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BAND OF THE YEAR -ROLLING STONE & SPIN

TOP 5 ALBUM OF THE YEAR -cmy
BEST ALBUM EVER -a maGAzZINE
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RADIOHEAD 0K COMPUTER

On over 100 top ten lists!
INCLUDING
Los Angeles Times,
People, Melody Maker,
NME, Us
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ON TOUR NOW! ' -

Limited special edition home video "SEVEN TELEVISION COMMERCIALS” with bonus CD EP available in stores soon.

Produced by Nigel Godrich with Radichead ©1998 EMI Records Ltd www radiohead co uk hollywoodandvine com/radiohead




BEN HARPER
“THE WILL TO LIVE”

Repackaged te include exclusive
borus 5-1rzck live EP!
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ON TOOR:

March 17 Grard Rapids MI
19 Minneapolis MN
20 Minneapolis MN
21 Chicago 1L
23 Indianapolis IN
24 8. Louis MO
25 Co.umbia MO
21 Dallas TX
28 Austin TX
29 Houston TX

Aprii 1 Tempe AZ

2 3an Diego CA
3 Los Angeles CA
4 Berkeley CA

T Seattle WA

8 Portland OR

RULES 0T “THE GAME" continued

Shotgun — Three carc's are deait to each “Player” face-down and there 1s a pound
of betting Another rouna of betting folfow the dealing ot the fou:th card. “Players™still
n The Game” draw to impmove ther kands, or close subsidrary labels and consoli-
date therr Fands, with a round of bettirg to follow.

Hurricane — Oniyiwc cards are deaft to each “Player.” and the Fighest hand ‘hat
can be held conswe's of wo aces. Sometimes witd cards or @ bonus ep are added.
Show Five Cards — 3evan cards are dealt tace down taseach “Flaysr,” andieach
looks at s cards 4 a sgral from the dealer, each “Playe+™ turns one of his 32rds
on the tab%e Before gring the signal. he dealer should Inqure whether all remixes
have been delivered and everyone is seady After the cards ar2 exgosed. thera is a

PVO®

PLAYERS’ GUIDE

RIVEN
THE SOUNDTRACK

How to get ta Riven
with your eyes closed.

SNEAKER PIMPS
“BECOMING REMIXED”

The best remixes of songs from
the debut album “Becoming X.”
10 tracks.

round of betting. Atter the betting 1s comoleted, the dealer gives the signai for the
exposure of the second release All these second cards must be exposed at the
same time The process cortnues untd a) “Piayers” in The Game' have five cards
exposed before them for the tinai showdown. to be continued
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Issue 56
features
20 & MORPHINE'S MARK SANDMAN
“I love wine. Maybe I'll take you up on that.”
22 & VAN DYKE PARKS “It seems
like we are both afflicted with the same virus here: the exploration of various musical styles.”
24 & VIC CHESNUTT <“Some of my songs make me sound
like a crazy person or a nymphomaniac. They make me say weird shit that I'd never say.”
26 & TED NUGENT *I didn't get a break. A break had

the audacity to approach me one day, and I had to gut-shoot it with a goat-urine soaked,
small game broadhead.”
29 & JOHN DOE “There's one moment of perfection in

songwriting for me. And that is when you can sit down and play it from beginning to
end, by yourself, and there are limitless possibilities of what this song could be.”

32 & THE DIVINE COMEDY’S NEIL HANNON *“I want
my next album to come off as a big hug. I'm from California—you can say those things.”
34 & BYRON STINGILY “Club music, because it’s made so

easily, is not a very artist-based type of music. But I think dance music is returning
to a more artist-based scenario.”

32 & RICHARD DAVIES “For me, the thing is the
song and it always has been.”
34 & PEARL JAM'S

EDDIE VEDDER “Ooh, you have interviewed before. ‘Interpolate.” Go ahead, I'm sorry.”

For full transcripts of these interviews, visit www.cmj.com/NewMM/emj.html |
I > |
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It was the Doppler effect
In the past I knew CMJ New Music
Mornthly to be on the cutting edge of music.
I could listen to your CD and hear music
about 6 months before it was ever on com-
mercial radio. Gradually, commercial radio
has caught up to your monthly CD. This is
very annoying to me. Plus your new maga-
zine format does have its drawbacks. I too
like the smaller size. I was offended as a
customer that your editor responded the
way he did to letters printed in the maga-
zine. You should take customer comments
as constructive criticism. | also hate seeing
watch and boot advertizements [sic]. This
is @ music mag is it not? Where in the
acronym CM] [sic] do you get selling out to
the kids of Gen X or Y and just covering
things kids do? I rely on my subscription to
bring me what’s cutting edge music. 'm a
college radio DJ, and I don’t have a lot of
time to go through the new rack of CDs, so
I rely on you instead. Please concentrate on
the music—that’s what you do best.

Larry Leone

Anyone who's ever met our consumer prod-
ucts sales gy can tell you that concentrating
isn't what'’s selling ads. Note: The actial con-
tent of the magazine is still about music, but
to the confusion of some, we've done well
enough at that to attract advertising for a
variety of products. As for Ed. responses, we
like to think that they're proportionally rude
to the corresponding letters, but in any case
here’s the idea: The editorial responses in
most magazines' Letters sections are arch,
trite, fake-ass, safe. Here, you get actual
access to an actual editor and his actual
foibles. That's entertainment! Regretfully,
sometimes that'’s offensive, but for all the sar-
casm, at least it’s a genuine response. —Ed.,
who got involved in college radio for no other
reason than the desire to listen to a brimming
rack of new releases.

Summer lovin’

Pve never quite understood why people
bother writing in because they didn’t like
the songs on last month’s CD. Why do peo-
ple assume they are so important that mag-
azine editors would tailor an entire publi-
cation to suit their tastes? There have been
issues when I didn’t like but perhaps one
song on the CD. There have been issues
where | loved every song but perhaps one.
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It’s a gamble, and a cheap way to build an
eclectic record collection. As for the format
change, 1 can say it’s great to have both
more reviews and, yes, more ad space. I'm
as sell-out wary as anyone, but even my
high-school newspaper taught me that no
publication can exist without funding from
some source. | would rather deal with a
few more ads than try to hunt down anoth-
er magazine with great coverage, interest-
ing factoids, a sarcastic editor and a CD.
Swmmer Cacciotti

Carlton your harsh man

I don’t know why people are crying about

the larger issue size. Frankly, I think it’s bet-

ter, and the people who are whining cuz

they can’t read it while taking a dump or

whatever should just shut the hell up.
Carlton Kim

Haiku you

The editor’s comments in the Jan. *98 let-
ters column were inspirational, as always.
Moreso, in fact. Upon reading your feature
on AOR kings-for-all-eternity led Zep-
pelin, I was moved to haiku, myself. Here,
written in the voice of the editor, is my
offering:

Led Zep, left to right
All named wrong except Bonham
“I meant to do that.”

Jeff Elbel

Newsday rising

I don’t necessarily love the Sandpebbles
so much, but it’s hard to endure the
hypocrisy of Steve Ciabattoni’s response to
George Vitray’s letter. |See January’s Letters
column| I think this is all I can offer, with
full knowledge of my own role in this sad
tragedy:

Editor venting
Like so many lame rock scribes
Stuck on the Island

Isaac Guzman
Staff Writer
Newsday

No hypocrisy
Long Island is a fine place
But we don't live there —Ed.

'World Radio Histo




HAVE YOU HEARD WHAT THE
WORLD SOUNDS LIKE LATELY?

DEEP FOREST III comearsa

Pure moods from the Latin and
Caribbean worlds, experienced
through the collective mind of music's
most adventurous explorers.
Thirteen compelling new compositions
including "Madazulu."

The follow-up to the
award-winning albums

"Deep Forest'" and "Boheme."
check out “Madazulu”

on CD sampler enclosed

in this issue




ARMAND VAN
HELDEN'’S
SAMPLESLAYA

Shake A Tailfeather

“The word ‘remixer’ is non-existent to me,”
says NYC-based house-music phenomenon
Armand Van Helden, “it’s just become the
word to use for what people like me are. But
it’s actually the wrong term: We should be
called reanimators or recreationists or repro-
ducers. Remixing just means bringing the
mix back up on the board from the master
tape and mixing it down again. What I do is
make a whole new track. I'll use elements
from the master tape, sometimes just the
vocals. But when I do a remix, most of what
I'm doing is making new music. If vou look
at what I did with the Stones, for example, |

€ 6 We won't do adverts, although we're actually considering
doing one in Italy for Martini but giving the money to something really
subversive. We're now in this position that we call Satan’s cock.
We keep being offered Satan’s cock, and it is up to us
to bite it rather than suck it. 99
—Chumbawamba's Alice Nutter, on keeping it real.

just used Mick’s vocals and
Keith’s guitar and then created a
completely different song.”

None of which would be
worth splitting etymological
hairs over if it weren’t for the
fact that Van Helden’s name is
among those nominated in the
Grammy’s newest category—
yes, remixer. Of course, “remix-
ing” is precisely how Van
Helden has been credited for his
funked-up work on Tori Amos’s
“Professional Widow,” Daft
Punk’s “Around The World”
and Sneaker Pimps’ “Spin Spin
Sugar.” So the mix-up over
remixing isn’t the Academy’s
fault. No, it’s just a symptom of
the digital age, a time when
beats, riffs and melodies can be
deconstructed and then reat-
tached like so many proteins in a
DNA molecule, creating new
grooves from old.

Though Van Helden makes a
damn good living performing
such operations on other artists’
material—“The A&R people
know what I do, and they want
what I do, because it can help
their artist get some noise in the
club market”—he also records
under his own name. in the past
he’s been best known for frenet-
ic blockbuster house singles like

DELTA 72

Phono-comb

Harry Crews

Elfiott Smith

fact

urtney Love may
not wear fur, but
according to Seattle
weekly The Rocket
she may not always
be kind to our furry

little friends
the Hole singer moved

death house for Cal
fornia, she reportedly
left the three family
cats behind to fend
for themselves

== What was Richard "Aphex Twin” James thinking when he decided to release
Freakwincey’s "I Farted” on his Rephlex label? Rephiex’s catalog includes titles
bty est mable art sts like Seefeel, y-ziq and Squarepusher, making the New Jersey rap group
Freakwincy’s scatological single all the more confounding. The smooth groove tune features
MC Ray Billups advising that "It's better to fart and waste it than to burp and taste it,” while
his back-up singers croon lines like "l got gas in my ass, | feel like it's gotta pass.” All of this
is punctuated by the sounds of flatulence and comments like "Ooh, that was a wet one.” The
vinyl version has two additional mixes, to boot! And if that’s not enough to have you moaning

disapprovingly, consider this: The other songs on the single (which comprise the "Freakwincey
Suite”) are called "Love Secretion” and "Let Me Lick You,” and sound like bad Commodores tunes.
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“Witchdoktor” and the “The
Funk Phenomenon.” But in
1998, using the moniker
Armand Van Helden’s Sam-
pleslaya, he’s aiming to break
in to the hip-hop market with
his major-label debut full-
length, the no-beats-barred,
non-stop party disc Enter The
Meat Market (Columbia).

“I have a career in house
music, but I've been hip-hop
my whole life,” Van Helden
explains.
house has helped me to under-
stand the basis of the rhythms
and beats that keep the dance
floor rocked. That’s also
important in hip-hop, because
hip-hop is dance music, too.
So the philosophy of Sam-
pleslaya is taking what [ know

“Coming from

from house music and incor-
porating it into hip-hop. To be
honest, even for me the record
can get annoying because if
I’'m not in the mood, or if I
don’t have a bottle of Cristal
in my stomach or something,
then I don’t want party track
after party track. The CD is
for people who want a party
groove at home, in the car or
at the beach. It’s not meant to
educate, it’s meant to shake
your ass.” —Matt Ashare
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TONY CONRAD
And The Lost Temple Of Drone

Tony Conrad’s influence is more widely
known than his actual work, which exists
on the margins of “underground” music.
He’s best known for the role he played in
the Dream Syndicate—not the LA “paisley
underground” band, but an earlier sonic
collective featuring John Cale and Angus
MacLise (who later formed the Velvet
Underground with Lou Reed) and LaMonte
Young. This early ’60s ensemble was the
focal point for New York’s out-there,
avant-garde music scene, and often played
variations on one sound all night long, cre-
ating sustained drones. That one sound
branched into all sorts of others through
resonant harmonics. The Dream Syndi-
cate’s creations were influenced by classical
Indian music and celebrated the power of
noisy, droning, meditative, sweet sound.
Echoes of the Dream Syndicate are heard in

= World music specialist Celestial Harmonies began in 1980 as the American distributor for the Cerman label
Kuckuck, but it quickly became its own label. Celestial made a name for itself in the early '80s by distributing a
then little-known (to US audiences) electronic artist named Kitaro, who went on to become the
top-selling Japanese artist of all time, bringing the label sales of over a million doliars. Since
then, Celestial Harmonies has consistently strived to bring new cultures to American music
buyers. "We are recording music for people to whom music is much more than entertainment,”
says Celestial founder Eckart Rahn. The music of Celestial Harmonies illustrates the rich tra-
ditions of Europe, Asia, Africa, Asia-Pacific, and the Americas, most of it recorded on-site. A

PUBLISHING DEAIL Refers to the contractual arrangement
between an artist and a music publishing company. The publisher
gives the artist a sum of money ($75,000 is an industry standard) wonns
in exchange for the rights to that artist's songs. This usually includes the rights
to the artist's back catalog and his next few albums. The artist continues to col-
lect royalties for his songs, but a portion of the profits also goes to the pub-
lishing company. In addition, the publishing company actively seeks out oppor-
tunities for its artists to gain greater exposure (e.g. soundtracks, commercials).

the music of experimentalists such
as Terry Riley, Glenn Branca, Rhys
Chatham, Lee Ranaldo and Jim
O’Rourke, among others.

But very few people have ever
heard the extant tapes of the
Dream Syndicate’s music, which
are in Young’s possession. Young
has refused to let the music be
released, so 12 years ago Conrad
began work on Early Minimalism @&
(Table Of The Elements) to intro-
duce this “dream music” to the
world. Released in December, this
four-disc set with extensive notes
consists of one archival, screech-
happy monophonic recording of
four solo, overdubbed violins
from 1964, and three record-
ings done in the last few
years with two to four
other musicians. “Early
Minimalism is not the
same as the Dream
Syndicate’s music,”
Conrad explains. “It’s
composed music
that’s been organized
in order to create a
specific echo of that
earlier sound.”

It’s vortex music, sucking in
the listener, and it’s meant to be
played loud. Conrad enthuses: “Music
gets inside of you, you know? And works
out, from the inside. Loud sounds can fill
you and excite you and take over your

complete catalogue can be found at the labeil’s website: www.harmonies.com.

inspirational

UPPER CRUST

Judith Martin

body! It can go way out
there. I respect people’s
personal authority, but one
way to respect people’s
authority is to test it! If
something is really strong,
it makes you want to chal-
lenge it... When I find a
sound that for me has a lot
of those vitamins in it, it’s
very challenging.”

Is there a future for
Conrad’s  drone-happy
music, Or is it just a strange
historical side note? “I love
playing in this style, and I’ll
keep doing that because of
the pleasure it brings me,”
Conrad says. He has
toured and played with
members of Gastr Del Sol
in the last few years, bring-
ing his music to a new gen-
eration that’s more tolerant
of untraditional sound. “If
you want to change the
whole way people think
about music, everybody
everywhere—who  does
that? A lot of people do
that, that’s what makes cul-
ture exciting... This is exciting to have this
music coming out now! It should come out
now! And I've been feeling that for like, all
of this time... for literally 35 years! It’s a big,
big moment to me.” —Mike McGonigal

celestial

harmonies
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€6 1 thought it was pretty good because people usually say
‘I love driving to your music’ or ‘| like doing my ironing to your music.'99
—Stereolab’s Laetitia Sadier, on how she felt when
a stripper told her that the band’s Emperor Tomato Ketchup
was one of her favorite records to strip to

JIMMY RAY o
Behind The Counter Culture

There are quite a few jobs well suited to the
aspiring rocker—positions in coffeehouses,
bookstores, secondhand clothing outlets.
But none is more perfect, according to peg-
slacked, pompadoured pinup Jimmy Ray,
than a gig in music retail. As a rockabilly
fan fresh out of high school, Ray landed a
job at London’s massive Virgin Megastore.
“And it was great,” he purrs. “It was a job
and it was music at the same time, so it was
right up my street. We got loads of tourists,
loads of beautiful Italian girls, plus there
was an actual radio station in there, and |
used to be constantly on the run getting
records for the DJs and begging ‘Play this!
Play this?”

Ray was also constantly bumping into
local luminaries. One of his favorite cus-
tomers was Absolutely Fabulous creator

Jennifer Saunders. “And [ met
the drummer for Spandau Bal-
His
favorite retail experience? The
shop’s annual dress-up day,
when folks mistook his ’50s-
retro duds for a carefully
assembled costume. His worst?
The day the B-52s popped by
for an in-store concert. “I got
told off for standing on the
counter because there was such
a crowd,” Ray growls. “You
know how a head of security, if
it’s a woman, tends to be a
complete bitch? She lectured
me, told me to get down off the
counter because | was setting a
bad example.” His response
was shouted loud enough to

>

let once,” he snickers.
’

ring the rafters: ““Man, this is
rock ’n’ rollt We’ve got the B-

66 It seems like people ‘in the know’ have my records.
| guess they get them as imports. But apart from that, | don’t think anyone
knows who | am. Someone in my family went to get a record of mine
a couple of years ago at some big place, and the clerk said, ‘Scott Walker?
Oh you mean that English singer?’ So now | call myself the English singer. 99
—Scott Walker, on his lack of celebrity
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my room

ARTISTS'

CALVIN JO-NSON

Al Larsen

Godhead Siio

Lookers
‘Mirah

‘Sandman

like

DESKTOP TOUR:
Peperclip People,
Komputer, Tiny Desk
Unit, Scissor Girls
Staple Singers, Tape
Beatles, Black Tape
For A Blue Girl,
Pencil, Crayon, Glue,
Pink Slip Daddy.

inspirational

we’d

52’ here! Girnne a break?”

