Jason Dill
I've always dreamed of having money and being carefree. In my fantasies I browse through an uptown department store for expensive linens. Once found, I purchase every linen in stock for me and my friends to piss on during the holidays. But like most of my dreams, they are only achieved during lengthy drug binges.
Text and Interview by: Jay Riggio
Jason Dill is a professional skateboarder and a coincidental star of the ridiculously hyped reality show, The Osbournes. For those that don't know, being a professional skateboarder is a dream profession. When not travelling the world and skating (which you don't have to do much of), you get to lounge around, get drunk, and bang hot chicks while your royalty checks roll in and the rest of the world is miserable. 

After what was nearing a month or so, I finally tracked down Jason Dill. He invited me to his Soho apartment to conduct the interview. "Soho? Holy shit! This apartments going to be bangin'," I said to myself. Once in the upscale neighbourhood, I arrogantly grilled yuppie pedestrians as I visualized sitting inside a castle, Dill's apartment. Imported marble countertops, a rare goblet overflowing with expensive cocaine, and a diamond encrusted strippers pole would all be at my disposal as I rattled off my silly questions. 

My expectations were abruptly halted when I walked into an absolute shit hole. While Jason's neighbours eat lemon sauced Chilean sea bass that swim three times a year and wear shell toe stingray Prada boots, Dill chain smokes in an apartment that appears as if an overcrowded thrift store exploded in his living room. Walls covered in paint marker graffiti, dirty socks, garbage and discarded cigarette butts were scattered in seemingly every sector of the expensive room.

Also, a weird smell that I suspected was pussy (I'm serious) lingered as I tried to make myself comfortable on a soiled couch. Was I sitting in an inner city crystal meth den? No I wasn't. I was in one of the richest neighbourhoods in Manhattan.

Jason is living it up because he can. He thinks fast, talks fast and from the look of the sheet less mattress in his bedroom, lives pretty fucking fast too. Providing elders, don't bother sending your sons and daughters to college. Buy them a skateboard. 

All right Jason, what are your top 5 favourite albums?
Shit. It always goes up and down. I hate those questions, "if you were stranded on a desert island...". No. If I had a gun, I'd shoot myself. I'm a huge psycho fan for............My first concert I ever went to was The Who. My brothers took me. I was 8. They took me to the Tommy reunion tour. I feel pretty cool saying that I can say that. I grew up with my brother just force-feeding me The Jam, The Who, Led Zeppelin. I fucking hate Led Zeppelin. Goddamn, I fucking hate Led Zeppelin. I respect Led Zeppelin. But like I hate the Grateful Dead. Let's go back to what I like. Whatever transition my brother Chris would be going through I'd be going through with him because I shared a room with him from the time I was born. I think one of the first movies I ever saw with a VCR player was Quadraphenia. That was pretty cool. But now, shit. I like a lot of sad white boy music. I'm a big Bright Eyes fan, big Flaming lips fan. I really like Death Cab (For Cutie). I like the bands that I own on record, The Walkmen, The Mean Reds, Rolling Blackouts. I like a lot of shit. The main thing my brother didn't get me into was Iron Maiden. I fucking love Iron Maiden. I have a picture of my room in the 6th grade(Jason quickly grabs a picture of his old room beneath a mass of garbage. The picture shows a room covered in Iron Maiden and Metallica posters. Obviously Jason was better at cleaning his room then). I was a huge Maiden and Metallica psycho. It goes all over the place. I know people say that all the time, but I could give a fuck what people say all the time. I'm a big king of pop fan. 

Do you want to talk about the Osbournes? 

Maybe I could finally kill it. My roommate PJ in 1991 was like "Man I like Neds Atomic Dustbin so much" and he shot a TV (I have no idea what this means). I said I bet you I find my way into the future on reality TV. In the year 2000 there's going to be a big reality TV boom. He said, "No fucking way." I said, "Watch, I'm gonna befriend the daughter and son of rocker Ozzy Osbourne and I'm gonna go into their house and make it filthy and live there." And he's like, "no way". So he owes me a million dollars now. 

So you became buddies with Jack Osbourne purposely? 
Yeah, I had to win that fuckin' bet. He shot the television (I still don't know what he's talking about. Perhaps it's a bit inside) and I missed that whole fourth season of the Simpsons. (PJ, Dill's roommate says "We have a lot of bets like that with famous people. The bet right now is that Lucy Lui can give me a handjob.") But that's in 2007. That's after Charlie's Angels makes five redux. The real deal is that I've been friends with them (Jack & Kelly). They'd come out to New York and getting a sixteen year old into a club or a bar in New York is a lot easier than L.A. And that was a couple years ago before the show. I woke up one day and there's a camera there. So I knew as much as someone who was watching the show. 

You were on the second season? 
Yeah when I was hopped up on goofballs. I was on the second season where I wrestled with Jack Osbourne. At the end of the day my Mom can die a happy woman because her son made into US Weekly for worst reality TV moment. 
Do people recognize you more in the streets as the dude from The Osbournes than from being a pro skater? 

No. Not since I cut my hair. 

What's up with your haircut? Did you lose a bet or something? 
No. That was good though. My haircut is inspired by the chick from Bow Wow Wow. The "Eye Want Candy" video. I used to think she was so fucking hot. I cut my hair myself so maybe that's why I look so psycho. I've had a good response from chicks. It's kind of like Star Wars inspired too. So I'd to take this time to thank George Lucas and forget him for making Jar Jar Binks in the beautiful saga known as Star Wars. I'd like to take this time to hate Bill Cosby (Bill Cosby's face appears on a nearby muted television). And hate Jell-O pudding pops for rotting my teeth, causing my mom enormous dental bills. 

Since you've achieved somewhat celebrity status, have you gotten to meet some of you favourite musicians? 
No, because I already have a general affiliation with people that make music. Some people kind of freak me out that I know. My friend Travis does a band called Mt. Egypt and we were taking mushrooms a couple years ago. Those chocolate heart mushrooms and we ate too much. I was in his house, running around going crazy. Travis never heard of The Flaming Lips and I'm just blasting "Do You Realize" over and over again. And I'm like, "Travis you don't know this shit! It's incredible, it'll change your life!" And he's like, "Yeah man", tripping balls. And fucking six months later the cocksucker goes on tour with the Flaming Lips. I'm like, "cocksucker!" So, he's down with Wayne Coyne. Wayne Coyne recognized me off the TV. I didn't get to meet him but Travis took me a picture (of Wayne Coyne) holding up a sign saying "Hello Dill Man", holding up my board. 

In Thrasher Magazine you were quoted as saying "I fuck runway models."
Dude, Jake Phelps (Thrasher's Editor) made it up. I've never been lucky enough to romp with a runway model. 

Who makes the most noise in the sac, a model or a butterfaced skank? 
I don't know. I'm pretty athletic in the sac so... I think the raw deal is that they're getting fucked by a skank not me fucking a skank (laughter). That's kind of the way it goes. One night PJ (Dills roommate) came home. This is so gross. It's not that she's an ugly person, but ugly on the inside. And it was just so loud and psycho. And the next morning he said he felt like he was in a scene from Boogie Nights. So there's one of them. God, when this comes out I'll never get laid again.

The other day when I saw you at Thompkins (Square Park), you were dressed to fucking kill. Where were you going? 
Oh yeah. I had on my boots that I stole from a movie set. I believe I was doing what they refer to as "The Walk Of Shame." I had night gear on. I got caught with night gear. What's worse is that I got caught with night gear on at a skate spot. That's bad.

Who are your sponsors Jason?
I work for Alien Workshop, DVS Shoes, Supreme NYC and UXA Clothing Company.
