Antony

Imagine, if you will, a Russian kid about a hundreed-eighty centimeters tall, maybe a centimeter or two less. Add to that long hair, a Heavy Metal shirt, torn jeans and Harley-Davidson combat boots. Add to that an unhealthy taste for sadistic music videos, death and destruction, and you will get Antony.

Antony has several weird qualities about him. First of all, he’s a very good friend of Boris Karpa. Second, his political convictions are on the thin brink between Nazism and Communism. Third, and most important, he’s obsessed with music. Particularly, Heavy Metal. 

“No! Not Heavy Metal! Black Death Metal!” – Antony would probably scream out, if he where reading this. So all right – Antony is obsessed with Black Death Metal. To those of you who don’t know about the various shades of metal, it’s a style combining the features of Black Metal and Death Metal.

Antony is perfectly able to pop in on you at around nine PM without calling, just because he feels like it, and then disappear for eight months. He is also perfectly able to call up Boris Karpa to ask him to help lug a mattress all across town, because the mattress is needed to insulate his band’s ‘underground studio’ (a.k.a. three-by-three meter bunker, a miniature version of the safe used by the Swiss bankers). When it comes to his music, Antony forgets both friendship and manners.

His walls are covered with posters of various metal bands, and the house is home to over a thousand tapes and CDs in all the various music styles, everything from Mozart to Marduk.

Antony formed a band when he was in Grade Nine, called Crypt. It changed names, artists, and styles. It’s now called Black Destiny, and they are at a near-professional quality. Their studio is an underground bunker  with a steel door which looks like it’s a vault door and has the hammer and sickle painted onto it (no, this is not a joke). At least twice a year, Antony calls Boris Karpa to tell him Crypt/Black Destiny are about to start working on an album. They still haven’t finished even one. It’s unlikely that they ever will.

Next door to their bunker/studio is a synagogue and the people in there have a strange dislike of Black Death Metal. Antony was faced with a choice: look for a new place or look for a solution to the noise problem. He couldn’t find a new place, so he tried to insulate the walls from sound. To that end, he found a couple of matresses, which we w 