How did the 23-year-old
arrive at the surreal sonic
crossroads of his newly
released self-titled debut (Epic),
which punches blipping techno
rivets all over the barn door of
traditional Elvis/Sun Sessions
twang? He wasn’ aiming for
the vibrato/slapback/dance-
floor swagger of his smash
overseas single, the shamelessly
self-promoting  “Are  You
Jimmy Ray?” In fact, Ray still
recalls when his punky teen
outfit the Cutting Room got its
first major nightclub booking,
which wasnt quite the ego
boost he’d imagined. “I ran
into the store with the tickets,
going ‘Who’s gonna buy a tick-
et? Who?’ But it was like, ‘Oh,
sorry, | can’t. I've gotta wash
me hair.” Everyone who
worked there had some sort of
musical ambition—employees
would be sitting in the store
canteen, playing harmonica
and stuff like that. Everyone
was supportive of you, but I
guess the majority of employ-
ees knew that none of us
would ever make it.”

After discovering the
trancey thrum of the Shamen,
Ray adds, he understood that
technology and songwriting
could cut a nice little rug togeth-
er. He began piecing his new
sound together on his home
computer, revolving around the
echoey guitars of his pet bygone
era. “My approach was, ‘Hey! |
know a few chords! I can write
a few songs!” And if you don’t
have the natural ability, that, in
a way, makes you more deter-
mined to succeed.” Pardon?
Ray doesn’t believe his record
genuinely rocks? No, no, he sighs. It’s not like
that, exactly. “See, [ wanna do this more than
I’m actually s1ade to do this. You know, just
as a human achievement.” —Tom Lanbam



JEAN KARR

o STABBINGC WESTWARD

e g oA
TS

Although it won't actually see release until early April. Stab-
bing Westward's third album, Darkest Days (Columbia), was
originally supposed to come out in October. | caught up
with vocalist Christopher Hall only a few days after the
months of remixing had come to an end. —Jenny Eliscu

°= 1 read somewhere that the new album
is like a four-act play?

A: [Laughing]| That sounds so Spinal Tap.
Q. 50 whats that about?

A: I’ve been dreading this question. OK, we had a bunch of
songs and three of us in the band write. So a lot of times we’re
demoing and it’s just one person’s vision of the song when no one
else has touched it and the record can get very disjointed. Like
you listen to the demo tape and Andy [Kubiszewski] will sing on
his stuff and I’ll sing on my stuff and play all the keyboards and
guitars, and Walter [Flakus| will have instrumental rave pieces
with no guitar and vocals on it. And then people start passing
tapes around and working on each other’s songs and there’s a lot
of internal competition in our band. We’re very, very, very com-
petitive. And when we brought the record to [producer| Dave
Jerden. it kind of had that vibe to it, like a bunch of separate
songs. He said, “Why don’t you do it as four acts? Like three
songs, three songs, three songs, three songs and try to find a way
to combine each song in each act.” And we thought, “OK,” so
there was a challenge 1o it, like to try and make the record some-
thing more than a collection of songs. And we realized that lyri-
cally there were totally different movements to the record or
songs that—everything we write is generally about being
depressed or broken relationships. But this vear I sort of started
writing in a different tense, rather than “you did this to me” or
whatever, and actually wrote a couple of positive songs. So we
tried to stick thematic songs together and then we thought of
how, through the different keys of the different songs, how we
could create a support structure throughout the record. I don’t
want to go into it too much because I think it ruins it for the lis-
tener. But if on the 50th listen, someone actually starts to get the
concept, that’s cool.

@ ARTIST APPEARS ON THIS MONTH'S CD
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THE 6 BEST RELEASES THIS MONTH

GAUNT

Bricks And Blackouts — Warner Bros.

GAUNT

* »

One school of punk rock thought considers the pro-
fessional studio the aural equivalent of living hell;
that to be great, rock ’n’ roll must be created in some
dirt cheap dive or, better yet, basement, and that the

Qe . : . .
m minute you climb above eight tracks you move into

BRICKS

another, less pure, world altogether. Gaunt used to
live in those primitivist confines, but in the past few
years the group has gradually moved into the big
leagues, to the point where it doesn’t even consider
itself a punk rock unit, but simply a good, old fashioned rock band. Well it’s all semantics—
one man’s punk is another man’s Poison. Lead singer/songwriter Jerry Wick doesn’t seem
to care about all that, since he can play three chord monte with the best of them, recombin-
ing simple patterns into alchemic glory. Just as important, Gaunt is concerned not with the
current flavor of the month, but with creating timeless rock ’n’ roll
that will last past the newest trends. This is the true magic of Gaunt:
an innate understanding that copies nothing but examines various ele-
ments, in the process creating something hard, passionate and time-
less. Do they succeed? God, yes. Just listen to “97th Tear” and you’ll
get it. —Randall Roberts

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 24,

FILE UNDER: Rock.
R.LY.L.: Replace-
ments, New Bomb
Turks, Foo Fighters.

MIKE IRELAND & HOLLER

Learning How To Live —
Sub Pop/Sire

Kansas City native Mike Ireland moseys down a dif-
ferent path than the “no depression” set’s surlier,
rock-minded elite. Packing a penchant for string
arrangements and Billy Sherrill productions, Ireland
and his band Holler (which includes a couple of fel-
low ex-Starkweathers) show they’re no hacks when
it comes to honky-tonk. The string-laden songs
smartly avoid the saccharin of straight countrypoli-
tan (e.g. Charlie Rich) because they’re intertwined with the darker, loose-string cool of Bakers-
field cowboy rockabilly. The production is unerringly crisp and the backing musicians are top
notch, from Heartbreaker and alt-country button man Benmont Tench’s sparkling, Chet
Atkins-influenced piano on “Worst Of All” to Michael Lemon’s lap steel, particularly rousing
on “Some Things You Lose.” Even the grade-school xylophone that bookends “Christmas
Past” sounds right. The multi-trick pony here is Ireland’s voice: His dead-on phrasing gives gen-
uine emotional expression to clichés like “Jealousy can only keep us far apart.” Riding his per-
DATALOG: Release | fect Vern Gosdin tenor into the open heart of twang city, Ireland and
date: Mar. 10. | ' Holler make both the heartache and the outlaw swagger potent and
FILE UNDER: LIghtty | -y ievable. Don’t pass on Learning How To Live just because the idea
sweetened honky-tonk.
of honky-tonk makes you reach for the insulin; otherwise you’ll be

RLY.L.: Dwight
Yoakam, Merle Hag- | missing out on a right nice roadhouse romp. —Anne Marie Cruz

gard, Webb Pierce.

MIKE IRELAND
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#1 USA marks a big departure for LAL (a.k.a.
Love As Laughter), which wasn’t much more
than a flimsy fagade for the art-damaged bed-
room recordings of singer/ songwriter Sam
Jayne on 1996’s The Greks Bring Gifts (K).
But to anyone who remembers Jayne as the
guitar-slinging frontguy for the aggressively
noisy Olympia, Washington, punk outfit
Lync, the new incarnation of Love As Laugh-
ter—now a loose rockin’ trio rounded out by
drummer Dave Schneider and guitarist Jessica
Espeleta—shouldn’t come as too big a shock.
Jayne has brought the mutant pop sensibility
of his four-tracking to DATALOG: Released

bear on his healthy ey
desi & loudl FILE UNDER:
esire to rock loudly. Incie riff rock.
The results are consis-  R.LY.L: Pavement,
tently more satisfying Verbena,

Archers Of Loaf.

than any of his previous
efforts, bringing to mind at various times
Pavement minus the free-associated lyrics, a
perkier Versus, and a less spastic Archers Of
Loaf. There’s also some not too subtle Stones
referencing going on in “Slow Blues Fever”
and “I'm A Bee,” the latter of which boldly
nicks the signature riff of “Jumping Jack
Flash.” And the pounding piano on the title
track brings to mind Mott The Hoople in the
same way Pavement slyly alludes to Bowie
from time to time. #1 USA ends with a cou-
ple of “hidden” tracks, presumably culled
from Jayne’s home-recording experiments,
each of which 1s just more evidence that Love
As Laughter works much better as a band
than a solo project. —Matt Ashare



MORCHEEBA
Big Calm — China/Sire

On its second album, Big Calm, Morcheeba contin-
ues to search for its own perfect combination of lay-
ers. The group is blessed with vocalist Skye Edwards,
but a sultry woman singing atop dark and slow beats
is de rigeur in trip-hop (“Let Me See,” for instance,
comes straight from the Portishead blueprint), so
what distinguishes Morcheeba is not Paul Godfrey’s
beats but his brother Ross’s bluesy guitar work. The
second track, “Part Of The Process,” quickly unveils

Morcheeba’s strengths: a swampy slide guitar groove and slinky backbeat, a soulful melody
and a surprising fiddle hook. But before you think you’ve got Morcheeba’s variation-on-a-
genre pegged, an odd thing happens: Of the album’s second half, the only tune that could be
called trip-hop is “Big Calm,” on which rapper Jason Furlow takes the lead vocals. Two

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 17

FILE UNDER: Soulful
sometimes-trip-hop.
R.LY.L.: Early Massive
Atftack, Erykah Badu,
Portishead's Dummy,
Me'shell Ndegéocello.

sparse songs comprised of acoustic guitar and strings (including the
tender “Fear And Love,” another highligh:), a too-brief “glide sitar”
interlude, and a fun Baby Fox-like reggae tune (“Friction™) make
sure that Morcheeba is not confined to the trip-hop category. In the
end, though, the parts seem greater than the whole: while the stately
BPM:s unify the album, Morcheeba has found its voice but still tin-
kers with its styles. —Steve Klinge

| TORTOISE
| TNT — Thrill Jockey

Tortoise is a band very much of its time and place,

—— and at the same time transcendent. Its members,

associates and alumni have birthed a new Chica-

go/Louisville sound and helped inspire the dubious

| term “post-rock.” Its collaborative method and
genre-melding experiments have racked a few

lengthy pages on to the definition of “fusion.” Still,

| Tortoise continues to explore new territory and rede-

~ - fine itself song by song. TNT, the band’s third and

longest album, takes the group a few more leaps forward, with a denser sound and more
elaborate compositions throughout. The root melodies are simple as usual, but the arrange-
ments shift constantly. The group doesn’t just break out an arsenal of genres and instru-
ments—it combines them in totally unpredictable ways. John McEntire’s pattering marimba
becomes a drone element on “Ten-Day Interval,” while the piano carries a distant melody.
“I Set My Face To The Hillside” toys with a Spaghetti Western-style riff. A series of digital-

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 10.

FILE UNDER:
Progressive groove.
R.LY.L.: Stereolab,
Gastr Del Sol,
Tricky.

ly recorded and remixed tracks insinuates analog-style sounds into dig-
ital soundscapes, and vice versa. Tortoise does trip-hop with a loose,
diffident drumbeat, and spins that into a twitchy mix of jungle percus-
sion and vocal samples. TNT contains more musical ideas than either
rock or electronica has yielded in several years. What'’s more, a decent
percentage of them are good ones. —Andrea Moed

R.I.Y.L. RECOMMENDED IF YOU LIKE

PEARL JAM
Yield — Epic

By more or less staying put, Pearl Jam has
found itself standing alone with a sound
that, ironically, every band in America
wanted to steal just five years ago. What
once seemed mediocre now feels grand on
Yield, the band’s first album since 1996’

ineffectual No DATALOG: Released
Code. For the first Feb. 3. First single
“Given To Fly.”

time, America may A S

really need Pearl  postaiernative rock.
Jam: The mid-’90s  R.Y.L:Led Zeppelin,
have seen British  Soundoarden REM.
bands like Oasis, Radiohead and Blur co-
opt anthemic, mainstream rock with a sin-
gularity of purpose resembling a siege.
Arriving like the cavalry, Pearl Jam looks
forward on Yield by looking back—to its
grunge glory days, and to bands like Led
Zeppelin (“Given To Fly,” “Faithful”) and
R.EEM. (“Low Light”). Happily, cracks
are forming in Pearl Jam’s old gloomy
facade; the soaring “MFC,” for example,
is carchy rock at its best: driving, fiery,
musically and lyrically terse. There are a
few sour notes on Yield—the dissonant
chorus of “Pilate,” the repetitive “No
Way”—but what’s great is that there’s no
obvious radio ballad, no “Better Man™ or
“Daughter” that makes the rest of the
album feel like filler. It’s been said that
Pearl Jam has a lot to prove on Yield, but
what the band ultimately proves isn’t so
much its own viability as the viability of
American rock. —Chris Molanphy

PEARL JAM

APRIL98 13



CORNELIUS

Cornelius is the showbiz moniker of 27-year-old Japanese artist
Keigo Oyamada (he swiped the name from a Planet Of The Apes
character}, and he’s set to release his blender of a debut record, Fan-
tasma, on Matador in late March. In Japan, Cornelius released the
album on his own influential Trattoria label (home to Kahimi Karie
and Hanatrash, as well as American groups like Apples In Stereo
and Papas Fritas) and it sold over half a million copies, drawing
heaps of fans to a recent multi-media performance at Budokan
stadium that featured karate apemen on stage and 3D video. Musi-
cally, Cornelius straddles the sonic boundary between My Bloody
Valentine and Pizzicato Five, joining the former’s driving guitar
noises and indie-pop aesthetic with the latter’s sample-happy,
sound-collage artistry. Coinciding with the release of Fantasma,
Oyamada will make his first Stateside appearances with a pared-
down fou--piece lineup, to be followed by a tour of major cities in
June and a more extensive US excursion in September.

—Lydia \Vanderloo

HANDSOME ) ¥:V. 889 ¢

The Handsome Family’s Through The
Trees (Carrot Top) is one of those breath-
taking revelations that gives you the sense
of a group hitting its stride. Comprised of
husband and wife team Brett and Rennie
Sparks, the Chicago-based Handsome
Family composes perfect narratives that
will bruise your heart; these songs are by
turns absurd and grotesque, dry and cyn-
ical, shuddering and sad, often containing
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a razor wit at their core. Because the Handsome Family is most
influenced by the country music of the *30s and *40s, it’s often
marked with the meaningless “insurgent country” tag. The band
seems to lack any agenda, though, and has moved toward a soft-
er assemblage of sounds: guitars, bass, autoharps, a quiet drum
machine, harmonies and Brett’s solid crooning, which magnifies
the frightening, and often devastating, natural world “where

»

the red worms circle like sharks,” “fat yellow jackets float on
the breeze” and “falling neutrinos drift through the trees.”

—Randall Roberts

The Rock*A*Teens claim
as their home Cabbage-
town, an isolated patch
near downtown Atlanta
with a bizarre otherworld-
ly feel that neatly matches
the band’s sound. The
R*A*Ts borrow from
rockabilly, but with a
mood closer to country
death ballads, then enve-
lope the concoction with
as much reverb as they
can. The result is unmistakably vintage sounding, vet

not at all derivative. Guitarists Chris Lopez and Justin Hughes have
persevered through recent upheaval: One long-time member moved
to Chicago, and drummer Chris Verene recently returned to the
fold after a wrist injury and a photography
sabbatical (he also contributes the band’s
stunning cover art). Fortunately, the changes
have not distracted Lopez from churning out
first-rate new material and delivering it with
a smoldering ferocity. The Rock*A*Teens’
LPs on Atlanta’s Daemon Records are two
of America’s best kept secrets, but the
group’s profile should heighten quickly, as
its imminent full-length, Baby, A Little Rain
Must Fall, sees release through Merge
Records. A Kill Rock Stars single and com-
pilation track are also due shortly.

—Glen Sarvady
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Sometime around 1992, it was
A estimated that half of the world's
population had seen a James
Bond movie. "Based on that
figure, it is likely that just
about everybody who com-
municates without tom-
toms has heard the James
Bond music—its instantly
recognizable themes and
titles,” wrote Albert R.
Broccoli, producer of the
first 16 Bond films. “"The
compelling nature of this

music has been an

essential ingredient in
the makeup of the 007
movies.”

ince the inception of the series in 1962 with Dr. No, that music
has grown in appeal, influencing diverse artists and audiences.
Guns N’ Roses, Soft Cell and Tindersticks have all recorded covers
of tunes from Bond flicks. “Imaginary soundtrack” producers
Barry Adamson and David Holmes have radically reinterpreted
John Barry’s quintessential “James Bond Theme.” “Goldfinger,”
“Nobody Does It Better” (from The Spy Who Loved Me) and “For
Your Eyes Only” still pump out of jukeboxes and karaoke
machines with alarming frequency.

For David Arnold, the sound of cinema 007 is as familiar as the
beating of his own heart. Not only did he compose the score for the
18th Bond outing, Tomorrow Never Dies, he also conceived,
arranged and produced Shaken And Stirred: The David Arnold
James Bond Project (Sire). This 11-track opus features fresh rendi-
tions of Bond themes by artists including Aimee Mann, Iggy Pop,
Chrissie Hynde, L'T] Bukem and Natacha Atlas.

The Grammy-winning maestro attributes the enduring appeal of
the Bond songs to “the fact they were conceived, written and pro-
duced in a timeless fashion.” For example, “Diamonds Are Forev-
er” was penned in 1971. That’s post Sgt. Pepper’s. Sticky Fingers
topped the charts. Glam and glitter ruled in the UK. Yet it seems
that songwriters John Barry and Don Black were oblivious, sculpt-
ing a glittering sonic dais on which vocalist Shirley Bassey shines
like the midnight sun.

