
On drums/lead vocals/backing vocals: 

THADEUS P. THORDENFELT III  
THE 49,000 DOLLAR MAN

“Sarah Conner? Give me a Maker’s and 7.”

 The rumors of Thad’s death and dismemberment have been greatly exaggerated. After a 
brutal head-to-head battle with a Ford F-150 in SoCal, Thad’s inert body was taken by Life 
Flight to an exclusive experimental hospital, where his brain was kept in stasis while the 
surgeons struggled to do the impossible with his broken body. Amazingly, they were 
nominally successful. The half-man, half-machine that lurched out of hiding a few months 
later has proven to his friends and family that, although he may be a cyborg whose body is 
riddled with evil technology hell bent on destroying the human race, he is still basically a 
really nice guy. What’s even more amazing, given the fact that his machine half is 
constantly trying to kill his human half, is the fact that Thadeus can still play drums like a 
transvestite hooker puts on pantyhose: fast and easy. Some speculate that his meter has 
actually been enhanced by implants, but no one knows for sure. He can also carry a mean 
tune, and occasionally throughout the set he and Skipp swap positions so Thad can play 
front man and Skipp can beat on something besides his own chest.

 If you encounter Thad face to face, don’t be frightened by him. Simply keep him away from 
microwave ovens, large magnets, and any kind of non-alcoholic drink, and the evil machine 
in him will most likely remain under control. Oh, and hide your I-Pod and laptop. Otherwise, 
you may have a repeat of the now infamous “computer dating” incident on your hands. 
Don’t say you haven’t been warned.

On lead vocals/drums/backing vocals: 

SK!PP SERIOUSLY
SCIENTIFIC GENIUS, PHILANTHROPIST, NOBEL PRIZE LAUREATE

“I’m just a humble research scientist trying to save the world. Honestly.”

 Dr. Skipp Seriously is one of the world’s most renowned research scientists, and is often called upon by 

the United States government to lend his expertise in times of crises. Despite all of this attention, much of 

his work is shrouded in mystery. After working on a top-secret robotics project for the United States military, 

he went on to become head of a United Nations think-tank charged with developing benevolent uses for 

nano-technology. Eventually, Seriously was awarded a Nobel Prize for his work under the UN. Then, in a 

weird spectacle at the beginning of the year 2000, the Nobel Prize Commission suddenly announced that 

they were revoking Seriously’s Nobel Prize, much to the shock of the scientific community. Almost as 

suddenly, the Commission dropped the issue, and to this day, no one seems to know what motivated them 

to threaten Dr. Seriously in the first place. 

 It is rumored that Seriously used his Nobel Prize money to fund a shadowy research and development 

corporation based somewhere in the Rocky Mountains, but no one has ever been able to substantiate this 

claim, and Seriously isn’t talking. Furthermore, there are some insiders who claim that Dr. Skipp Seriously 

is behind the radical surgeries that transformed Thadeus into the thing he is today, but more rational 

voices brush this aside as mere hype, pointing out the bad press that Seriously gets in some less than 

credible newspapers. For instance, The Weekly Worldwide Newsrag has been running articles for years 

claiming that Dr. Seriously is actually the alter-ego of international super-villain and evil genius, 

BadBadMan, and admittedly, there is a striking resemblance between the two men. However, no one can 

be in two places at once, and everyone knows that BadBadMan wears glasses.

 What is known for sure is that Skipp is a very talented musician, who actually taught Thadeus (and 

countless others) to play drums and has successfully tried his hand at singing, guitar and keyboards as 

well. Together with his longtime musical partner Tobe Anderson, he forms the backbone of The 

Freemartins’ rock and roll legend. Dr. Skipp Seriously: evil genius, unlikely rock star, or both? You decide.

On lead guitar/backing vocals: 

TOBE ANDERSON
INTERNATIONAL MAN OF MYSTERY

"Where’s my Jagermeister? Where’s my Heineken? Where the hell is my 151?”

