
LISA HUGHES

The Isotopes made quite an
impression during a recent gig at
the Raging Burrito restaurant at
Hot Shots Indoor Volleyball Club
on University Avenue.
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nightlife: Chicks dig guys in lab coats and
thick glasses
Silandara Bartlett

Everyone needs a superhero — even if that hero is a super nerd playing
instrumental surf  rock.

Enter the Isotopes: Handsome B. Wonderful on guitar, Trent Steele on bass,
Hercules Rockefeller on drums and Max Power on lighting and sound effects.
While we know deep down that these guys are real human beings with day jobs,
it's more fun to suspend belief and pretend they're nuclear scientists. Unable to
respond to questions with straight answers and focused entirely on playing music
to get girls, the Isotopes have been saving the world from their imaginary arch
nemesis, Atom Smasher,  since sometime in 2000.

According to Isotopes lore, Atom Smasher threatens to destroy the world with a
nuclear holocaust.  And the Isotopes inexplicably keep humanity safe from harm
with a show that comes complete with smoking “radioactive” barrels. And go-go
dancers.

True to character, Isotopes members wear
lab coats and thick-rimmed glasses.  Wires
are everywhere onstage. Lights flash. The
players swing their instruments in
synchronized, cheesy movements as they riff
on a medley of TV theme music while two
girls in matching black miniskirts and white
shirts grind their hips against them.

The crowd loves it.

And these guys don't  even sing. In fact, the
Isotopes go so far as to never speak on
stage. With no microphones, they rely
instead on The Announcer to make any
relevant broadcasts for them.

At a recent benefit show for breast cancer at
the Raging Burrito restaurant at Hot Shots
Indoor Vollyball Club, 1046 University Ave.,
someone calls for Max Power to turn down
the guitar, to turn up something else and to
make the barrels smoke some more. Women
flock to the merchandise table, snapping up
T-shirts with slogans such as, “They'll leave
you with a song in your heart  and DNA on
your chest … they're the Isotopes.” The
band also peddles Isotopes hot pants,
thongs and beaker bongs (for use with
tobacco only).

What planet are they from? Fans don't  care.

Kate Goddard, 21, of Rochester came to
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check out Hot Shots and stumbled upon an
Isotopes show. She says the instrumental music “was weird at first — but I
actually like it. It allows me to dance with no interruptions, to bop around and
have a good time.”

And she thinks the go-go dancers are a nice touch.

“You don't  usually see nerdy guys in lab coats having girls in miniskirts grinding
into them,” Goddard says.

“I just love watching them — they're a lot  of fun,” says Rick Yogis, 26, of Egypt. 
“I don't  think it's odd — it's what sets them apart.”

Now back to planet Earth.

What makes these superheroes tick, and who are they really beneath those
black safety glasses?

Handsome B. Wonderful, aka Karl Heberger, 26, of Rochester says the band
came up with the nuclear scientist scheme right at the beginning. The idea? “Get
chicks, play rock and be as ridiculous as possible.”

Lust for women also fuels the band's desire to finish work on its second CD —
an 11-song experiment scripted in the style of a choose-your-own-adventure
radio show — and go on tour.

“There's a lot  of girls out of town that we're not getting to,” Heberger says.

The group hopes the CD will be out by the end of the year.

That's when Max Power, aka Mike Jayne, 29, of Fairport hopes to “cause more
rolling brownouts and suck the power out” of the cities the band visits. He was
successful in blowing a circuit at Hot Shots.

Trent Steele, aka, Paul Pieramico, 28, of East Rochester was recruited for the
Isotopes from extreme metal bands. He's since been converted, determined to
create a “full-on rock extravaganza.”

“We like to label it brutal surf  core,” says Hercules Rockefeller, aka Kevin
Ricotta, 27, of Spencerport.

The drummer comes across as the quiet one in the band. Heberger and
Pieramico do most of the talking — about girls and all the fun they can have.

Do these guys ever come down to Earth? Not really.

Maybe living in their world really is the way to go. These guys can't get too
serious — they're having way too much fun.

See for yourself

Catch the Isotopes on Saturday, Nov. 6 at Monty's Krown, 875 Monroe Ave. The
band takes the stage at 10 p.m.,  followed by The Emersons and The Blastoffs.

To learn more, visit: www.theisotopes.com
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