“These records just failed to recognize anything that was going
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by Kurt B. Reighley

on around them,” continues Arnold. “They existed in their own lit-
tle universe. They make no attempt at being contemporary. And the
advantage to doing that is you keep one step ahead of being unfash-
ionable, because you were never fashionable in the first place.”

Credit John Barry, who scored 11 James Bond movies over the
course of three decades (and four different actors as the super spy).
“John Barry certainly had a very good handle on that period,”
notes Alex Gifford of Bath, England’s big beat duo Propellerheads.
“Bond is a very curiously British sort of protagonist. And the music
always has this mixture of big Hollywood schlock with proper
Englishness. It tries to be massively glitzy, but it doesn’t quite get
there. Most of it seems to be slightly repressed. Everything he writes
is so simple, but on the button. There’s not much stuff thar gets
tricky and misses the point.”

Barry shaped his compositions to be an integral part of the 007
legacy, and although they were entertaining on their own, they
reflected the character of the series and its hero. They were sweeping
in scope, yet subtle in their detail; classy yet unconventional. “They
were songs borne entirely of melodrama and cinema,” notes Arnold.

The drawback to championing this singular vision is that often
the tunes fared poorly with consumers. But time has been kind to
this catalog. “Historically there’s an accumulated understanding of
James Bond songs,” says Arnold. “Now they describe other songs
as ‘Bond-esque’ and ‘Barry-esque’ whenever they talk about a cer-
tain type of record.” (A good example is Mansun’s “The Chad
Who Loved Me,” from Attack Of The Grey Lantern.) “The prob-
lem with being of the moment is you can only do it for the
moment,” he chuckles. “And then that moment has passed, and
you were last week’s thing.”

Arnold was especially _
conscious of this pitfall
when he imagined Shaken And
Stirred. He began with a list of
artists he thought were “unusu-
al, interesting, intriguing... main-
ly people that I'd bought records
by, or seen performing live, so [

had a good idea about where they
were coming from, musically and
personally.” A few parties he
approached weren’t interested—
most notably ABBA, as well as
Nick Cave and the Human
League—but most leapt at the
chance.

Having heard Propeller-
heads’ evocative single “Spy-
break!” previously, the producer
figured the pair would be ideal for
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the driving instrumental “On Her Majesty’s Secret Service.”
“And as luck would have it, it’s my personal favorite Barry
theme,” concurs Alex Gifford. He’d already been including
the original in his D] sets, mixing it with beats (“which isn’t
the easiest thing, because it doesn’t stay in line”), and the
duo was considering doing a cover of it. “And now there’s
this bloke on the phone saying ‘Would you like to do a ver-
sion?’” The producers of Tomorrow Never Dies liked the
track so much, they asked Arnold to recruit Gifford to
assist on the new film, too.

John Barry aficionado Jarvis Cocker was intrigued by
Arnold’s invitation, but didn’ think his band Pulp fit the
tune he’d penciled it in for. Instead, Cocker bravely sug-
gested “All Time High,” one of the weakest numbers in Barry’s oeu-
vre, from 1983’ Octopussy. “The original song was a bit limp,”
observes the producer. But Cocker saw the swan behind the ugly
duckling. “I thought that ‘All Time High’ was an under-realized
song, and that was the point [in covering it],” he explains.

Whatever the intention, the end result is captivating. “We
changed it from a romantic poem to lost love, into a seedy, sordid
little confessional,” says Arnold. “It’s like Serge Gainsbourg in
Union Jack underwear.”

Coincidentally, Pulp also wound up on a divergent list of artists
(from Jon Bon Jovi to David Holmes) asked to submit songs for
Tomorrow Never Dies. “The way they do it nowadays is they put
it out to tender,” explains Arnold. Despite virtually no deadline,
Pulp managed to turn around an original tune in two days, only to
be rejected. (That song, “Tomorrow Never Lies,” wound up as a B-
side on Pulp’s recent single “Help The Aged.”) “I was disappoint-
ed,” admits Cocker with a sigh. “Especially when 1 heard it was
Sheryl Crow who was getting it, because she does me in.”

Despite this resurgence of Bond classicism, the producers opted
for the obviously of-the-moment Crow—certainly no Bassey or
Tina Turner—to provide the music for the film’s opening montage.
To pique younger moviegoers, Moby was brought in to revamp the
classic “James Bond Theme.” He felt a strong connection to the

the brassy

material, too. “Live And
Let Die was the first
soundtrack I  ever
bought,” he discloses.
“Possibly the first record.
The theme song is a ter-
rifying piece of music. |
remember seeing the
movie, and when the
strings come in...” He
shudders comically at the
recollection. “Even now
it’s terrifying.”

Bringing up the rear, Arnold contributed his sweeping original
“Surrender” for the end credits. But finding an appropriate singer for
a number in traditional Bond style proved nearly impossible.
Although David McAlmont had sung on the demo, and charted in
Europe with his eerie Shaken And Stirred interpretation of “Dia-
monds Are Forever,” he lacked the requisite American appeal.
Record companies faxed Arnold seemingly endless artist rosters,
“but the amount of people who can actually sing that type of song
is pretty small.” In the end, the only suitable candidate was k.d.lang,

“There are a few of the soul divas, Whitney Houston and Mari-
ah Carey, the people who are technically very powerful singers,” he
concedes, but lang “completely understands the genre. She knows
what it is we’re dealing with when we’re doing a Bond song, which
is so classic in the approach.”

At one point last winter, between Shaken And Stirred and
Tomorrow Never Dies, there were four Bond-related singles in the
upper reaches of the UK charts: songs by Moby, David McAlmont,
Propellerheads and, yes, Sheryl Crow. Surely such a bizarre coinci-
dence could only be the work of a nefarious outfit like
S.PE.C.T.R.E. But Will White of Propellerheads claims no foul
play was involved. “It was weird, but it’s not a case of everyone
talking around saying ‘Let’s make the Bond music popular,” he
insists. “Because it already is.” m

o singer is more closely associated with James Bond than Welsh diva Shirley Bassey. She was already a popular nightclub

draw in America when John Barry tapped her for Goldfinger in 1964. It would become the composer’s personal favorite

of the Bond titles. “Shirley Bassey was perfect casting,” he later gushed. “She brought such conviction to it.”

Bassey would contribute her inimitable delivery in service of 007 on two more occasions, for Diamonds Are Forever (1971)

and Moonraker (1979). (A fourth, “Mr. Kiss Kiss Bang Bang,” was recorded for Thunderball, but dropped in favor of Tom

Jones’s title tune.) Although she turned 61 this past January, Bassey still performs to packed houses. So why must Bond fans

be subjected to the simpering likes of A-Ha (“The Living Daylights”) and Sheryl Crow?

David Arnold blames the boys in accounting. When he wrote “Surrender” for Tomorrow Never Dies, he had Bassey in mind

for the track. “The world is ready for another Shirley Bassey Bond theme,” insists the master. “But in marketing terms, it

wasn’t going to make sense.”

Like the best of the Bond songs, Bassey epitomizes the idea that if you dont fret about being contemporary, you have a much

better chance of maturing into a timeless classic. That's why the Propellerheads composed “History Repeating” (featured on

their new Decksanddrumsandrockandroll) for her. “She’s wicked,™ insists Alex Gifford. “We just wanted her to play the part

of someone who's been there, seen it, done it... who's above the bollocks of hype and fashion.™

“They say the next big thing is here/That the revolution’s near/But to me it seems quite clear/That it’s all just a little bit of

history repeating,” purrs Bassey over a bossa nova beat. The new breed of Bond producers would be wise to listen closely to

what she’s singing. Miss Shirley Bassey is overdue for an encore. —KBR
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drive.

Come’s Thalia Zedek and Morphine’s Mark Sandman

Thalia: We were just in Spain for like a month.

Mark: For what? Touring?

Thalia: Yeah, touring. It was great. We had like
eight or nine shows in four and a half weeks. It
¥ was this crazy thing ’cause we were like in a

movie, and we were also part of this traveling film
festival. So the first week we were there, we were in

Madrid.

Mark: Nice.

Thalia: It was so fuckin’ nice. And then we went all over Spain.
Barc¢lona and then Bilbao. We saw the new Guggenheim. It was
pretty amazing. We played all over. It was the kind of tour of
Spain that you could only get if a Spanish promoter was booking
it. Because originally, they were going to film in all these locations.
Because the film is kind of about, like, rock, but not really. But it’s
about a promoter, and a lot of this stuff takes place in clubs and
stuff, so it’s really expensive to rent. So we were traveling in the
film festival, and simultaneously they were making a movie. They
shot us for like a week. Our part isn’t that big in it. It’s about this
promoter. We played the American band that comes over, a band
called “Come.” At first I was like, “Change the names and stuff,”
but then by the time we were filming it, it was like, “I don’t give
a shit.” It was totally a crazy no-budget production.

Mark: You could change it to “Venga.” There are probably some
other dirtier words you could use. “Venga.” That’s not a bad
name.

Thalia: Venga.

Mark: I can’t think of what the Spanish word for “come™ is.
Thalia: Colme!

Mark: Colme.

Thalia: [in exaggerated Spanish voice] I love the Colme!
Thalia: We were hanging out with a lot of Spanish people. The
movie was half Spanish, half English, so the leading man was
Spanish. It takes place in Spain, but there were a lot of Americans
involved. So when he was dealing with Americans, he’d speak in
English, but the rest of it’s going to be in Spanish, so it’s kind of a
bizarre mix of New York and Madrid people.

Mark: There was this movie that asked me to do a bit part in it,
kind of silly, looking for love in the classifieds. It all takes place in
Boston. I guess I would have done it, but I would have had to pay
a couple thousand dollars to join the union or something and they
were only paying $500, so I passed. But anyways, I was reading
in the paper just now that someone just bought the movie for six
million dollars just this week. I never would have guessed.
Thalia: Wow. What's it called?
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Mark: It’s called Next Up Wonderland. Reading it, it just seemed
like an advertisement for Boston. “Shoot your film in Boston.
Look at all the scenic sights we have.” I had no idea it was like a
real film, entered in festivals. I can never tell from the script that
it’s going to be good.

Thalia: We did songs in so many horrible movies. And then you
just feel bad because you know someone spent like years, because
I have a lot of friends who do film. I know how expensive it is,
and how people spend years on something that sucks, and then
they know it sucks but they have to do something with it because
they have invested so much in it. I usually say “sure” when peo-
ple ask me for a song, because usually I know the movie isn’t
going to get played anywhere, ever. And it’s kind of like, why
stand in their way? They have so many obstacles as it is.

Mark: You know that movie Spanking The Monkey? Our guy
got this call that they want to use four or five songs for a low bud-
get movie about incest. They wouldn’ let us see a rough-cut or a
script. They said it was really tasteful—it’s kind of a black come-
dy—and we figured, well, no one will see it. But it didn’t work out
like that. But it wasn’t a bad movie. Did you see it?

Thalia: I never saw it. Are we taping this? Should we tape it?

[Tape stops]

Mark: ...I love wine. And maybe I'll take you up on that.
Thalia: So are you going to do your next record with Paul
[Kolderie] and Sean [Slade]?

Mark: It looks like it. I hope so. I want to record a lot of it at my
house. We’ve got kind of a big space. It sounds better than most
studios. Lots of wood, wood floors, wood ceilings. Soft. Then
we’ll take it and mix it somewhere else. Maybe bring in a bunch
of real equipment, 24 tracks...

Thalia: Is your studio in Cambridge?

Mark: Yeah. I like to record at home.

Thalia: Yeah, I do too. I always wanted to, and
we haven’t really done anything in town except
for this record.

[Tape stops. Thalia puts Come’s new CD, Gently,
Down The Stream, on the stereo.]

Thalia: Your car stereo probably sounds bet-
ter than this.

Mark: [responding to music] That sounds
pretty much like an Egyptian kind of thing?



she said

Take Come’s Gently, Down The Stream For A Spin

Thalia: Yeah, it’s sort of like that. I don't know what this is.
Mark: Gently, Down The Stream. | like that.

Thalia: Its the urination analogy, sort of. This copy’s been
sounding really weird to me. Do you think that’s too loud?
Mark: No, it sounds good.

Thalia: But I've played this particular one for people before, and
it sounds weird.

Mark: You mean this CD? This pressing?

Thalia: Yeah.

Mark: | don’t know, they should be the same, but
nobody really knows how it works anymore. Every-
body just pokes at buttons. If they can hear some-
thing, they figure it's okay. Nobody knows what bits
are, they just throw these terms around... I like this. |
hear more words than your other records.

Thalia: Yeah, it’s like... cool. It’s weird. There is this
one song... Chris [Brokaw, Come’s other guitarist] is
playing piano and I'm plaving clarinet. It’s got some
different stuff on it, some heavy swff. And lighter
stuff. Do you guys write in the studio?

Mark: We try not to. We try to just get in there and
record it, but we do a lot of writing in my home stu-
dio. Just plaving along with it, fooling around with it, on eight-
track. Sometimes those things end up on the albums. All the
albums have eight tracks from my house on them. So you never
know. You can™t tell though, on the albums. You don’t go *Oh,
they pur a home recording on the album.™ It doesn’t sound like
that.

Thalia: Yeah. There’s one song on here that was pretty much a
jam, you know, and it was pretry improvised. It had different parts
but we didn’t know when it was going to switch. We just kind of
knew. We were like, “Let’s record it and see how it comes out.”
and it came out pretty good. It's called *A Jam Blues.”

Mark: What's the cover look like?

Thalia: I've got it around here somewhere.. This is a photo this
Boston artist took during this hurricane. I think it was like Revere
or something.

Mark: | like it. This is around here? These houses?

Thalia: Yeah, it was all on the same day. Like that, that first shot
was 1 Revere beach.

Mark: What was this kid doing? Just running around?

Thalia: He was running away from the wave. It was during a
hurricane. That was actually the wave.

Mark: Who did the package?

Thalia: Actually, Chris saw it at an art show.

Musicians
have
the worst
stereos
of any
people
I know. ?ﬁana: I et Nevw Bagland whien [

Mark: No. but who did the design?

Thalia: Oh, my brother.

Mark: Yeah?

Thalia: Dan Zedek.

Mark: All n the family, huh?

Thalia: Yeah. It was kind of fike, you know, people you can rely
on in an emergency. We've got these pho-
tos and we need a cover in like four
days... Actually, this was pretty impro-
vised too. Not Chris's part, but the clar-
inet part.

Mark: How did you happen to play clar-
inet?> Did you take lessons when you
were a kid?

Thalia: Yeah, P've played since | was
young. A lot of people | know play clar-
inet just kind of by chance, but Factually
really wanted to play clarinet.

Mark: Yeah? That happens to some peo-

was like nine. I had this really weird
teacher and all we ever did was music there. It was like a normal
class, but she was just real eccentric. So we would learn these
operas and all this weird-type stuff. I remember once, this student
that had graduated came in and played her clarinet and I really
liked the sound of it.
Mark: [ plaved the trombone.
Thalia: Really? | love the trombone.
Mark: | suddenly realized, just last year

I don’t know why it
took me so long—but the trombone is a slide, baritone instru-
ment, and new I play a slide, bantone instrument in a band... That
Was a nice Song,.

Thalia: This is the last song, the abbreviated version.

Mark: Before [ go, we should drive around the block and play it
really ‘oud in my car. I have really good sound.

Thalia: Yeah.

Mark: Just for your own edification. Musicians have the worst
stereos of any people | know. I don’t know why that is. [laughing)
I myse'f am included.

Came’s new album, Gently, Down The Stream (Matador), was
reviewed in the March issue.

Morphine’s most recent album, 5 Sides & Otherwise (Rykodisc),
was reviewed in the December issue.
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Gastr Del Sol’s David
Grubbs Discusses

The Art Of Making Music
With Pop Savant Van Dyke Parks

David: Here we are coast to coast, and | am about to compliment
you on your impeccable—typically impeccable—selection of
material for |the recent live album| Moonlighting.

Van Dyke: Well, thank you. And I'm just trying to keep up with
you now that you have hit the fast lane with your concessions to
accessibility without reducing your eclectic standard. You keep
investigating broad areas. It seems like we are both afflicted with
the same virus here: the exploration of various musical styles. |
don’t know about you, but it seems to me that the more I contin-
ue with music, the less control I have over what it is that | become
a part of. It’s this—now what they are calling this in the street ver-
nacular—wag the dog. It seems to me I get wagged a lot. It’s a
funny thing. I used to think I was in charge of what it was | was
doing. I used to take credit for—well, unwittingly, begrudgingly—
took credit for the effects of my own interests. But I can recall from
the very first record I did, an album in ’66, | was absolutely in
shock by what it is | was faced with after completion. It is always
an amazing thing to me to see what it is that we are a part of. |
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think that’s because the musical residue that we leave on records is
really a reflection of our discovery—the process of discovery.
David: And is taking your time an effort to control that?> You
know, not turning out a record every year? You have moved at
your own pace.

Van Dyke: Well, | have moved at my own pace because... the
thing is, records have been just a small reflection of a much larg-
er musical activity. | am just totally absorbed with music. I don’t
play golf—I'm not putting it down, I'd love to pick it up—but I
don’t have any hobbies, and so music really is, all of a sudden, 1
am amazed to say, my life. And records—solo records—are a part
of it. It seems to me that is a reflection of your own tastes. When
I think of the body of work that you have achieved at what seems
like a very young age to me, it seems to me an indication of a larg-
er, totally absorbed musical experience.

David: Yeah, | don't really have any hobbies outside of music, but
I do have other professional concerns ongoing. So I have always
juggled music with school, graduate school, work, teaching, etc. It



I think
the

pathos
and

central

has always been a parallel activity.