Tobe Anderson has been raising the bar of what it means to be “totally out of control” for most of his adult 

life. Most lead guitarists aspire to live the rock and roll lifestyle. Tobe is the rock and roll lifestyle. If 

progressive self-destruction is an art form, then Tobe is a master of the craft. The guy can play a guitar solo 

behind his head while guzzling a beer held between his teeth, for Christ’s sake! We’re not talking about his 

first beer of the night, either. We’re talking about his ninth beer of the night. Even while working towards 

his Masters in classical guitar, Tobe rarely sobered up longer than it took to attend his classes. The fact 

that he actually attained his degree is a testament to his force of will, his musical genius, and his iron liver. 

His drunken antics have made him a legend in his own time, which is about the only reason he has any 

knowledge of his deeds, since he usually can’t remember a damned thing the next day. 

On one of his better nights, Tobe tried to eat a urinal cake at the Satryicon before trying to hang himself 

from the cloth towel dispenser in an apparent act of self-loathing. In another apparent act of self-loathing, 

he drunkenly propositioned Honi Gingrich, the niece of the famous republican loudmouth, Newt (luckily, 

she turned him down). Then there was the time that Tobe attempted to drill into his own skull with a 

Dremmel tool during a garage party. That was a fun night. When the Dremmel got tangled up in Tobe’s hair 

and the electric motor ground to a smoking halt, Skipp staggered over with a drink in one hand and an axe 

in the other. He laid Tobe’s head on a chopping block and whacked the Dremmel away with one 

miraculously well placed swing. Yes, for better or worse, Tobe’s band mates are usually there to lend him a 

hand. Truly, the spirits of dead rock gods must be looking out for this guy. Otherwise he probably would 

have drowned in someone else’s vomit years ago. Speaking of vomit; Tobe can vomit on command if you 

want to see something both fascinating and disgusting. It’s a great way to clear a room in a hurry if you 

need to. Viola! No more waiting in line at the bar!

Of course, if you were to ask him about any of this, Tobe would probably feign ignorance or refuse to 

comment. Not to say that he isn’t proud of his multiple nefarious accomplishments, but many of the 

lawsuits filed against him are still pending, and his team of lawyers has counseled him against opening his 

yap and stirring up even more trouble for himself. If you really want to hear his foggy, second-hand 

accounts of any of his exploits, simply work your way through the crowd of hot women that usually surround 

him and buy him a few rounds. Do that and he’ll open up like a trailer park mom in a one bar town at the 

end of happy hour. Don’t act like you don’t know what I’m saying!

 

 

On bass guitar/yells: 

ERIK “E-FUNK” LUVAAS
THE LAST BOY SCOUT

“You can call me E-Brake.”

 As the late comer to the Freemartins, E-Brake has quickly established himself as a valued member of the 

band. E-Brake began playing bass 12 years ago, after receiving a mysterious e-mail suggesting that he was 

the bastard love child of Jimi Hendrix. No one has ever been able to validate this claim, much less figure 

out where it originated, but E never let this fact slow him down. On the contrary, he delved into Hip-Hop, 

Jazz, R&B, Soul, Funk, and Rock with unbending fervor, and his high-school friends dubbed him E-Funk 

because of his love of Parliament and Herbie Hancock. 

 In 2004, E-Brake disappeared from the scene for a short time, and almost immediately rumors began 

flying that he had gone deep undercover in the Kiss Army in order to do some recon work for Dr. Seriously. 

Again, no one has been able to substantiate this claim, and insiders say this is just another example of the 

weird stories that circulate regarding The Freemartins and Dr. Seriously. 

Regardless of the bullshit, E-Brake has what it takes to deliver the goods. He plays bass from his nuts, and 

listens to the rhythm with them too, which is what gives him the necessary edge to lay down a rock-solid 

foundation that The Freemartins can build on. 

E-Brake enjoys long walks on the beach and Mai tai’s with fresh pineapple, in case you’re looking for a 

good time. “Oh won’t you take me to, FUNKY TOWN!?”


