had. 
Head to toe. My legs were the worst. When I went to the nurse’s station, she asked 
how I got it so bad. I replied, “Did you hear about the golf cart? Yeah. I was part of 
that.” Because the poison ivy was seeping so bad (yes, seeping) she recommended 
wrapping my arms and legs in plastic wrap. Not joking. I guess in order to keep it 
from spreading because of all the, you know, seeping. But in the July heat all that 
really did was incubate it. Even so, I remember lying in my sleeping bag at night, 
wrapped in plastic wrap, smiling to myself about the stories we would tell. 
I know there’s a picture somewhere of that golf cart in the swamp. Somebody send it 
to me. Happy Birthday, CJ. That day, you and Eric gave me the gift of a story I will tell 
for the rest of my life. I hope your birthday is a good one, and filled with story. - WG 
Hulbert (Warren G) 

 
 

Heather: 
I remember the notorious picture of us as kids. I love how your hugs have an 
expiration time to them and sending you my key to stay at my place while you came 
to visit. Playing in the post office committing federal offenses...lol...little did we know 
we were being babysat, lol.  And going to the gas station next door. Let's not forget 
playing putt putt with grandma. I can't remember if you liked pineapple cookies… 
 
□ 
 
Drive thru 
Window of our imagination 
Swim up and express your desires 
Sun-drenched summer days spent poolside, peering into 
The skimmer 
 
Marci 
 
□ 
 
I know we haven't spent much time together in the grand scheme of things, but I have 
some good memories of growing up together. 
I remember all the times at grandma and granddad's house, playing cards and board 
games, playing in the pool and listening to Queen cassettes. As I got older, I thought it 
was awesome being able to tell my friends that I knew some of the guys from In The 
Face of War. Okay, so I never really listened to much of it but I did get to see a couple 
shows before you guys called it quits. Maybe one of these days I'll make it to Florida 
to see you and Jacque. But I hope your 40th is a fucking awesome day because 
you're a fucking awesome guy! Love you cousin! 
 
Katie 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Happy 40th Birthday CJ!  Hope you have a great time on your birthday and all 
weekend.  Thanks a bunch for being a great son in law.  You and Jacquelyn are great 
together!  If you are reading this, that means you have found out about the big 
surprise.  Nice work Jacquelyn.  We all have had some great family, band, partying, 
etc etc etc times over the years and here's to many more!  Love you, Jim 
 

 
 
 
Good ole Uncle CJ - Nick 
 
 
 
 
 

Happy 40th birthday to my favorite son-n-law! I’m always there to help you!  If you 
need something, I will always have it!  😜 - Judy 

 
 



Happy Birthday CJ...40 isn't the end of the world...but you can see it from there 😂 
love you, Uncle Richard 
 
□ 
 
Happy 40th birthday CJ...love you, Aunt Jenny 
 
□ 
 
You and Ben wanted a ride in our black Lincoln car. You were both so excited when 
we took you around your neighborhood.  At the end of our ride, you thanked us for 
letting you ride in our “gangster car”. Jon and your dad just burst out laughing. They 
wondered where you got that idea. Apparently you had seen it in a tv show. 
 
Aunt  Carol 
 
□ 
 
Happy 40th CJ, I'll always see you as 23...a great friend and talented mofo...TA 

 
 
 
 
 

A Poem for CJ 
 
My friend's turning 40 
He still acts like he's 30 
Our kitchen we shared once 
It was fucking dirty 
 
Long hours we'd watch 
The same shows and movies 
Like Star Wars or Shaun 
Our home life was groovy 
 
I'm sorry I scared you with that scary moment 
I'm thankful you stuck by me when I was lonely 
Your wisdom, your humor, your outlook on life 
Without you I'd be such a different guy 
 
So much more to say but you know it already 
Whatever you need, you know I'd be ready 
To go where you need, without any doubt 
I'm your friend forever, this is what family's all about 
 
Kyle K 

 



 
C-Rage, 
 
“What the fuck, am I right?  Who told you what this was going to be like; 40 years 
straight. No breaks, no chaser, just a slithering maladjustment as you pray that your 
dick will work the same way tomorrow morning.  A peace-less deterioration of self 
and culture.”  