Van Dyke: It seems to me with this new
album of yours, it is far more accessible, in
a way. Was that a conscious decision?
David: Sure. I mean, Camoflenr was a
record that was made by Jim O’Rourke and
myself, and it was something that we made
over the process of several months, which
for us was the most amount of time that we
had contributed to any record. And so,
yeah, it was quite deliberate to not have any
pieces over a certain amount of time or to

of the

try to have more vocal material on the
record.

Van Dyke: But it still seems—I am not
sure if there is anything to be learned... We
should learn something from this conversa-
tion—your music has a high degree of... it
is an analog thing. There is basically a great
deal of... it’s real music. It has real perfor-
mances in it. And the real performances
seem central to it.

David: But it is always recorded piecemeal. There are very few
group performances recorded.

Van Dyke: How do you start?

David: [ start with chord progressions on piano or guitar and fre-
quently 1 will record a basic track before having anything remote-
ly finalized about the arrangement. And through difficulties of
scheduling, sometimes the animal gets built... Is it hard [when you
start putting a record together| to predict what the feel will be? |
mean, are you confident in your sense of when the last piece is in
place, that you know how it is going to be?

Van Dyke: Oh, no. {laughs| [ have absolutely no confidence.
There is a great deal of apprehension in everything [ do. [ have
never known what to expect in music. | heard one time that
Beethoven was flattered for his power of anticipation, and some
adoring fan—a woman—had praised him for his power of antici-
pation, and he said, “Madam, no one knows before a fact. No one
has that ability.” And he was confessing that he had no idea how
something would work out or how it would sound. So I think that
the smoke and mirrors that musicians so often pull about their
own degree of control of their own work—their ability to wag the
dog—is really bravado. [ don’t think anybody really knows what
they’re doing... You know, it’s like Kinky Freidman once told me:
You’ve got to find what you love and let it kill you. And I don’t think
any of us should ever forget that. I think you always have to be true
to your school. I don’t think that you’ve lost that. Your new work,
it still has a total edginess about it, which [ think is to your credit.
David: Thank you. [laughs| You need rhapsodize no more.

Van Dyke: What I look for in music isn’t so much stylistic iden-
tity as a content of a disassociated character, a sense of disquietude,
generally. I think that music should show some sense of... well,
virtue, in any event. From Brian Wilson, for example, I learned a
lot about courage. And courage shows in his greatest work. And
that's what I look for in work that interests me. And it shows in
your work. Courage, anyway, which is what I think it takes.

tragedy

South
disap-
peared
with air
condi-
tioning.

David: [ was wondering the extent to which the politeness of
[Southern] language appeals [to you]. As a Kentuckian, [ am
at home with polite speech, but in some ways | am repelled
by it.

Van Dyke: Sure. I'm sure you ran in terror from what it was
that had nourished you. You look at that loose-knit society of
Southern writers. There is a wonderful dynasty of Southern
writers who I think have been nourished by what they would
pretend had been a process of revulsion. You know, Tennessee
Williams and Eudora Welty and all these great writers who are
obsessed with the pathos and central tragedy of the South
which has, I think, disappeared. I think it disappeared with air
conditioning.

David: [laughs| That’s a good answer.

Van Dyke: Well, you know, when we lost the porch.
David: Where does this pathos stand in relation to your
work? Do you revisit Louisiana?

Van Dyke: | was born in Hattiesburg, Mississippi, quite by
accident. My father was a careerist for a while in the Army.
And the Parkses had been an old Pennsylvania family. That’s
where there is a place called Parks Township, and that’s where
the graveyards are. That’s where my brother

and my parents are buried.

David: Yeah. There is a Grubbs spot
with room for me in Kentucky. :
Van Dyke: But the thing is, [ n
was teased about my accent,
when | went North. It’s almost
like... [ think | have made a life of
iconoclasm as a general reaction to
my rootlessness. | have never felt

too much at home, anywhere. I love
California, but it is still an alien place.
I am still on the outside looking in.
David: Right. And it is going to
be awhile before “Orange Crate
Art” becomes the state anthem.
Van Dyke: |laughs] |
fear so.

Gastr Del Sol’s

recent album,
Camofleur (Drag
City), was reviewed

i1 the Februaury issue.

Van Dyke Parks’s newest
release is the live collection
Moonlighting: Live At The
Ash Grove (Warner Bros.).



Kristin Hersh And Vie Chesnutt
Commiserate Over Making
Records And Singing Songs

Kristin: How’s your beautiful woman?

Vie: She’s good. We’ve been in Nashville for a few weeks,
mixin’ the record. Sa, I think I drove her insane.

Kristin: Did you make the record there, too? How come?
Vie: Well, that’s where all the guys were. I recorded with a
band, Lambchop, and they all live there. And we had to do it
on the weekends, *cause they work during the week.
Kristin: How was it?

Vie: It was great, they’ve got good studios up there and, you
know, Waylon [Jennings] is in the studio recording during the
week, and then [ pop in there on the weekends.

Kristin: And what about the band, did it feel like yours?
Vie: Well, ve known them for a while. And they’re a big
band, there’s like ten of them.

Kristin: Ten? Holy shit! What do they play?

Vie: Well, there’s horns, and several guitar players, and organ
and vibes, and drums, and percussion... Unlike your new
record which is...

Kristin: Me! Me, me, me, my big head, all by itself... >cause
I have no friends anymore. [laughs] I had huge plans for it too.
I was going to have the Giant Sand guys play. I played with
them in Austin. I did some benefit [concert] with them and I
had had this idea that the production approach would be
“acoustic combo” like upright bass, brushes and piano. And so
I played these new songs at a benefit with them, and they said,
“You know, Kris, the new songs would sound good with
upright bass, piano and brushes.” And I thought, “Yes, and I
will steal Giant Sand to do it.” And then I was going to have
D] Bonebreak to play marimbas...

Vie: Wow!

Kristin: ...and Lisa Germano play violin.

Vie: Sure!

Kristin: | wanted to ask all my friends to come, and vet, I
showed up at work every morning, and the songs would ask
for these little pieces of nothing that would be insulting to ask
anyone but myself to play.
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Vie: [ love those records you make. They’re the best... You did
it at Joe [Henry’s| right?

Kristin: Yeah, Joe’s Garage, literally Joe’s garage. I was going
to do it in my house. I was just going to crawl into the closet
and make the record. I guess I was bummed about the Muses
dying, so I just wanted to hide.

Vie: Yeah, I bet you were.

Kristin: Oh God, ehh, ouch. But I was telling Joe Henry this
and he said, “Yeah, just come over to my house, and I’ll push the
buttons, and you won’t have to think about it.” And then it was
awesome, 'cause he’s awesome. And our kids are best friends.
Vie: Yeah that’s great. I love it, it sounds really great.
Kristin: Oh, thank you. Are you exhausted?
Vie: I am, I’'m just sick of hearing the songs over
and over. You know how it is.

Kristin: | haven’ actually listened to my record,
to tell you the truth, and I just finished two months
of promo, where, you know, people ask you to talk
about it. I just end up kind of staring off, talking about
the Muses some more [laughs], trying to
change the subject, because I haven’t
heard my own record.

Vie: Yeah, I hate malkin’ about
myself,

Kristin: My problem is, I
just know how bad brains
lie to you, you know? The
brain is the first organ
that’s going to lie to you.
And they’re saying, “Well,
talk to us with your brain and tell
us what your brain thinks about this.”
And I know not to trast my own brain,
so I shut it up a long time ago. [laughs]
Vie: That’s a tough thing to have to do,
and I guess they think it’s natural, or




something, to have to sit there and talk about yourself all day long.

Kristin: Oh, it feels awful, too. [ mean, I like talking about music

sometimes, music in general, *cause [ think it’s a nice energy. It’s as

close as I get to having a religion, but I don’t like talking about my

“me.” You know, Kristin with car keys and shoes. And they always

expect me to be so arty and depressive, that their questions are just

awful. They’re almost mean because they bring so much emotional

baggage to the table. Like you, they’re always blaming you about

writing about your wheelchair; they’re always blaming me for writ-

ing about being crazy. No matter how many times I say, “You know,

you’re bringing a lot to this, you’re projecting here.” They just think,

“QOh, | wonder why she said that? Hmm, she’s crazy.” [laughs]

Vie: {laughs] Yeah, I'm not looking forward to it. I used to love it.

Like the first one [ ever did, I loved it. It was like going to the psy-

chiatrist everyday.

Kristin: Yeah, yeah. It’s true. It’s way too much like that.

Vie: And then, you know, 20 days into it, I'm like, “God, I'm going

to kill myself.” Psychiatrist not doing right. Psychiatrist bad.

Kristin: Yeah, and they don’t give you any drugs.

Vie: Yeah, and if they do give you any, it’s the bad kind.

Kristin: So, does your new record sound different?

Vie: Well, you know, since there’s a whole lot of people playing on

it, it sounds different.

Kristin: Ten other people. That’d make anybody sound different.

Can you hear you at all?

Vie: [ hope. Well, I mean I kind of hope not, but you know, they

always put the vocals up real loud, even though I tell them to turn

them down... [ got us a promo copy |of Strange Angels|. Somebody

sent me one.

Kristin: How did you get that?

Vie: [ don’t know, but it came in the mail.

Kristin: How is it?

Vie: It’s great! You know it is. It’s got, like, a few of the best songs

[ ever heard. I don’t know how you do it, but there’s always at least

one, sometimes five or ten, but at least one line that is like, you

know, the best line in history.

Kristin: [ wish [ knew my own lyrics.

Vie: [ love that one, which is the one? About the bed? “fightin’ the

bed like a river” |“Heaven”]. God, [ was like, *Jeez.”

Kristin: Oh, that’s a sad song. You know, that’s the only song I've

written since the Muses, and it’s so obviously about my band

dying and [me] running away to the Mojave Desert, and

what a wimp [ am for doing it. It’s embarrassing. It’s
like telling somebody a dream that’s really easy to
analyze. There’s even a line about a drummer in it.
But I was just so bummed about the band running

»

/. out of money and stopping, that I had to get stuff out,
LN / and [ actually used a song to do it, which Tkind of dis-
> agree with in principle. Self expression kind of turns
into whining. It just seems like puking on every-
body, like they don’t need it, and yet I
was so bummed about the band dying that [
felt that I deserved to be selfish. And [
can put that song on a record

and evervbody has to hear

it. Now ] get to

puke on you, ’cause you killed my band. |laughs]

Vie: Yeah, exactly: You kill my band, I puke on you. You know,
that’s it. There you go.

Kristin: An eye for an eye.

Vie: Sure, but I think it’s really amazing, as always.

Kristin: Ah, what are you talkin’ about? You’re the king of all per-
fect lyrics. Your songs are my soundtrack way more often than my
own songs are.

Vie: Well, that’s good to know.

Kristin: They’re smart and they’re funny. Which I guess is the
same thing. But, they sound like you when you talk. Like, some-
times your mouth moves faster than your brain, and it takes a
minute for you to catch up to what you just said, which is always
totally brilliant. [laughs] And the songs are the same way, they
sound like you talking, like you’re just letting your mouth go.

Vie: Exactly, that’s how I do it. Let it go. And the hardest part is
going, “I don’t know, it’s a little embarrassing.” But, you know,
you’ve got to let it go.

Kristin: Do you feel embarrassed?

Vie: [ am, always. I'm always embarrassed by my songs.

Kristin: See, I'm hoping to cultivate some shame. I think I don’t
have enough, because I have absolutely none. People keep sitting me
down and saying, “Aren’t you embarrassed to do what you do?” 1
think, “Well, no, but maybe [ should be.” But I think that—

Vie: Well vou can’t be, you couldn’t be—

Kristin: Well, some of the songs make me sound like a crazy per-
son or a nymphomaniac. They make me say weird shit that I would
never walk into a room and say. And yet when I'm playing I feel like

THE BRAIN IS THE

FIRST ORGAN THAT’S
GOING TO

I’m playing with a part of me that could be all of them. You know,
black or white, male or female, straight or gay, so where would the
shame come in if you’re all the same?

Vie: Sure, [ mean, that’s what I'm saying, there’s no shame—
Kristin: So why are you embarrassed?

Vie: Well, with me, you know—it just, this is my life, you know, not
just my singing, but 'm always ashamed of me, you know. It’s a
part of my problem... Ouch!

Kristin: Whar?

Vie: [ just stuck a pin in my hand, by accident.

Kristin: Wow, are you all right?

Vie: It didn’t puncture.

Kristin: You know, art is pain, man.

Vie: Who?

Kristin: Art.

Vie: Oh, Art. Art is pain. Yes.

Kristin: Who? {laughs]

Vie: Yes, he is.

Kristin Hersh’s new album, Strange Angels (Throwing Music-

Rykodisc), was reviewed in the March issue.
Vic Chesnutt’s most recent album is About To Choke (Capitol).
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Motoreity Madman Ted
Nugent Sets His Sighis
On Nashville Pussy

Suitarist Ruyter Suys

Ted: Hey-yo is this Nashvilie?

Ruyter: How's i poing:

Ted: Happy, Nuuuuge Yeas oo yens, deat

Ruyter: Happy Nugt Year 10 yins, tho, Ted:

Ted: Now, Ruvies, ase voul an officisl Py #

Ruyter: Hell veah, 1ot an otticil Plissy]

Ted: Cod bless vou. baby

Ruyter: | am the Fase

Ted: | hope vos appeeciate Undle Ted inventing that ctutt for you,
Ruytes: Well, monz defnieely. You staried it all, vz bastage

Ted: Call me Lewis and Clack of Fassy i you miist

Ruyter: Most dofmitely; We stmmbure mnch 10 you, 9z

Ted: Which Pusyy are yous

Ruyter: | am the guitsr plaves

Ted: God bess Us gurar plavesy Bave to sock togethes, don't we?
Ruyter: Hell veal.

Ted: And vou Created this Naihville Pussy mancuver within tho s
WO years?

Ruyter: Yop. Yedh, Ye'te e babies

Ted: God blesy you. Akl befoes that, you were buttiping the shif
of some hombast, | sspect

Ruyter: Yeah, my hiishamd (iighs)

2‘ N“.- (=Te

Tod: No, no. That docsn’s counn. You gor o put him o stindstis
You gos so check - him o ar the doos ray dear, Whet its come 2o be
Nashrille Pasey, you check the old man .

Ruyter: O, most defirtioely

Ted: s the old man v the Band?

Ruyter: Yesh, hes tae lekd singe

Tod: Kecp him o syand-br then. You know, the lead enger lodiks
lke he deerved oid Undle Ted, He looks like he conld bandle rits
g e Mito the spmset with goat-urine staked spurs, Hanking me
Yery miich

Ruyter: langhs] Oy my god

Tod: S0 did you ever se¢ ol Uncle Ted i your yourh pestorm#
Ruyter: | didn'csee him i my youth, Jsaw him lase year, playtog
m Nashville, openini for Bad Company

Tod: Oh, outn. Did we op their heads off and shit down their nitk,
ot whir?

Roaytar: We' didny stk aroumd to seér
Tod: Thar's musid to walk o yout' ¢z
Ruyter: {ughs) Exacty, Well, my
nines,

Tod: Well. of course! Thath where v
SOt 100% root.

SRR | f
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Ruyter: Yeah, it was a moment of clarity.

Ted: God bless. A moment of clarity? A lifetime of clarity, my dear.
[laughs] I am the only guy that skins cats, grooms cats, raises cats
and invents cats.

Ruyter: Invents cats. There ya go.

Ted: And shaves cats. God bless.

Ruyter: There ya go.

Ted: So Ruyter, now, you are the guitar player. What kind of
instrumentation do you string?

Ruyter: I have an SG. It’s like an ’84, ain’ nothing special. It’s
got a keystone pick-up in it, made by this guy in Philadelphia.
Ted: Well, you have a nice crank-ology about you.

Ruyter: Well, I'm glad you like it. ’'m going through like a
Marshall half-stack, like circa 1970.

Ted: Well, that’s all right, but boy, I'll tell ya: As soon as the
word “half” enters the scene, I get a red alert.

Ruyter: It’s only *cause of the clubs we’re playing. [laughing]
Ted: I get a red alert. That’s like half-mast, you know what I
mean?

Ruyter: I know, I know. It’ll be a full stack as soon as the gods
allow.

Ted: You only use a half stack when you’re mourning. [laughs] I
use a half stack for a suppository when I’m irregular.

Ruyter: Oooh. [laughs] Oh god.

Ted: So you got hubby on lead vocals. Is the bassist a twanger, too?
Ruyter: That’s Corey [Parks], the bass player—a six-foot-three
firebreather.

Ted: Cooorrrrrrey.

Ruyter: And then Jeremy [Thompson] on drums. He’s our third
now. We went through two pretty quick and then this one.

Ted: Well, they either keep up or you drop ’em off on the side of
the highway.

Ruyter: Well yeah. Those other ones got left by the wayside real
fast.

Ted: So Blaine [Cartwright]. Does Blaine play an instrument, or
just vocals?

Ruyter: No, he plays an awesome Gibson. We
trade off solos.

Ted: Well, that’s great. So did you discover
each other in a romantic fashion because of
the sonic bombast?

Ruyter: Yep, exactly.

Ted: Twang at first sight?

Ruyter: Twang at first sight, Exactly.
Ted: So how old are you?

Ruyter: 'm 29 now.

Ted: So obviously you couldn’t have
inspired by Wilson Pickett on a
run.

r: No, but on the second run.

t down-wind of

Ruyter: Wow...

Ted: You know, because I transfer the whole black blood brother
of spearchuck-ology into the hearts of white men everywhere.
Ruyter: Blaine tries to attribute a lot of his moves to James
Brown. So we’re working on it.

Ted: Let me guess. Blaine wants to be like Uncle Ted when he
grows up: huge and black.

YOU ONLY USE A HALF
STACK WHEN YOURE
MOURNING. I USE A
HALF STACK FOR A
SUPPOSITORY WHEN
I'M IRREGULAR.”

Ruyter: [laughs] Yeah.

Ted: See, that’s the goal, and that’s really what I suspect Nashville
Pussy’s goals are, is one of rhythmical choke-holds.

Ruyter: Most definitely.

Ted: Well, you should be very proud of yourselves. You work non-
stop, like idiots.

Ruyter: [ am. And I am extremely proud that you are calling me
and telling me this.

Ted: Well, you have to do it. You know, so many people say, [in
whiny voice] “Well, where did you get your break?” I didn’ get a
break. A break had the audacity to approach me one

Parks, Cartwnght



NUGENT & NASHVILLE PUSSY

day, and I had to gut shoot it with a goat-urine soaked, small
game broadhead. You don’t wait for breaks. You go out and
you discover breaks.

Ruyter: You make your breaks.

Ted: You know, the middle finger is not just for testing wind.
I want to salute... to give an Uncle Ted’s official blood broth-
er, sonic bombast salute of the middle finger, throbbing, bul-
bous middle digit of doom.

Ruyter: Right back atcha, Ted.

I WANT TO GIVE UNCLE
TED’S OFFICIAL BLOOD
BROTHER, SONIC BOMBAST
SALUTE OF THE MIDDLE
A - FINGER, THROBBING,
Solreadtl 3 BULBOUS MIDDLE DIGIT

p! Q94 o OF DOOM.

"Really rather rare for : um tc B Ted: Well, god bless ya. Our middle fingers will tango in the
out of the blue whi g¢ night.
* Melc _.\ r Mak : 4 i Ruyter: Goddamn, man.
% Ted: Now obviously, your whole modus operandi is based
" - . on party-hearty, beyond-your-wildest-dreams, wake-up-in-a-
Ewan McG 2gor pl ixies gui- puddle-of-foaming-at-the-mouth blood, guts...
over GVSE A grooves Ruyter: Somebody else’s sweat. [laughs]

' ”q drummin." Ted: Now did we get a chance to meet on the Nugent
3 Maneuvers Nashville last year?
Ruyter: Did we get a chance to meet? Yeah, you were star-
ing at me like I was some...
Ted: Those things happen.
Ruyter: ...deer in the woods, during the “Fred Bear” song.
Ted: Was I fondling garlic and butter?
Ruyter: Yeah, you were undressing me rapidly with your
eyes.
Ted: Then it was love at first...
Ruyter: Standing there in the third row and you were eye-
ing me all over.
Ted: Love at first puke. You gotta love that. Well, the radar
is on, you know what I mean?
Ruyter: I can tell.
Ted: God bless you, Ruyter. Ruyter, I want to give you and
Blaine and Cory and Jeremy a blood brother salute of all
things outrage and live it up beyond your wildest white man
dreams.
Ruyter: Well, thank you, sir.
Ted: And we hope that Nashville Pussy stains planet Earth
with a gargantuan wad of foaming snot and hair.
Ruyter: [laughs] I think we shall.

Nashville Pussy’s debut album, Let Them Eat Pussy
(Ampbetamine Reptile), was reviewed in the March issue.

® “GOIN' DOWN" BY NASHVILLE PUSSY APPEARS ON THIS MONTH'S CD




Elliott Smith

John: Whatver happencd with [yoar old band| Heat
nuser? I thar hke a done deal®

Elliott: [i's o done deal.

John: Yeah! In o good way or m oy bad wae?

Elliott: In 4 good way except for one persin.,

John: Ol IS o hand thage. | koow with this X seuft,
Exgave wnsd 1 had o Tong cotversation ke & vear ago. 1
had swrotten 4 banch of songs that really seemed 10 e X

soies. and she really wanted 1o redadicate besself 1o sore

e worth it are

Elliott: | mean, 1t you're gomg o ger hung up on thar
pomi, then s nit sery hikiely that you are gomg 10 be a
syt songw i

Joln: Thats o sy poand o g2 1o lhu\}uh. TR R &
Wihen vour et b thiat point where vou are like, "OK,
Pve had i, Thats o, gosddoomn 111" And then you realize
that sobody wives 2 shot, And thers you realize, “Oh, o

God What am 1 ponn do now ™

Singer/songwriters John Doe And Elliott Smith
Talk About Writing Songs, Making Records
And Going After The Big Carrot

of puest o the band. aikd just thar Which 1 completely
respected, | thougpht thar was the way it should be: 1t
«h\,uld .'lthLl I hl” QN O" not at »” \'ld | % TT4 P \\'\'“.
I've gae these ather things that | want 1o da™ so we
Jearded, OK. let's noe do X And Tor two monsths aftes
thiat. it wses really hard ro adpst. 1F vou sad. “OK, thats
i, 1 auit, ' never gong to do mnsic agamn,” and then
suddenty .. which | know you'we gotten 10 Righe?
You've goten to that pont?

Elliott: W here 've wanted to quir? [laughs| Yeah, asu
iy every e | record. Yeah. | get 1o this pomnt where
I'm like = Man, these songs all suck and i juse embar
rassing mveelt.”

John: Yoah Well. I think that's part of it. 1 thank dmbar
passiig yourselt s part o i § dhank ts 2 big part of

being the kind of singer hat vou arve, that people thas

Elliott: [ty like, "OK, nobody cares except for me.
Nobesdy dives o shit, Nobody else s gesting all bent out
of shape abxar this.™ And anvway, o adways makes
other people foel good i you can make an diot out ot
yousell, becawnse then they feel less ke diots them
selves | waes gonng 1t ask you whar you think about
plivng alone versus bemg 1 a band. | was ma band |
didn’e ke very much, so that Kind of colored my opin
on @ lirglo bar.

John: [t's compromise, vou know? [ rthink 115 how vou
deal with that compronuse. Beciuse makmg a record 1s
a compromuse. | think it the band s 4 band, and there s
not a lot of pressure put on by andivduals or a record
company or... ustathy s just by the people themselves.,
I think the whole concept of recard company pressure s

1 fallacy. 1 think people do it themselves.,
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Elliott: It seems easy enough t«
that kind of pressure off.

believing the critics, started believing their
shit. But we were never like Sonic Youth,
just fuck ’em all, total iconoclasts. We
always thought “If we play the game to a
degree and still stay true to ourselves,
then we’ll succeed.” You know, it some-
times works, it sometimes doesn’t. I think
we had a lot of bad timing,
Elliott: That’s a better attitude than I
have. My whole thing with the big carrot
is that I'm never going to really get the big
carrot. It’s harder to worry about if you
just feel like you are never going to get the
big carrot.
John: See, I don’t think of it as much of
a reward, anyway. The only thing I want
now is for someone to pay the bills. |
want to be able to have enough money to
record a record without paying people
myself. If that happens, I'm fine. I'll do it
for cheap and make it beautiful or ugly.
I'll just make it... See, half the time, my
problem is that I don’t really have any
idea of what it should sound like. It just
sort of develops as it goes. There’s one
moment of perfection in songwriting for
me. And that is when you can sit down
and play it from beginning to end, by
yourself, and there are limitless possibili-
ties of what this song could be. This could
be the next theme to the Coca-Cola gen-
eration: “I want to write a song that
makes the world stand up and sing”—
you know, whatever the hell that thing
was. And it has the potential of people
suddenly realizing how amazing life is.
You know what I mean?
Elliott: I'm always the most confident
when | am making up the songs. And
then I am at a low point of confidence
about halfway through the record,
because then I start to hear what the
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1g to sound like and then it
any record, it’s “Oh, OK, I
o be this kind of record.”
is always kind of discour-
(, well, a month or two
-alking around at night,

be on the record, |
Be all these different

John: But the beauty of that is the docu-
ment. That this is what anybody does
when they are making this record—a
record in the most general definition, to
record an event, a point in time. Which is
frustrating because there are so many
other ways it could go. But on the

other hand, it’s this beautiful thing of

like “This is where it was at the time.”
Like getting a tattoo—it’s the perfect
example. You may not think the
workmanship is that
great two years down
the line, but still

you have that point of ref-
erence, the memory of what
happened when.

Elliott: But everybody is
so concerned about the end
product, you know? It’s all
about the record. The
record company wants to
sell the record, and people
like the record or they don’t
like the record, and the record
is like this little part, you know?
It’s not even my favorite part. My
favorite part is when I go, “Oh,
OK, there is a song here, and it’s
about to be done, made up.” Like
“Oh, OK. I see what
I’m doing.”
That’s really
fun.
John:
A long

time

ago—well, not too long ago—I realized
that making a record is your reward.
Elliott: Yeah. The big carrot is nothing
compared to just being able to do it. It’s a
total kick to be able to make a record in
the first place.
John: And to be completely jaded about
success and radio, it’s a dangerous thing.
It’s really dangerous. But you can’t let that
get in the way, because then you are done,
like we were talking about before. You
say, “OK, I quit. That’s over. Oh. What do
you mean, ‘Nobody gives a shit’?”
Elliott: But after I get tired of getting
upset about that stuff, then I want to play
a song. Because I like playing
songs. And even if I couldn’t
afford to buy a cassette tape
to record onto, I would
still play songs. That’s the
good thing about it:
Nobody can fully take it
away from you.

John:

It’s interesting
what you were

saying—“I’m
not going to
be number one
on the charts
because I do
what’s natural to me, |1
write| those kind of songs.
I'll always be a failure.”
Because at the point of saying
“OK, X is over,” for me, it was
totally liberating from a writing
point of view. | realized “All
right, all of this whole music
career that | have worked on is
in danger of completely disap-
pearing. This is good. This is a
good place to be. Because
number one, | feel like slit-



ting my wrists. Number
two, it’s all over. And
three, I can do anything.”
And it was totally fuck-
ing liberating.

Elliott: Yeah, that’s
what I mean. It sounds
like ’m being really pes-
simistic and awful to be
like “I'm never going to
get the carrot. I'm always
going to be a failure in a
certain way.” But it is a
failure that means noth-
ing to me. By accepting
that 'm not going to be
at the top of the charts, it
frees me up from all that
crap like “Oh, I've got be
at the top of the charts.”

thing I’d do.

The

problem is
boundaries,
Elliott. See,

you are the
interviewee

and the

interviewer
and so am 1,

and that’s

a pretty big
glitech in our
little world.

Because if I felt like that, my god, I'd
never get anything done. I'd hate every-

John: I think the only
way that people [have
chart success] is num-
ber one, being in the
right place at the right
time, which you defi-
nitely have going for
you right now. You
definitely are in the
right place at the right
time.

Elliott: That would
be the first time in my
life... Well, if you don’t
get too bitter, you can
find your way around
things. 1 think that’s
true just in general, not
even just for music. For
me personally, that’s

enemy number one. *Cause if you get bitter,
you are sunk. What can you do?

John: Well, you’re a drag is what it is.

Six issues of madness set against the
backdrop of America’s desert playground.

It could only spring from the warped
mind of Steve Gerber.
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Elliott: Yeah. It’s harder to be around
other people and it’s harder for people to
be around you. Being able to be in love
with someone is a lot harder. All the
things that to me make life worthwhile
are infinitely harder.

John: That’s very smart. That’s so true.
Elliott: It’s hard not to get bitter about
things, apparently.

John: It is, but the alternative is like liv-
ing versus dying.

Elliott Smith’s most recent album is
Either/Or (Kill Rock Stars), and bhis songs
also appear on the soundtrack to Good
Will Hunting (Capitol).

Jobn Doe’s new release, For The Rest Of
Us, was released in February on Kill Rock
Stars. Last year, Elektra released the two-
CD X retrospective Beyond And Back:
The X Anthology.
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Mark: Hey Neil, how va doin?

Neil: Not bad.

Mark: Good. [ just listened to |the Divine Comedy album)|
Casanova. It’s brilliant.

Neil: Oh you like ir?

Mark: Yeah, it’s great.

Neil: I've just listened to your album, Caught In A Trap? | think it’s
brilliant.

Mark: [pause| Oh. OK. (laughs] Well, bye.

Neil: [laughs] I think that’s all we need to say.

Mark: I think so too, that’s great. I think the reason CM] [readers|
should buy our respective records is that we have a really good time.
Neil: | like the lirtle bit on the inside of your LP—you say thanks
to the towns of San Francisco, Barcelona, London, and ten people
in Los Angeles. Who are they?

Mark: They are my friends, the only people I talk to in Los Ange-
les. And the rest of it is horrible. Which is not fair, actually. It’s actu-
ally OK. It’s just... it shouldn’t be there.

Neil: It’s ridiculously large.

Mark: Well, it is really large, and it’s a desert, so they drain North-
ern California and Southern California to put water in a desert. It
should not exist.

Neil: I must say that when I go to the States, the thing that I find
most alienating is there’s so much of everything. Everything is big
and urban.

Mark: We have more shops per person than anyplace else in the
world, and we also have more people in prison per capita than any
other country. It’s a great country, really... You should be like me
and write pretty autobiographical things. But you’ll have to answer
the same question 300,000 times. “Why are you so depressed? Why
didn’t you just take a pill>” [laughs] So, you could be autobio-
graphical. Your life will be more miserable than your songs.

Neil: Well, they are really autobiographical. They are just really
well hidden, you know? It’s got to be reasonably personal or there
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San Francisco Sad Sack Mark Eitzel

transatlantic

teleph

call

is no way you can sing it with any kind of honesty. So do you think
you could write silly pop songs if you wanted to?

Mark: I've been writing them. | started writing romantic... and
actually my reasons for this were the same as yours. I thought |
would change my life around writing incredibly romantic songs.
Well, maybe that’s not vour reason. I have no idea.

Neil: | mean, it did, actually. It happened.

Mark: Good!

Neil: It will probably all fall apart. [laughs] But it’s good while it
lasts.

Mark: Right. So | wrote a whole album [where]| everything is com-
pletely hopeful and upbeat.

Neil: I can’t wait. [laughs]

Mark: It’s good, I'm really happy. And this album that’s like a year
old comes out and all the reviews are like “Oh shit... who wrote
these,” and it’s like no, no, no.

Neil: Well, you know, it’s a bit like how people go on interminably
about how depressing the Smiths were.

Mark: They weren’t!

Neil: They weren’t at all.

Mark: It’s really funny... fresh air.

Neil: Exactly. And that’s how I find your stuff. I had a few little
questions: Do you write the music or the lyrics first? I know thart’s
a dumb question, but...

Mark: | write the lyrics first and then [ write the music and I change
the lyrics to fit the music.

Neil: Oh right, yeah. I'm going to try that. *Cause I always write
the music first.

Mark: Really? That’s smart. You know, my biggest problem is
melodies. I should maybe do that.

Neil: Well, it’s an idea.

Mark: Sometimes | write the music first. Sometimes I have three or
four chords that I really like. You must conceive of things in very
orchestral terms.

Neil: Yeah, the problem is, when I try to get the style of the thing
right, it sometimes obliterates the words.

Mark: Which is fine, that’s good. Because it never sounds too
clever.



Checks In With British Casanova Neil Hannon

Neil: No, it’s not really. [laughs]

Mark: My trouble is [the opposite]. It’s not bragging at all. When
things sound clever and you haven’t really worked on them that
hard but you consider it a song.

Neil: Well, I think that’s the difference between writing exactly
what you want to write, or then translating it for other people.
There is always a fine line. I wouldn’t have the guts to write... pret-
tv much... Well, no, I like what I write. There is probably stuff in
there that I could do,
maybe in 1S5 years time,
when I feel none of the
pressure. Absolutely do
what I want in the public,
kind of like joining it.

Mark: So why don’t you?
Neil: Because I am scared. Because I like royalty too much. I like
really structuring it so it’s more like a job. Every day you are trying
to put a few more pieces of the jigsaw together.

Mark: | am completely the opposite. I don’t do that at all. And 1
hate work. [laughs] I am really lazy. I just want to be in a rest home,
and have a nurse... [laughs]

Neil: I find it really impossible to just sit down and write lyrics. It
annoys me, because I always find that the lyrics are ruled by the
tune they have to meet. I am going to sit there on my next album
and not write any music, just to clarify my psyche. For better or for
worse.

Mark: My next album is going to be this incredible pop thing.
Actually, listening to your stuff is really inspiring. [laughs] I'm sorry
but it’s true.

Neil: [laughs] I could be the man that completely ruined you and
your songwriting career.

Mark: No, [ do that myself, quite happily,
thank you. No, I don’t think so actually. I don’t I could
know what my next album is going to be, but be the
I want it to come off as—God, this is going to
sound terrible—as a big hug. [laugh] I'm from
California—you can say those things.

Neil: That will take some people by surprise.
Mark: But I get all the same reviews: “Mark
Eitzel has reached a new low... Novocain for
vour heart.”

Neil: My problem is that everyone loves
them, but nobody buys the records.

Mark: Which is amazing. That’s absolutely,
totally amazing to me.

Neil: Well, OK. We have had enough success to keep the
ball rolling. That’s the problem. I am completely split
down the middle as to whether or not I want to be a
pop star.

Mark: Stop being split down the middle. Just be
Noel Gallagher, come on! Make outrageous quotes
about yourself. Come on. Right now.

Neil: It is really evil to be [involved in] British
music right now. Everybody’s far too cool for their
own good. They think they are... gods.