So, those lyrics are for your 40th birthday assignment.  Write a K-Pop black metal 
song and growl them into the most expensive microphone you can get your hands on. 
It’s an exercise in creativity and futility, aka, the perfect example of what punk rock is. 
Maybe figure out a way to prominently include the word “Gears” or “Churning” and 
then maybe say “deterioration” a couple different ways. 
“De… De-ter… … … I-OR-ATION.” I’m just spitballing, can’t wait to hear it though. 
 
I love you.  I love you from any distance on this earth and any time through space. I’m 
really proud of you and J$ for keeping it consistent and following through like 
humans. Also for not actually breaking up over fucking, what was it, taboo? Honestly 
that would have been one of the hugest fuck-ups anyone had ever made ever had it 
ended right there. Look at what kind of joy you’ve been able to find before turning 40, 
man.  That shit is work and that work is fucking difficult.  Dude, I hope this life 
continues to be full and dynamic for you in the ways you need. This shit is painful and 
you need to take all the opportunities you’re given to remind yourself of the intrusive 
absurdity that is the joke of life and aging. 
 
Peace is a lie, literacy is a curse, ACAB for life, I love you dearly and happy 40th, 
 
Darren’s Dance Grooves 

 
 



Hey CJ. It feels like just last summer that I was 16 kicking it at your house with RVG 
having the greatest time of my life. (I’m 31 now btw) I’ll never forget those times and 

how much you looked out for me and the rest of the NJ crew: letting us crash, 
showing us the hardcore ropes, and getting down with the sickness as a founding 

member of Roll Call Crew. You definitely made an impression and a positive impact 
on me as a younger dude and I'll always appreciate that. A very big happy 40th 

birthday to you and I hope you enjoy being an old bastard. Mad love. - Tooni 
 
 

 
 

 

ROLL CALL!  Happy 40th!  Miss you dude, hope it’s a great one. 
Max from TX 
 
□ 
 

 
Roadie 
 
□ 
 
Happy 40th birthday. I love when you drink too much tequila and talk about the sizes 
of hurricanes. Love, Round 
 
 
 
 



Happy 40th birthday, CJ! I can't believe how time has flown by. The summer of 2006 
after I graduated college and spent the next few months living in Marion was one of 
the best of my life. I got to spend a lot of time with you and so many other great 
people. Playing sand volleyball, cooking spaghetti and vegan meatballs at your place, 
going to shows and even going on a weekend tour with ITFOW; it really was the 
perfect summer. You became a great friend to me and I still value your friendship. I 
wish we were able to see each other more often, but I guess that's the way life goes. 
I'm so happy for you and Jacque down in Florida.  
 
Thanks for all the great memories! Love you, CJ!  
 
Joel Williams 

 
□ 
 
Happy 40th Birthday CJ!!! I have a lot of great memories from hanging out at your 
house in Kokomo — recording sessions, watching Shaun of the Dead for the first time, 
that time I cleaned your kitchen, and a game of spin the bottle when I had to kiss 
Ashley.  Thanks for being such a big part of my life during a time when a lot of young 
people feel alone. I always felt I was part of something (even when I cleaned that 
gross kitchen). I hope you are well and have developed better cleaning skills of your 
own as you have aged! Love, Annie Cheek 

I remember back in the Marion days, going over to CJ’s house all the time to play 
WCW v nWo on N64. One night after months of me complimenting him on his nice 
Further Seems Forever hoodie, he just gave me the hoodie. No trade, no cash. Just 
wanted to be nice. That stuck with me. Much more so than the music of FSF ever did. 
 
Brandon Martin 
 
□ 
 
"Lordy, Lordy, look who's forty! Happy 40th Birthday C.J. Sutton!"  
That's what the sign would say if C.J. was working at a Hardee's or something right 
now. A lot has happened since 1979. A lot of things are better and a lot of things are 
worse but we're glad that C.J. is still here after all these years! I was recently reading 
the Wikipedia page for the 1990 film Dick Tracy. There are still rumors of a sequel and 
now that Warren Beatty is super old, maybe the man to play the role is Mr. C.J. Sutton! 
Anyway, congratulations on 40 years of being a sweet dude! 
 