Mark: But I always wondered why you weren’t

ruined
you and
writing
career.

man that
completely

your song-

like, the total head of Brit pop.
Neil: Well, um... [laughs] because there is not enough guitar.
{laughs] British pop music is all about guitars, which is not a bad
thing really... I don’t know why.
Mark: | have been writing these political songs... It’s really been
driving me nuts. I mean, I may have to move. I really don’t know
how I feel about sitting here if these right-wing people take over like
they want to. It’s terrifying. They are so fucking fatuous and stupid.
Which is the worst thing—it’s like the white trash has taken over,
including [President] Clinton.
Neil: And it’s just the same over here with [Prime Minister Tony]
Blair. It’s the same government, took over with a nicer looking face.
They haven’t changed anything over here.
Mark: Yeah. That’s what everybody says. At least it’s a tacit labor
government. Whereas here it’s like let’s just fuck as many people
over as we can. Let’s just civically use people’s ignorance and steal
every bit of rights they have and subvert the constitution. Let’s
destroy any kind of social safety net that we can. Let’s just destroy
it all. Ler’s just give social security away—let’s give it away to the
rich! Let’s just do it. Because people in this country are too stupid
to realize what’s happening.
Neil: It sounds a little like the fall of the Roman Empire.
Mark: Well actually, it is very similar. I mean the Roman Empire
fell because they couldn afford to pay the soldiers anymore.
Because they had over-extended themselves so much that nothing
was left. Just like in America with this whole deficit bullshit. The
only thing they don’t talk about is how we put, what, a third of our
gross national product into making bombs. It’s incredible.
Neil: Oh dear. Oh well. Rather you than me. [laughs]
Mark: So. Do we have anything more to talk about, about our
respective problems? Ask me a question about my new record.
Neil: So this new record, what’s it like?
Mark: Fuck you. [laughs]
Neil: Sorry.
Mark: Fuck you and your questions.
" AL Neil: Just not practiced in the art.
. WY Mark: Well, what’s my new record like? It is
an incredible uplifting journey through social
relations. Truly beautiful and stunning. That’s
what my new album is like. That’s what my
whole life is like, this brilliant journey.
Neil: I'm really pleased.
Mark: Thank you.
Neil: Well, I think that’s a good
place to end, isn’t it?

The Divine Comedy’s first
domestic release, Casanova
(Setanta), and Mark Eitzel's
recent solo album, Caught In A
Trap And I Can’t Back Out
‘Cause 1 Love You Too
Much, Baby (Matador),
were both reviewed in
the January issue.
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CHICAGOAN ARCHER
PREWITT AND
AUSTRALIAN EX-PAT
RICHARD DAVIES
CHAT ABOUT THE
ART OF THEIR CRAFT

Archer: It seems that there is a specific ensemble
presen:ation to your records.

Richard: I think that gets a little easier the more
records I make. A little less complicated to
explain. Also, I think, just writing the song as
opposed to thinking enormously about how I'm
going o make the record. Because some of the
habits of making a record fall into place more
now, and there’s a little less thinking, 1 suppose,
and restricting myselt to the writing of the song.

Archer: So is there a certain amount of freedom
that you give the other players?

Richard: It’s give and take, really. Largely there
is the assumption that they’ll play what they play.
And I think it would be difficult to script every bit




and counterpart. | mean, part of the fun or the adventure of it
is just seeing how things occur. My own contributions to the
recordings usually combine knowing what to expect and plan-
ning it before I go in, and just winging it in the studio. I try not
to be too pedantic. And how about yourself when you go to
make a record?

Archer: It’s pretty similar. I think with In The Sun 1 was a
little more precious with the sound that [ ended up with. |
wanted it fairly Spartan and crisp. As time passed and I played
shows with some of the people from the record, I learned to rely
on their input more. I find that there are pleasant surprises that
I’ll end up appreciating more than the decisions
I may have made on my own. Is there a specif-
ic way of working that you bring to the record-
ing sessions?

Richard: For me, the thing is the song and it
always has been. If the people that you are
working with on the record are good players
and they are expressing themselves, then those
two things are as much as you can... You don’t
want to get much more pedantic than that. You
know, let them play and let that be a recording
of that experience.

Archer: How do you go about writing songs?
Richard: It takes a long time for me to write a
song, it seems. It starts off with an idea that I
then polish for a long time. I think the process
is my trying to make it sound complete. The
initial idea suggests whether it would be a
broad thing you’re going to try and do or some-
thing quite simple and linear.

Archer: Does environment factor into your
songwriting?

Richard: It definitely does. A good example of
that would be the song “Crystal Clear” from
the album. It completely came from the autumn
in Saugerties in upstate New York. I hadn’t
been in the countryside when the leaves were
changing colors like that, and living amongst it
and seeing it occur for more than two weeks
was really an interesting experience. It wasn’t
really a conscious thing to try and capture that,
but rather just sitting down with the piano and
that sort of tumbled out. And [ know that with
the songs that I'm writing now, these slow moving quiet places
definitely influence the way the music comes out. How about
yourself? Because you live in a very urban environment...
Archer: | feel like there are certain chord arrangements that
allude to cityscapes and things of this nature that have made an
impact on me. Unconsciously the music will paint a picture for
me. [ know that I can’t really work on [my comic book] Sof’
Boy outside of Chicago, but if I come in off the street | have
plenty to work with. Do you find that working on piano is
more conducive to elliptical songwriting? Do you surprise your-
self more on the piano?

Richard: Definitely. It’s funny, though, because it also seems to

FROM THAT
PERIOD

WAS NOT SO
MUCH BRIAN
WILSON’S
METHODS OF
RECORDING

AS MUCH
AS HIS

go back to the guitar. One informs the other. | know that with
“Eye Camera” and “Days To Remember,” those two songs
come to mind as having that connection. It’s hearing the chords
that you like, and that transfers back to the guitar. Do you write
on acoustic yourself?

Archer: It’s a Guild acoustic-electric. It’s nice because I can
take it onstage and plug it in. I tend to prefer that acoustic resis-
tance to the strings...

Archer: Did you study law at one time?

Richard: A little bit. I didn’t finish. How about yourself?
Archer: Art school.

Richard: So did your comic book grow out
of things you were doing there?

Archer: Well, | was always interested in
comics, but in art school I studied printmak-
ing, and working with the mass produced
image probably nurtured that leaning.
Richard: Is Sof’ Boy you, by the way?
There’s a certain similarity.

Archer: [laughs] A small part maybe, but
there’s also a lot that I see in other people. I
aspire to be more like that character.
Initially, Mark Greenberg from the Coctails
triggered the character, I think. He’s openly
gregarious and cheerful at all times. I think
Sof’ Boy also stems from the way I deal with
living in Chicago coming from a small town
in Kentucky. It helps me laugh about it all.
What’s an average day for you?

Richard: Take the dog for a walk, and feed
the dog. That’s a big part of the day. Going
to and from the front room where the music
instruments are, incessantly. I tend to write
for a few minutes and then I'll go off and do
something else for awhile. So I'll go in and
out of writing music all day for 12 or 14
hours, but never for hours at a stretch,
always for a few minutes. That’s if 'm writ-
ing. If ’'m not writing, then I tend to think
of how I’m going to get out of the music busi-
ness. [laughs]

Archer: Does it depress you at times?
Richard: Ah yeah. Certainly everyone’s
been depressed by it at some point. It’s still
exciting, as well. It’s definitely an interesting life.

Archer: There’s a more open feel to this record that’s more
akin to the live sound of say Neil Young’s work as opposed to
the orchestrations of Pet Sounds.

Richard: Yeah, I think I went through that sort of Pet Sounds
period with the Cardinal record.

Archer: Or the Moles single “What’s New Mary Jane.” How
did you record that song?

Richard: Yeah, that’s pretty wild. That was more of a garage...
orchestra. [laughs| But I think what I retained from that period
was not so much Brian Wilson’s methods of recording as much

as his search and striving for a melody  continued on page 59
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JANEANE GAROFALO
INTERVIEWS
EDDIE VEDDER ABOUT
PEARL JAM, GOD,
ART, AGE AND WHY
INTERVIEWS SUCK

Janeane: This is Janeane Garofalo. I'm interviewing Eddie Vedder and we’re at Brendan’s, on [New York City’s] Lower
East Side. And my first question will not be a question, it will be a statement. Thank you for letting me interview you,
because 1 know you don' like it, as I don’t either. 'm in the stand-up and acting business, which is hard enough, but the
music journalists are the harshest mistress. I have never read more people thar are waiting for people to fail in my life. I have
never seen more type of slanted writing wherein the person cannot wait for sophomore slump. Like with No Code, which
sold so many units, you know what I mean? And there was one article which said “Why are these guys smiling?” It made
zero sense to me. | don’t understand where the rock journalist is coming from. Like, Chris Rock, when he hosted the Video
Music Awards, he said “Here today, gone today.” I don’t know if you saw the video awards but he told everybody in
the audience to look around, because you’re not going to see the same people next
year when you come to this event, sitting next to you. And I was thinking, what is it
about the music business—not the fans and not the people that you work with, but
the rock press—why is it that eager to tear down what they built up?

Eddie: 1 don’t have answers because I don’t do that myself, so I don’t know. Even if

I don’t like someone or I really wish they’d go away, I think they do better with a lit-
tle encouragement and reinforcement.

Janeane: | thought that Jamiroquai encouraging Hanson was a really good thing.
You know how people like to make fun of Hanson, which I think is a horrible thing
because they’re children, and 1 would never take a shot at a child. And Jamiroquai
came out and said, in their defense, “Why would you take pleasure in making fun of
them? And also, they’re children that clearly love making music. They make their own
music and do their own thing. What is it that offends you so much about their pres-
ence in your business or in your life that you would tear them down?”

Eddie: I don’t really know. I don’t have those feelings so I don’t know why they would
either. I have the same question. You’d need to ask them. But I felt the same way with
Hanson. They’re fucking kids. 1 just wonder if they’re going to peak way too early. And
just the level of exposure. I didn’t do that. I made the conscious decision not to be that
band that’s everywhere, that has its faces everywhere. I don’t want to see anybody like
that. I don’t want to see anybody with that kind of repetition. I think maybe that’s one
of the reasons that people get sick of them.




[Tape stops]

Eddie: I don’t dislike interviews. It’s just like when you're
doing a bunch, when you’re trying to do a lot at once, it’s
just not fun anymore. [ mean, it’s actually a nice opportu-
nity to have a good conversation about music. You do a
lot of European press or international press and, for some
reason, you’re answering the same questions. And you do
a few in a row and you start being cynical and not
answering the way you would like to because you’re
bored. I think it’s exciting. As long as you don’t do a
bunch, I’'m excited to do it.

Jamneane: | find that | enjoy doing interviews on televi-
sion because they can’t transcribe anything you said, they
can’t misinterpret anything you said. You say it and it’s
right there on TV. Like, I enjoy doing Letterman and
Leno, Daily Show, whatever the hell it is. But I cannot
stand doing print and I try and keep it as little as [ can

because humor doesn’t translate, irony doesn’t translate,
sarcasm. And the journalist is only out to, perhaps put
you into the least flattering light they can put you into.

[Tape stops]

Janeane: When [ look at you, I see more of a soft-spo-
ken, gentle-type spirit. And then the vocals are manly-
man, almost, somewhat aggressive in a way. Not even in
a way. They are actually aggressive. And it just doesn’t fit
your physicality. There’s nothing to say to that, I guess.
Eddie: But with a song, | would say that [ would feel free
to interpret and sing a song, if I’m writing something in the
third person, sing it, like, first person. Even the “Evolu-
tion” song [“Do The Evolution”], which I happen to like...
Janeane: [laughs| The first mammal to wear pants.
Eddie: Yeah. And still doing it. Yeah, I feel like I’'m not
singing as me. In fact, ’'m not. It’s not about the way I
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feel. I'm singing as a guy who’s completely
drunk with technology and man’s control,
and excited by it, and just ignorant and
drunk.

Janeane: You’re like a bleacher seat guy at

F .
:Jd;:::a)l,’rgnar;:ie a hunter, Even if
| wrote

out with the boys, or a guy
in a bulldozer, knocking
over trees, really excited
about how 'm manipulat-
ing the earth. So I think it
would be too much to say
it’s like a character, but your
voice wants to transmit that
kind of energy, so it might
not be the normal voice that
you sing to your wife to,
when you’re hanging out
singing to each other.
Janeane: As you are wont
to do. I understand that.
Your songs are sort of poet-
ic. Like poetry, like these
stream-of-consciousness
lines that go together. Some
are stories, but in this album, when I was
looking at the lyric sheet that you sent me, it
looked like, um, poetry. And I'm not saying
that in a kiss-ass way, I’'m saying that’s how
[ interpolate it...

Eddie: Ooh, you have interviewed before.
“Interpolate.” Go ahead, sorry.

Janeane: When you write a lot of songs,
do you find that it’s easier to write about
yourself or to write like, as you’re being
another person, like in the third person? Or
writing about, like, say you see two people
doing something, you see and experience
when you’re out and about, and you write
about that as if you are the person.

Eddie: | have to admit that when the focus
starts coming at you and you don’t feel wor-
thy of the focus and you want to continue
writing songs and getting a point across,
that you might tend to write more in the
third person, even if it might have something
to do with you in the song, just because you
don’t want it to be about you. You really
want to create an ambiguous story where
the moods fit, kind of everyone can relate to

person,
| would
change

and it’s not just about me and how 1 feel.
Yeah, I think even if I wrote a song in the
first person, I would change it to the third,
for protection. And again, I just don’t want
the focus. It’s not about me. It’s not about
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a song in
the first

it to the
third, for
protetction.

who I was in high school. It’s really not...
me, It’s an art form where you can transmit.
I’ve seen one or two pictures of a favorite
architect I have—this guy [Antoni| Gaudi. |
know what Kurt Vonnegut looks like. But |
don’t read [his books] thinking of
his face. 'm thinking about what
hes talking about and the people
he’s talking about. It’s great that
one person created this art but I
look at the art, I'm not obsessed
with the people behind it.

[Tape stops.)

Janeane: | always suspect when |
hear a love song written by Bono,
or somebody, Billy Joel, who-the-
fuck-ever, [ don’t know. But how do
they know anymore? They don’t
experience anything in a natural
way anymore, ever. So, are they
writing to gear toward the record-
buyer or do they honestly feel...
’Cause I think there’s a certain point
where you really actually stop feel-
ing things in a natural way anymore. Noth-
ing is just as it is. Everything’s loaded. The
stakes are higher... Baby, I don’t want to
give you anymore chips. I'm sorry, I'm not
talking to Eddie, 'm talking to my dog.
Eddie can have more chips if he wants.
Eddie: Somebody else was asked a similar
question. It might have been Bonnie Raitt or
something. They said “How can you still
sing the blues? I mean, you’ve won
Grammy Awards and your concerts are
sold out or whatever.” And she said,
“I’'m singing about things that I didn’t
forget.” 1 thought that was a really
good answer.

Janeane: And if you didn’t hear what

he said because he’s so soft-spoken, he

said “I’'m singing about things I didn’t
forget.” In a nutshell. But don’t nut-

shell it, because that’s not fair.

Eddie: I'm trying to let go of stuff

that I didn’t forget. Things that I'm

kind of beyond. I just want to not live

with all that still floating around in

my head. So I'm thinking that, if it
remains that 'm still kind of getting it

out in songs, then it’s actually
healthy... But I'm really sensitive to
anything that’s manufactured and if 1

were doing it then 1 would know

that someone else knew I was doing it and |
would just move on and just start writing
really happy songs or something. Which, |
think we’re writing happier songs.

[Tape stops]

Eddie: At this point in the interview,
Janeane’s crawling around on the bar floor
looking for a water glass that she set down
for the dog and a hoof that—the PETA peo-
ple might be upset that she’s giving dogs
hoofs to chew on.

[Tape stops])

Eddie: This is Janeane’s regular haunt. She’s
now found someone to take her dog for a
walk, so if there’s less dog-barking in the
next few lines, you might notice. Note to the
transcriber: If you could include the dog
barks in the script, that would be nice. And
please include all the laughter. Because we’ve
already discussed with print interviews you
don’t get to hear laughter and sarcasm.

[Tape stops]

Janeane: They’re not interested in making

you...
Eddie: Human.

Janeane: Whatever it is, in my experience
with the press it’s been nothing but almost
completely negative. And it destroyed my
participation in Saturday Night Live, when
I was on that briefly. The press made it the
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most uncomfortable place to
work because they can’t under-
stand when you say things in
context. They just want to take
the worst things. You do an
interview and they dont care
that you have to go back to
work there on Monday. You
know what I mean? And rto tell
the truth about SNL is to, in the-
ory, badmouth them. And if you
tell the truth about your working
environment there, which is, for
some strange reason, among the
oddest and most unpleasant
working environments in the his-
tory of television—and 1 think there’s
karmic reasons for that...

Eddie: You're still badmouthing them...
Janeane: [laughs] See, I don’t think I'm
badmouthing them. But to me, it’s like stat-
ing your version of the truth, which is all I
can do. If somebody asks me a question, all
I can do is answer them. So, if somebody
asks me, “Do you enjoy working there?”
“No” is my answer. So to say “no” is to
somehow blaspheme or to be a heretic of
some kind at the SNL family. And what they
do at SNL, or what they did at the time I
was there, was they would Xerox copies of
your interview and it would be there, as
many as there were cast members. And they
would have it on the table in the writers’
room when you walked in. So there’s 15
copies.

Eddie: You just have to get there early...
Janeane: [laughs] Scoop em all up. Yeah,
it’s just very strange. You cannot, in the
press, tell the truth about things without
these major repercussions. And the most
interesting thing about entertainment is
learning how to negotiate everyone that you
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work with. Because you realize among
your peers—I don’t know if peers is the
right word, whoever you work with or
work for—to speak the truth is to some-
how get yourself in trouble. And when

you show up for work the next time, you
have explaining to do. And it’s all because
the journalists not only print the truth, but
take the truth to a level where it’s harmful
and hurtful and mean-spirited, even though
you didn’t intend it to be anything of the
sort. You know?

Eddie: | know. I'm going to relate to that by
saying that, some of the things that I was say-
ing at a certain point when a lot of... in Seat-
tle, everything that would come out of there
was really getting over-blown and our lives
were changing drastically, really quick. And,
again, there was everything that, kids grow-
ing up, including us, would wish for, in a cer-
tain way. But it started getting really crazy
and really exploitative and some kind of bad
things were happening. And if you said that
“This isn’t that cool. You know, I still love
music but some of this stuff’s getting really
weird or really kind of fucked up,” that’s all
they would print was that you hated... I still
don’t know how to communicate it the right
way. It still sounds weird to me.

Janeane: The thing is you’re not allowed
your personal life. You’re not allowed to

have an opinion. Why are your individual
tastes and choices and all the things you
might say about a topic turned into some-
thing that is somehow bratty or disingenu-
ous or ungrateful?
Eddie: If you make good art—you’re
making people laugh or you’re making
people turn their stereos up—and you’re
doing good work, you should have the
freedom to do your job any way you want.
And maybe you can, but you just can’t talk
about it.
Janeane: So then why be interviewed?
I’ just an odd concept. I mean, you’re
agreeing to be interviewed by me or by
whomever—I’'m watching the wheels [of
the tape recorder] like an annoying inter-
viewer—and then somehow denied your
right to express yourself in whatever
would be your way of answering that
question. I don’t really understand what
the payoff is or what the gain for the jour-
nalist is. Does the journalist actually enjoy
when they type up the interview at night,
making you look bad? Like, when the
Lilith Fair was trashed—I'm still angry
about that, when people were trashing
the Lilith Fair. I don’t know about the
Lilith Fair, I wasn’t there, but I know that
it was a great idea and a grear thing and to
look for things wrong with it makes me
angry.
Eddie: It was trashed because it was suc-
cessful. Because if it hadn’t been successful,
no one would have cared and no one would
have said anything,
Janeane: Or they would have relished
pointing out how unsuccessful it was.
Eddie: In a way, they get a story... No, |
didn’t mind doing the interviews that were
brought—some of them—this time
because... this time around, I really felt like
just kinda saying, “Hey,” and setting the
record straight and talking to people that
read CMJ, and maybe even get into issues.
It’s kind of weird because it’s a one-way con-
versation. | mean, you’re talking and they
read it. But I’'m really interested in college
radio and I'm really interested every time
’m around someone or someone introduces
themselves who works in college radio. I'm
always interested in the kind of playlist that
they have, who they’re sponsored by, if
they’re funded by the school or if they actu-
ally have to do their own advertising or get
their own advertising, if they’re satellite or



if they’re cable, how much freedom that
they have as college radio people. That was,
all of a sudden college radio a few years
back, and [ definitely don’t have my finger
on the pulse, I don’t go to a college. Actual-
ly I never did, so I really didn’t care at all.
But just on a music level, *cause that’s where
people kind of grow that go on further into
radio. I'm just wondering what the atmo-
sphere is like. Hopefully they’re not having
to do their own advertising and they get
grants and things like that from the school.

|Side one of tape ends.]

Janeane: |[Emphatically] Role model. Role
model. You just missed the best, most pro-
found statement by Eddie about role models
that | can’t even recreate becausc it was so

In my experience with the
press, it's heen nothing but
almost completely negative.

good. Role model-wise: That is such an
interesting concept to be thrust upon any-
one. And they aliways put it on athletes. And
it is, to me, in and of itself, kind of a racist
construct. Like, you're the spokesmodel for
the ghetto now. You’re a black guy who
made it out and he played ball. Everything
you do is now scrutinized by every child in
this ghetto, at the Cabrini-Green project. If
you are to slip up and sleep with a
woman, that is of—culturally speak-
ing—loose morals, you have now dis-
appointed the entire project. It’s like,
our community always expects the
black man or the black woman to be
the absolute paragon of... uh... I am

the least articulate woman in the world, so I
can’t say what I mean.

Eddie: What if they could work around this
problem? What if Tine magazine or People
would highlight the doctors or scientists...
Janeane: Or reachers! Have you ever seen
Mystery Scierce Theater 3000? At the end, in
the credits, they say, “To the teachers of Amer-
ica.” Did you ever notice that? Which is a real-
ly wonderful thing. And my father’s retired
but he’s now a teacher. And he’s teaching in
the inner city in downtown Houston. And I
talk to my Dad all the time. He doesn’t get it.
I feel so terrible for him. My dad, he’s like 60
years old. He doesn’t understand that kids can
talk back now or use slang. He’s just... uh...
chagrined. Every night, he comes home and
my father is chagrined at the back-talk.
They’re flippant, as he would say. And he
doesn’t get it that that’s the
way it is now. You’re going
to go teach in the inner city
and you'’re going to get
kids that are going to talk
back to you. And I’'m not
for kids “talking back,”
but also Pm not one for “you owe respect
because a person’s older than you.” I've never
understood that concept and I don’t believe
that. And I find that over and over again at the
dog park, if I may be so bold as to utilize the
dog-park analogy. When I go to the dog-park,
sometimes there’s dog owners who are elderly,
if you will, and they’re very rude. They’re just
not nice dog owners and they’re not nice, kind

of communal-to-dog-park-culture nice people.
Why do I have to be really nice to them
because they’re elderly? I mean, I don™ feel
good about telling an old woman to shut up...
Eddie: It’s fine because you bring old folks
up in such a negative way, but I've been real-
izing lately—and I thought this might be an
interesting forum to bring it up in because
basically college music is younger folk—but
I’'m kind of sick of hearing about young peo-
ple, myself.

Janeane: You wanna come home with me
for spring break? You know, hang out with
my dad and his new wife? |laughs| They’re
60. They’re a lot of fun.

Eddie: It’s the young teenagers—and this is
not the Gen X thing at all, because that’s
despicable to have this large clump of people
stereotyped. 1 feel like I’ve sat at a lot of
tables for many hours, bitching about things
with people that are youthful and have the
energy to change things, but they’re not.
They’re just coming up with negative ques-
tions and they’re not coming up with one
answer. And for the last year and a half, 'm
over that. Just over it. The older people that
I've met and spent a lot of time with recent-
ly... |like] a couple are here in New York
that are in their late *50s, but they’ve got the
energy of a bright-eyed 13-year-old and
everything’s possible, and if it’s not, it’s like
Vonnegut looking at things kind of ironical-
ly. It’s like changing a negative into some-
thing kind of beautiful or at least funny. And
maybe that comes because they’ve been
through it. Or these are people that tried to
change things, succeeded in small
ways, but the problem srill continued,
and now they have complete perspec-
tive on it and it’s not that bad any-
more. Or it’s an interesting subject but
nothing to just sit around and be neg-
ative about. [ feel like 'm really, really
anxious to be old.

Janeane: You wanna get older? |
don’t think it’s a bad thing and I'm
not crinkling up my nose...

[ Tape stops]

Eddie: At this point, Janeane’s gone
to get me another beer. They’re from
Seattle—they’re called Red Hook.
And she’s shown me the pictures of
her dogs. The other two that aren’t
here look like they could fit in each
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one of her pockets. But, it’s really pretry
amazing because they’re like kids. I think
she called them kids earlier. That’s lovely.

I'm glad she had these dogs before her bio-
logical clock ran out.

[Tape stops]

Janeane: You know what I found interest-
ing? Can [ say this? Wheels spinning? Can

I say this? At the MTV year-
end wrap-up—I thought it
was interesting, and it’s a
good demarcation of who
enjoys the Spice Girls and
entertainment for entertain-
ment’s sake, commerce for
commerce, art being a differ-
ent thing—the Puff Daddys,
and people like that, the Spice
Girls, they are so quick to say
“No, people just wanna have
fun. They don’t want to
think. They just wanna have
fun. And three million people
can’t be wrong.” Whereas
artists don’t say that. People
who actually write their own
stuff and care about it, don’t have that opin-
ion of “people don’t want to think.” There’s
such an interesting dichotomy between who
can’t write and who’s not that special to
who is special and... | don’t even know how
special people swank in. I don’t even know
how you guys made it. That’s what’s inter-
esting to me. And I’'m not kissing ass, but I
think you guys are very special. How did
you get mass popularity? Suffice it to say
that, ordinarily, it’s odd that a band that is
actually good lyricists and good musicians
crack the mainstream to the degree that you
guys have cracked it. And I'm not down-
playing any super-mega bands that have
done it, because they’re all special, too. I'm
a huge fan of The Who and Led Zeppelin
and so on and so forth, but you know what
I’m saying...

Eddie: OK, well hypothetically speaking, if
I’'m to answer the question, it’s just pretend-
ing that, “Yeah, we are special,” or letting
me believe that for a second...

Janeane: Well, all it has to be is that I
believe it. You don’t have to believe it.
Eddie: That’s great. Because | probably
don’t. But I think it’s something to be taken
advantage of. It would be like if an Edward
Albee play got artention. This is a great

44 NEWMUSIC

thing. In a world of Beauty And The Beast
on Broadway and Miss Saigon, with the
huge helicopter that people come to see. An
Edward Albee play gerting attention...

Janeane: Grease, with Joe Piscopo? Are
you even artempting to badmouth Grease
with Joe Piscopo and Xena, warrior
princess, as Rizzo? On stage. Yeah, Xena.
She fucking kicks ass on stage, by the way,
p.s., a Varga girl, come to life, on your New

York stage.

Eddie: Yeah, but that’s for
people who want to have a
good time,

Janeane: Go ahead,
smash the marketplace, |
don’t care, Eddie. Go ahead.
Eddie: It’s never come out
of [Edward Albee’s] mouth:
“People just want to have
fun.” The last Edward
Albee play I went to, it was
a newer play so I hadn’t read it or anything
and I sit down at this thing and the curtain
goes up and the first three lines are com-
pletely unnerving and uncomfortable and
they’re in a social situation between a fami-
ly in a living room—I mean, it never moves
out of this room. And I'm thinking, “Well,
why do I like this? Why do I enjoy this so
much?” And it’s because | will pay money to
watch people have conflict, personal con-
flict, on a real base, family, human level. It’s
entertainment in that I'm watching —but
I’m not having fun. But [ am! I’'m not having
fun like completely, goo-goo, ha-ha, guffaw.
I’m thinking, “This happens. People need to
know that this happens. This is helping me

Grease, with
Joe Piscopo?
Are you even
attempting
to badmouth
Grease with
Joe Piscopo
and Xena,
warrior
princess,

as Rizzo? Go
ahead Eddie,
smash the
marketplace,
| don’t care.

deal with something that I've gone
through.” And I'm both happy about that
and not happy about it. But I know going in
that I might have to deal with something
here. He’s putting a mirror up to society, but
walking out of that, you can’t just be like “I
got my money’s worth and I saw good spe-
cial effects,” or “I got my money’s worth
because, God, that was fun,” or “I got my
money’s worth because it was so fun that the
date I had was holding my
hand and we were laughing
together,” or whatever. You
came out a step ahead
because you somehow
understood the human con-
dition a lirtle bit more, or
you knew that you were
going to have these kinds of
conflicts to look forward to
when you’re in your 50s
and maybe it will help you
when you get there. Or you
see problems based on mis-
communication or lack of
communication and you
think, “In my own life,
maybe Pl keep it from get-
ting that way.” So, I think,
important art says some-
thing.

[Tape stops]

Eddie: OK, at this point,
Janeane who, with my
wife’s permission, I'm total-
ly in love with, and she is
too without even having
met her—she’s gone off to
look for the dog one more
time, and she’s just finished, I think, glass of
wine number three and she’s really picking
up speed, here. Here she comes.

Janeane: Can I ask what your feelings are
about God?

Eddie: Sure. I think it’s like a movie that
was way too popular. It’s a story that’s been
told too many times and just doesn’t mean
anything. Man lived on the planet—|placing
his fingers an inch apart] this is 5000 years
of semi-recorded history. And God and the
Bible, that came in somewhere around the
middle, maybe 2000. This is the last 2000,
this is what we’re about to celebrate [indi-
cating about an 1/8th of an inch with his fin-

gers]. Now, humans, continued on page 57
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CRAIG ARMSTRONG @

The Space Between Us —
Melankolic/Caroline

8 There are two main schools of “orches-
tral pop”: songs by rock artists who inte-
grate orchestration into their arrangements
(Fric Matthews, Brian Wilson), and sym-
phonic orchestras tackling pop hits (Sym-
phonic Pink Floyd, Saturday Night Fiedler).
Few brave souls have attempted to recon-
cile classical instrumentation and sonorities
with pop structures and short attention
spans, but Scotsman Craig Armstrong is a
superlative contender. An alumnus of Lon-
don’s Royal Academy of Music, he’s
worked on tracks for Madonna, U2 and
Tina Turner, composed half of the score for
Romeo ¢ Juliet, and collaborated exten-
sively with Massive Attack. The most inter-
esting cuts on his debut LP either lean heav-
ily on his Bristol connections (the
percussive “After The Storm™) or strip
down to the bare bones (the impressionistic
piano meditation “My Father”). But Arm-
strong’s experience and exposure is his
Achilles’ Heel. Listeners traditionally hear
the musical gestures he favors in supporting
roles, in service of an image, a singer or
another composer’s melodies. It doesn’t
help that his forte is string arrangements,
when countless film/TV composers have
codified emotional clichés now inextricably
linked with swelling violins. Two cuts fea-
ture Cocteau Twins’ Elizabeth Fraser and
the Blue Nile’s Paul Buchanan, singers
whose voices come loaded with set associa-
tions. Though there are beautiful moments
here, it’s difficult to divorce these sounds
from their customary contexts; listening to
“Weather Storm,” you’ll be waiting for the
car commercial to begin. —Kurt B. Reighley

BEDHEAD
Transaction De Novo —
Trance Syndicate

m Talk about a band’s “three-
guitar attack,” and it conjures
one of two mental iamges:
either a Glenn Branca-style
white-noise wall, or hair-farm-
ing metalheads playing screaming
twin leads. Bedhead uses three gui-
tars to create its immaculate mope-rock,
but the effect is so quiet and understated
that on first listen, you’d swear you were lis-
tening to a stripped-down trio. A more care-
ful listen, though, reveals the guitars gently
weaving together in complicated counter-
point, building a fragile and elegant spider

DATALOG:
Released Feb. 10.
FILE UNDER:

RLYL.: Low, Rex,
Galaxie 500.

web of strummed chords. The overall effect,
combined with a shuffling beat, wispy, ten-
tative vocals and introspective lyrics, is one
of drowsy melancholy. Transaction De
Novo sees the Dallas band expanding its
somewhat limited horizons, focusing more
on varied dynamics. “Parade” builds to
several wrenching crescendos and “Extra-
mundane” is an outright surprise—a
catchy, rock-tempo piece, bolstered by a
Mo Tucker-inspired chugging, thumping
rhythm. But even Transaction De Novo’s
few bursts of rocking-out remain spare and
restrained. It’s a beautiful album—one
which, instead of bludgeoning you, cuts
deeply with sharp and finely controlled
strokes. —David Jarman

BEVIS FROND

North Circular — Flydaddy

= Master guitarist, eloquent singer/song-
writer, home-studio savant, influential *zine
publisher and indie-label entrepreneur are

lo-fi riches,
overflowing with

bittersweet

pop gems.

North some of the
Circularis an ways  Nick

b t of Saloman, the
emparrassment o i et

the moniker
Bevis Frond,
has made his
presence known
over the past
decade. And as if
the sheer depth and
range of Saloman’s musical talents and
ventures aren’t impressive enough, well,
there’s the prolific nature of the Bevis
beast—11 albums in as many years.
Like a one-man Guided By Voices, Salo-
man and his home studio have churned
out enough quality material to fill at
least one box set (and to collaborate
with Mary Lou Lord, a big Bevis fan
and coverer of Saloman’s tunes) before
anyone really noticed there was a
psychedelic revival taking place around
his Ptolemaic Terrascope magazine. The
double-disc North Circular is Saloman’s
Bee Thousand, a low-key wake-up call,
an embarrassment of lo-fi riches, a two

hour-plus masterwork overflowing with
bittersweet pop gems (including the
Lord staple “He Had You”), and
extended psychedelic guitar excursions.
More than anything, Saloman, who
plays all the instruments on North Cir-
cular (guitar, bass, drums, keyboards,
harmonica), brings to mind Hiisker Dii
at its creative peak: He’s got Bob
Mould’s guitar chops, Grant Hart’s way
with melancholy melodies and, in North
Circular, a double disc as convincing as
Zen Arcade was back in ’84.

—Matt Ashare
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BOGMEN ©
Closed Captioned Radio — Arlsta
m If the sound of a record is any guide to

the size of venue a band wants to perform
in, someone (possibly producer Bill Laswell)
expects Manhattan’s Bogmen to be headlin-
ing sportsdomes in the immediate future.
Every track here is saddled with the sort of
huge reverb that bespeaks inflated ambi-
tion. Many bands use such bombast to hide
a lack of ideas, but the Bogmen have more
good ones than most. Guitarist William
Ryan is equally adept at sharp leads and
undifferentiated grind, while the rhythm
section constructs fragmented patterns that
are a cut above typical modern rock time-
keeping. Several songs have a lurching, sea-
sick feel, as if U2 had become the pit band
for the Threepenny Opera. Only key-
boardist Brendan Ryan seems superfluous,

except on a theatrical cover of Paul Anka’s
“You Are My Destiny.” Bill Campion’s
insinuating vocals strangely recall those of

DATALOG: Released
Feb. 10. First single
“Failing Systems.”
FILE UNDER: Arena
alternative.

R.LY.L.: Radiohead,
U2, Hunters &
Collectors.