Cheektown2000 

 
 
Happy birthday Chris Sutton. Good luck with your towing business - Tyler Wilson 



CJ, hear me now until I’m done, happy birthday to you brother 39+1 - Ian 
 
□ 
 
One of the things me and CJ use to say all the time was, Oh Man! Then there was a 
time we played at a biker bar in Osprey Florida and CJ called the head Biker a jerk. 
And the biker pulled a knife and put it on CJs knee and was going to stab CJ. Then 
the time CJ went to Michigan to help us. Thank you CJ it's an honor to be one of your 
friends, my buddy. 
 
Jeff Scheeler 
 
□ 
 
CJ always looks like a rockstar and has always the coolest haircuts, my  favorite was 
the Mohawk. Happy Bday CJ keep rocking! 🤘🏻🎼🎸 
 
Ale Scheeler 
 
□ 
 
Keep on keepin on - Kody 
 

 

Getting old is slowly turning down the volume on your amp. The older you get the 
more likely it’ll be like turning the volume down from the hearing loss you have 
acquired. Happy 40th! Keep on Rocking!  
 
Katie Flatter 
 
□ 
 
Happy Birthday CJ!!!! Wish we were there to celebrate with you. Hope you have an 
amazing day!!! Thanks to you and Jacque for all the co-parenting 😊 
 
JoDee Dease 
 
□ 
 
An Ode to CJ Sutton 
 
CJ, Mr. CJ, 
On your birthday I have some things to say. 
This day forty years ago, 
You were born in a junky town called Kokomo.  
I’m glad you were birthed and stayed to play, 
So you could meet your love one day.  
You are the one for my sister,  
You knew it as soon as you kissed her.  
I met you and thought you were cool, 
Everyone else she dated was a tool.  
Your hair black as night,  
And your flowing beard a magnificent sight.  
Your Star Wars and Nintendo knowledge seemed lame, 
but now Uncle CJ is the coolest in the game. 
Tequila, straw hats, cheeseburgers, and country music,  
I bet you didn’t think these would be things you would be choosin’. 
You are the best dog dad to Boo and Scout,  
Even though they scuffle and pout.  
I know this life is the best for you,  
I am so happy to have you as part of our crew. 
 
Happy Birthday CJ, love you!  
Kylee 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Reverend CJ I am #Blessed to have you as an uncle. I asked Carter what he wanted to 
say and he said,  “Maybe happy birthday CJ?” -  Kassi.  

 
 
 



 

   
 
       A few years back you guys came in to get Halloween tattoos and from there grew 
a friendship I couldn't be more pumped on.  
      We have still yet to ever do moped stuff together which is really what got ya 
talking in the first place and I am holding y’all to it.  
       I am always glad no matter what the situation (normally odd) we are in ...I can 
count on you and I to make eye contact and I just know we are on the same page. We 
don’t even have to say a word.   
       Thank you for trusting me to tattoo you over the years. It may not seem like a big 
deal but it truly is , and it means the world to me.  
       Cheers to many more years of awkward times, band events, obligations, and 
birthdays ahead homie!  
 
Heather Law 
   
□ 
 
Happy birthday to the youngest looking 40 year old we know. May your day be filled 
with Mario Kart and craft beer. Here’s to many more!  
 
Jamie & Carl 
 
 

So grateful to have met you, without you I wouldn’t have made such great 
friends/family in Florida!! I was so grateful I named my first born after you 🤪 
 
Ashley Dumitrescu 
 
□ 
 
I can’t believe he’s 40! Dude still looks like a kid with a beard 
 
Bill Pogan  
 
□ 
 
CJ, 
You’re my density, I mean destiny. Even if I had a time machine I wouldn’t change 
anything! Here’s to 5 great years of friendship and to many more! Welcome to the 
thirty ten club! Happy Birthday!  
 
Love, Mark 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Playing music with CJ has been such a blast. We first met, probably like 8 years ago, 
when my buddy Sean Denison recruited CJ to play bass in Brother Wildcat, an 
alt-country inspired rock band. The three of us, along with Sean's brother, Skyler, 
spent quite a bit of time jamming and writing together. While it never fully lifted off 
the ground, playing those songs were a lot of fun. Making a new friend was pretty 
cool too! Years later, after I moved away and came back, our musical paths crossed 
again when Mark asked CJ to be in the punk rock karaoke band. He was an absolute 
perfect fit. His love for music, experience playing live, ability to learn songs quickly, 
massive armada of equipment options, and just generally being a solid, awesome guy 
are just some reasons that come to mind. I have to admit it has been great playing 
together again. CJ's calm demeanor and sense of humor are always welcome. I look 
forward to plenty more jams, laughter, and fun times together. Happy Birthday CJ! 
Andrew Bernard 
 
□ 
 
The worst thing about my friendship with CJ is that it took so long to happen. There 
were many, many instances where we were supposed to play together or someone 
suggested him for a band but one of us was too busy and it never came to pass. I had 
always heard what a great and hard working bassist he was, but what became even 
more evident as soon as we started working together was what a great guy he is. 
Hilarious sense of humor, no bullcrap, hard-working, willing to put in what it takes, and 
one of the most knowledgeable guys about Star Trek out there. It's a bummer it took 
so long but I'm so glad to be in a rhythm section with such a talented and wonderful 
guy. I look forward to many years, and hopefully more projects, with him. - Marc Davis 
 
□ 
 
Remembering Years Later by Zachary J. Melton 
  
Old Man C.J. we called him. He was always just a little older than us, despite his love 
for Legos and Nintendo games. I used to get my hair cut at the old house in Marion, 
and C.J. would be bent over the table, hard at work on his Legos. Then there was the 
green house in Kokomo where we recorded some important tunes and played game 
after game of Super Monkey Ball. I was never very good. And, it was at that same 
house where I first tried falafel. It became my favorite food! 
  
He and the fellas used to come over for Late Meal, and man did I feel so cool swiping 
those boys into the cafeteria. Bogan used to stay the night on our couch, leaving the 
dorm to stink like patchouli oil for days. C.J. never stayed, but I imagine it wouldn’t 
have smelled so bad. 
  

Well, after that I saw our old boy go through some transformations. I can still see him 
clearly in his girl jeans, shoulder length wavy hair and sunglasses.  But, we were all 
going through a strange time, right? LiveJournal had died and the era of Xanga and 
MySpace was quickly fading. The band was still going strong, and we were all 
working at Weber, but he seemed a little lost. Unsure. 
  
But it wasn’t long until he met Jacque and things seemed to fall in place. I was 
long-gone by then, off to seek my fortune in Bloomington. But I got an invitation to the 
wedding. I’ll never forget, because I traded him a busted up mo-ped for an old guitar 
cabinet on his wedding day. I walked up to him on the dance floor and interrupted his 
moment with the bride to ask, “Hey, you wanna make this trade?” It was the most 
George Costanza moment of my life. 
  
Well, they shipped off to Florida not long after. He joined a country band. Opened for 
Travis fuckin’ Tritt! 
  
It’s been a hot minute since I’ve seen him. Every time I am planning to head back to 
Indiana, I think about how I can make a detour to Florida to see the two of them. I 
don’t know, I assume they like the warmth! 
  
He’s more older than us now than he’s ever been before. He taught me a few things 
back in the day. My appreciation for Yes can be traced back to him. Our old boy still 
has some life in him yet, I reckon. Hopin’ for the happiest of birthdays. 

 
 



Happy 40th CJ! It’s been 21 years and I’m still waiting for you to start that band with 3 
or 4 bass guitars. Wish you the best brother. Keep the party crackin’ 
 
JMart 
 
□ 
 
CJ we’ve been down many roads together and you’ve been a great friend through the 
ups and downs! Happy birthday! 
 
Derek Soutar 
 
□ 
 
Happy birthday dad!!! Wow...you’re like, kinda old now, no offense. Thank you for 
being such a huge part of my life for such a long time. You have no idea how much 
you and mom mean to me. Thank you for always taking me in like I’m your own and 
always making me feel like family. Your talent and ability never ceases to amaze me! 
I hope your birthday is as funky and unpredictable as you. 😝 I love you! 

 
Dani Dease 

My my CJ, you’ve grown another year! I haven’t seen you in the real world for a long 
time. Despite this I still have a great love in my heart for you. I remember being a 
youngster in Kokomo and seeing you demonstrate how to do rock n roll proper. You 
inspired me to follow the riff and I will always be grateful for that. I’m so happy to see 
the lovely life you and Jacque have built together! Wishing you all the best on this 
birthday of yours 🙂  Love, AL Jones 
 
□ 
 
Oh my God it’s abrah linky. 
 
Holy shit. I'm sure you are in as much disbelief as I am. It really doesn't feel like we 
are this old. It's a bummer to not being around each other every day like back in the 
Weber days but it's great to still be able to see how things are going via social media. 
So happy for you and everything you’ve become. Here's to another 40. 
 
Benji 
 
□ 
 
There is a great deal of which I don’t know about CJ. Those things don’t matter. 
  
My earliest memory comes from the summer of 2005, maybe 2004. My high school 
band recorded at the Volume Ballroom, and CJ used the money for his DL-44 (Han 
Solo’s blaster pistols, for all you adults out there) tattoos. I thought that was super 
cool. 
  
CJ’s house was a good place to hang, whether it be for recording or just making a trip 
to Kokomo. I specifically remember during the recording of Rodeo Ruby Love’s 
“Honest to God” getting really into The Office there. 
  
There may have been some important moments when I was spending a lot of time in 
Kokomo around the fall of 2008, but those days are clouded in a haze of infatuation, 
cheap beer and Gold Coast cigarettes. 
  
So, my number one memory of CJ comes from July 14, 2012. It was the morning of 
my wedding and he sent me a text congratulating me. I asked him, “Any advice?” 
  
Just remember you’re on the same team, he said. 
  
It seems like a simple thing to remember, but marriage is work. No one is perfect and 
life often finds a way to run you both ragged at times. 



  
It’s easier to get through the tough times together. It took me a few years to fully 
comprehend the advice, cut the bullshit and be a better husband. When you realize 
that you and your partner are a team, your thought process shifts from yourself. How 
can I make life easier for my partner? How can I improve? How can I be better for 
them? 
  
That reminds me of another piece of advice: 
  
The best way to take care of yourself is to take care of someone else. 
  
So, CJ, thanks for the kind words at an important time in my life. Be excellent to each 
other, and party on, dude! 
 
Erik Fox 
 
□ 
 
Ben: 
You got all the talent. You can play any instrument, draw anything, make witty jokes, 
make other people happy...this is the short list obviously, because there is damn near 
next to nothing you can’t do, and do it well in short order.  I love our time together; in 
the past when we basically did EVERYTHING together.  I’m referring to itfow and 
Weber of course. But let’s go way back, because we can in a unique way.  There was a 
time as kids when we didn’t do things together. You’d do them and I’d watch. I mean, I 
was a little kid and all, but still. And I couldn’t have been happier being the observer. I 
remember watching you play Mega Man 3 and all manor of badass one player games, 
Nintendo and PC. The Neverhood, 7th Guest, all the Sierra games, Descent.  I think I’d 
even ask (beg) you to play so I could watch. I’d play on my own but it was nowhere 
near as fun.  I remember Counterstrike, and loving it. And along came Blemish once I 
was older. And I really wanted to be in that band. But I was still the annoying little 
brother. But I grew a bit and started just taking the mic at shows and screaming. 
After doing this a few times, you guys asked me to be in the band. Yes, I forced my 
way into Blemish.  Which became itfow. Which became a giant part of our lives. So 
what I’m saying is, I wanted to be around my big brother so badly that I’d do anything. 
You were always the cool one that could do anything. And I was ok with being in that 
shadow. Why you ask? Because whatever light is shining on you that has made you 
so amazing in so many ways and given you the ability to impact so many lives around 
you is something I’m too scared to bask in. You’ve always been my guide and my 
protector. Even though you may have never realized it. But I’ll admit it here, I want you 
to know how much you mean to me. You’ve shaped me in so many ways by just being 

you. By following that light. By doing your own thing. By never settling. By never 
stopping when someone else said no. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



CJ, 
40. I can’t believe I’ve already spent 12 birthdays with you. Time goes by too fast with 
you. You are my best friend and I have so much fun with you. I said in my vows that I 
wanted to go on adventures with you and moving to Florida was definitely our 
biggest. I feel like the best is yet to come. Here’s to more adventures - big and small, 
working in the yard even though you don’t want to, and many more hours of Doctor 
Mario!  

Love, Jacque 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 