Thin White Rope’s Guy Kyser, while his
lyrical concerns lean toward vague social ills
and well-phrased existential grandstanding
(“I don’t claim to have the key to life, but 1
can pick the lock”). There are more than a
few genuinely artful moments here, but
Laswell deserves no credit for mistaking big
sounds for big ideas. —Franklin Bruno

BUFFALO DAUGHTER
New Rock — Grand Royal

@ The Japanese group Buffalo Daughrer’s
early work was interesting and not much

more: The band had clever arrangements,
and its production of Takako Minekawa’s
Roomic Cube was coolly peculiar, but it
seemed 100 often torn between the conven-
tions of big rock and its impulses toward
synthesizer mayhem. Last year’s remix col-
lection, Socks, Drugs And Rock ‘N’ Roll,
seems to have demonstrated how the band
can make those fit together, though. The
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“new” in the title of New
Rock is significant in more
than one way: The album
draws on the innovations of
Neu!, the early-’70s Ger-
man band that gave Stereo-
lab its initial raison d'étre,
but twists its regularized
motorik rock beat into more
playful shapes. The title track, among
others, is a mechanical single-chord work-

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 10.

FILE UNDER:

Finding the groove

In unexpected places.
R.Y.L.: Recent Stereo-
lab, Tortoise, early
Luscious Jackson.

out brought to life with roughneck guitar, as
coolly propulsive and heady as you could
want, but also physical in a way that the
metronomic underground rarely is. Parts of
New Rock still seem more like exercises than
songs: “Rhythm And Basement” consists
primarily of its title chanted endlessly along-
side breakbeats and acid bloops. Mostly,
though, Buffalo Daughter has figured out
how to make the new pop of the last few
years, with its synths and loops and groove-
sense and disdain for singing’s logocentrism,
kick like old rock. Guitars—how could we
have forgotten them? —Douglas Wolk

CALIFONE

Califone EP — Flydaddy

@ While Chicago’s brilliantly blurred
sounding blues reconstructionists Red Red
Meat have broken up, the lovely and
strange Califone (with RRM core members
Tim Rutili, Ben Massarella and Tim Hurley)
will undoubtedly satiate old fans, and may
artract a few new ones. Over the course of
four full-lengths, RRM explored with aban-

DATALOG: Released
Feb. 24,

FILE UNDER:
Blues-drone trance-pop
R.LYL: Red Red Meat,
Tricky, Big Star's 3rd.

CALIFONE

Buffalo Daugh-
ter has figured out

how to make the new
pop, with its synths
and loops, kick
like old rock.

don the tensions between
pop song and loose jam,
distorted noise and crisp
melody, heavy heaviosity
and sweet, heavenly
light. Califone is the per-
fect continuation of Red
Red Meat’s vast, loose, nar-
coleptic sound. The band
members have plugged their amps
into their computers, crafting a few phat,
but rockist, beats, then sampling, looping
and thoroughly messing with sounds
they’ve made themselves on keyboard and
guitar. Rutili’s vocal chords are as strangely
twisted an instrument as the de-tuned, ring-
ing, snaking, heavy riff guitars and mini-
mally-thunked pianos that are the focus
throughout; his voice sounds like a pre-
pubescent schoolboy one second, an octo-
genarian janitor the next. The words are
imagistic and playful while the music floats
in between delicate, desiccated pop (“Sil-
vermine Pictures,” “Red Food Old Heat”)
and textured, dub-minded, rhythmic disso-
nance (“Arab Loop,” “Tongue Bank”). But
as fine as this record is, something tells me
1t’s just the start of something great. —M ke
McGonigal

CASH MONEY

Halos Of Smoke And Fire —

Touch And Go

®8 Though the band makes a point of deny-
ing similarity to “contemporary artists” in
this album’s liner notes, instead shouting out

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 10.

FILE UNDER: Thud-
ding psychobilly.
R.LY.L: Jon Spencer
Blues Explosion,
Railroad Jerk,
Reverend Horton
Heat, Doo Rag.

WALOS OF SWUXE AND FIRE

to Johnny Cash, Elvis and ZZ Top, Cash
Money has much in common with the
down-and-dirty likes of Jon Spencer Blues
Explosion and Railroad Jerk. C$ is less arty
and distant than either, and far less slick and
schticky than Southern Culture On The
Skids—this duo knows that the only way to
stay true to its rootsy models is to keep the
music simple and loose. John Humphrey’s

@ ARTIST APPEARS ON THIS MONTH'S CD



sludged-out, moderately proficient guitar and Scott
Giampino’s drumming (Russell Simins, meet John Bonham)
often go their separate ways, only to fuse back together for
big, dumb-ass riffs on “Do It Again” and the truck-stop love
theme “Pie And Gas.” Wisely, most tracks add some tone
color (organ, washboard, even electric sitar) to the mono-
lithic mud. The Dirty Three’s violinist Warren Ellis con-
tributes his patented modal sawing to the multi-sectioned
“Mask Of Amontiago,” the record’s least genre-bound
excursion. One complaint: Humphrey’s vocals (except on the
acoustic-based “Evangeline”) tend toward overmodulated
garble in the usual white-pomo-blues mold, while the artists
Cash Money claims as heroes weren’t above a dose of
melody. —Franklin Bruno

COURSE OF EMPIRE

Telepathic Last Words — TVT

w8 Telepathic Last Words is Course Of Empire’s stab at

making a big album, a genre-crossing epic that people will
listen to for hours

UOURSE LF EMPIRE

DATALOG:

Released Jan. 20.

on end. If the
band ultimately
misses, it won’t be

FILE UNDER: :
Over-achieving  for lack of ambi-
indusrto-metal.  tion. On its long-
R..Y.L.: Faith No delaved ond
More, Sound- LAYee]  sec
garden, Tool. album, Course Of
Empire delivers
an impressive

sound that charts somewhere between pre-MTV Soundgar-
den and post-MTV Trent Reznor. Along the way, the group
diverges from its psychedelic metal roots to deliver strong
tracks like the dance-tinged “The Information,” the indus-
trial-edged “Automatic Writing #17” and “Ride The Stat-
ic,” a moody, melodic ballad that’s like the second coming
of “Black Hole Sun.” By the time you get to the Rolling
Stones pastiche “Captain Control” and the Tiwin Peaks-
esque cover of Rodgers and Hart’s “Blue Moon” (with

creepy experimental bonus track),
you’ll wonder if there’s anything

Course this band won'’t try. The only
Of Empire's |
sound is somewhere PR IR .1
between pre-MTV
Soundgarden
and post-MTV

Trent Reznor.

welcome. While Course
Of Empire’s first album
was obsessed with con-
spiracy theories, the topic
this time is information
overload. (Will anyone who
doesn’t already have information
overload, please raise his hand?) Still,
give the group props: Instead of sticking with an established
sound, it fearlessly strikes out into new territory and finds
more than a few gems. —Heidi MacDonald

MUSIC FROM THE MOTION PICTURE

:

featuring:

THE PRESIDENTS OF THE UNITED STATES
“VIDEO KILLED THE RADIO STAR"

and 80's classic hits from;:
DPAVID BOWIE

ELVIS COSTELLO
CULTURE CLUB

ELLEN DOW PLUS SUGARHILL GANG
BILLY IDOL

MUSICAL YOUTH

NEW ORDER

THE POLICE
PSYCHEDELIC FURS
ADAM SANDLER

THE THOMPSON TWINS




CUBANATE ©®

Interference — Wax Trax!/TVT

® Industrial music—the genre-tag that
once referred to noise pioneers like Ein-
stirzende Neubauten and later techno-rock
hybrids like Ministry, Nine Inch Nails and
Meat Beat Manifesto—has taken its share
of badgering in recent years, and for just
cause. Compared to the complex breakbeat
rhythms, adventurous sampling and sound-
scape textures of *90s electronica, much of
what’s dubbed industrial these days sounds
stale and uninspired, as if the artists remain
lost in late-’80s limbo and haven’t heard any
new music past NIN’s Pretty Hate Machine.
Then there’s Cubanate, a band that does
much more than embrace the new form of
this electronic age: It flips it, rips it and
recreates it in its own horrific, apocalyptic
image. Interference, the British duo’s fourth

DATALOG: Release
date: Apr. 14,

FILE UNDER: Industrial
breakbeat metal.
R.LY.L: Atari Teenage
Riot, Nine Inch Nails,
B Ministry.

release, is a brash and rash departure from
the band’s previous offerings. Produced by
Rhys Fulber (formerly of Front Line Assem-
bly), this 10-track release is a menacing mix
of hardstep drum ’n’ bass beats, slicing gui-
tar riffs, frightening ambient textures and
fierce vocal exorcisms. The result is some of
the most audacious and challenging music
to come from the guitar-plus-keyboard
equation in years. With this skull-rattling
combination—as monstrous as Ministry, as
intelligent as Goldie, as compelling as Atari
Teenage Riot—Cubanate has entered a
class that defies current categorization.
—M. Tye Comer

CURVE

Come Clean — Estupendo/
Universal

® Electronica was just begging to be co-
opted by loud guitar and pop bands, so
Curve’s transformation/reformation isn’t
really a big surprise in the scheme of things.
That said, brace yourself for a bunch of tiny
surprises on Come Clean, because they
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DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 10th.
FILE UNDER:
Brit-beat wash.
R.LY.L.: Bjork,
Scala, Laika.

reveal themselves in every song in the form
of those basic staples of pop: hook and
melody. Curve’s basic premise hasn’t strayed
much: This duo still loves to bury the melody
in the dirt, the difference is the dirt now
consists of bulky dance floor rhythms
rather than layers of guitars.
Although guitars still stretch and
expand on command, just as often
they exist as loops and sequencing
stunts. What’s frustrating about
Come Clean, though, is what was
also a problem with the earlier incar-
nation of Curve: The band seems to be a
one-trick pony, following an idea so focused
and exclusionary that it limits the scope of its
own records. Come Clean has some great
songs—especially the first single, “Chinese
Burn”—but over the course of 60-odd min-
utes the sound gets so repetitive that subtle
variations on a similar theme seem rather
pointless. Curve has created a really power-
ful sound; now if only it would make a pow-
erful statement with it. —Randall Roberts

DIMITRI FROM PARIS
Sacrebleu — Atlantic

m Sacrebleu, the first album from Parisian
D], remixer and arranger Dimitri From
Paris, could easily be called Music For
Today’s Space Age Bachelor Pad. He
updates the swanky vibe of Burt Bacharach
and Martin Denny with his distinctly
European technological savvy, incorporat-
ing fitting samples and a mellow acid jazz
strain. The only vocals are in the form of
samples, ladies ruminating in French and

DATALOG:

Released Feb. 17.
FILE UNDER:
Loungey club music.
R.LY.L: Pizzicato Five,
Tipsy, Getz/Gilberto,
Air.

DT From Pess

Cubanate
has entered a
class that defies
categorization.

the sonorous male voices of *60s demon-
stration records, leaving the focus casually
on the music. The album’s 18 tracks are
alternately suitable for bedroom toe-tap-
ping and height-of-party mayhem, with an
empbhasis on the former; “Sacre Francais”
shimmies to a bossa nova beat and the
disco-y “Back In The Daze” employs club-
by, chanting vocals and a synth bed that
suggests Madonna more than Frangoise
Hardy. Monsieur Dimitri is also not with-
out a sense of humor, bestowing his songs
with titles like “Dirty Larry” and “Le
Moogy Reggae.” Even so, what
stands out more than individ-
ual tracks is a consistently
enjoyable mood that is as
much a part of today’s
electronic revolution as
the decades-old one Sacre-
bleu nods to.
—Lydia Vanderloo

DR. DIDG

Serotonality — Hannibal

= Dr. Didg is a British trio led by Dr. Gra-
ham Wiggins, an expert on the physics of
the fascinating, droning instrument created
centuries ago by Australian aboriginal peo-
ples, the didgeridoo. Serotonality is a tech-

Feb. 24.

e/ ‘vw—- world beat.
per (AN R.1.YL: Outback, Pure

nically adept record that attempts to meld
the ancient instrument to the zany modern
sounds of psychedelic rock, Meters-style
funk and rave-scene techno. The instru-
ment—basically a long tube that is blown
into at one end using circular-breathing
techniques—is used in interesting ways that
highlight its percussive potential. The weird,
bubbling sound has previously been used by
musicians the world over to explore its
excellent textural/trance capabilities. But
Serotonality sounds like mediocre TV
soundtrack music that just happens to have
a didgeridoo buried in it somewhere.
“Brand New Shoes” threatens to be inter-



esting, but the shimmery new age keyboards, fake sax synth
and softcore woogie guitar deny the possibility. Perhaps
decades hence this peculiar example of world beat Cheese
Whiz may be served up as retro camp, and thoroughly enjoyed
as such. Until then, it is sincerely suggested that the Doctor
devote his skills to the world of physics and give music a break.
—Mike McGonigal.

DROPKICK MURPHYS

Do Or Die — Helicat

mm I’s not every day that an American punk band comes along
and combines Irish music with the occasionally brutal aggres-
sion of oi!, but that’s just what the Dropkick Murphys, a fierce-
ly Irish-American punk quartet from Boston, are successfully
doing. The Murphys take the characteristically violent oi! (an
explicitly roughneck brand of street punk originated in Britain)

and temper it
m with  bagpipes
DATALOG:

4 and jigs, and it
y o= A€ 1 Released Jan. 27. L

FILE UNDER: ign.  Works. They go

).y W £ American oitpunk.  a bit overboard
. b e S g;;;;ag';:’m with the Irish '
= o . thing every now
Drophick Murphpg 9ers the Pogues. andg a airz_the
Box Pie 5
album’s weakest

moments come when the band abandons the punk element —
altogether and attempts a couple of Irish ballads—but for the LP/ [:D
most part the Murphys balance their influences nicely. The

result is an impressively well-rounded debut. There is some- 03 24 98
thing strangely inspiring about a record like this: The noble PO BOX 545, NEWPORT, Rl 62840
portrayal of America’s working class, the unfettered perspec- ;
tive on life (which consists of honest work, loyal friends and a
pint of stout at the end of the day), and the rambunctious spir-
it add up to some pretty distinct and powerful blue-collar

anthems, near little packages of pride and attitude, that are a
hell of a lot of fun, especially in a pub. —Kelso Jacks

FASTBALL

All The Pain Money Can Buy — Hollywood

mm There’s always something a little lacking in rock songs
about being in a rock band. But Fastball, maybe without
trying, creates something fascinating over the course of All
The Pain Money Can Buy: verisimilitude. These songs aren’t
about playing rock so much as all the trials associated with
forging that kind of career, put into terms that are easy to

empathize with.
tastball \

Even the relation-
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ful enough to keep going and
like a shithead for trying. The
record never gets really pen-
sive—it maintains a sort of a
low-grade anxiety—mostly
because the band is able to
lose the love woes and money
troubles in the same place where
so many of us lose ours, in letter-
perfect rock songs. The record buying
public seems to have found undeniable pop
hooks played on guitar, bass and drums
eminently deniable of late, so there’s no
telling on how many faces “Damaged
Goods” or “Fire Escape” will force a smile.
But that’s part of the struggle that defines
All The Pain Money Can Buy, and what
makes overachievers like “The Way,” which
deftly slips from recording studio effects and
border town detritus into a *70s AM radio
chorus, such a joy. —Scott Frampton

FRONT LINE ASSEMBLY
FLAvour Of The Weak —
Metropolis

= In industrial dance’s late-’80s heyday,
Front Line Assembly was at the forefront,
but has since constantly had to scramble to
find a niche in the techno-dominated *90s:
The band employed metal-guitar sampling
on 1994’s Millennium and last year it dab-
bled in successful experiments with world-
beat ambience (recording as Delerium).

Caze
sounds like
teen angels with
a serious
case of teen
angst.

FLAvour Of The Weak repre-
sents further changes for the
mercurial and prolific duo.
For one thing, it intro-
duces Bill Leeb’s newest
sidekick, Chris Peterson. It
also sees more experimenta-
tion with techno elements
(although this may have been
done with a resigned chuckle, if the
album’s title is any indication). Don’t worry,
however, as this doesn’t mean you’ll hear
any breakbeats, jazzy samples or warbling

“j. . DATALOG: Released
Jan. 13.

" FILE UNDER: Old-
school electro-beat.
R.LY.L.: Skinny Puppy,
Front 242, Lezether

- Strip.

divas. All it means is more propulsive beats
and stripped-down arrangements, down-
playing the usual heavily layered stew of
synths, samples and Leeb’s sandpapery
vocals—more along the lines of his albums
released under the moniker Intermix. On
the whole, the signature FLA sound—verse-
chorus songwriting, sinister minor-key
melodies, percolating 16th-note bass lines—
is still quite recognizably intact, perhaps too
intact. Even longtime rivetheads may admit

TERO HOUR

www.zerohour.com

FLA isn’t sounding as relevant as it used to
(except on the nightmarish, Aphex Twin-ish
hidden bonus track). But those looking for
a dark and atmospheric antidote to the
vacuous strains in much of today’s electron-
ic dance music will eat up FLAvour Of The
Weak. —David Jarman

GAZE

Mitsumeru — K

m The twenty-something girls of Gaze
sound like teen angels with a serious case of
teen angst. Listening to the 14 songs on this
Vancouver trio’s debut is like stumbling
upon a collection of letters to their ex-
boyfriends. Some are regretful musings (I
hope life’s treating you better than I did™),
some are confrontarional kiss-offs (“You are
a loser, you are a jerk™). Aside from a few
overly cutesy metaphors involving jellybeans
and cotton candy, the women express their
emotions in plain terms. Vocalists Megan
Maller and Miko Hoffman manage to sound
sweet while getting a few things off their
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chests, their voices stretching over a lo-fi mix
of jangling guitars and the steady beats of
drummer Rose Melberg (Tiger Trap, Softies,
Go Sailor). Thankfully, there are a few
shifts in tempo and intensity, but their emo-
tions start to sound same-y and repetitive.
By the time you reach the next-to-last track,
“X-Reel,” Mallet’s worries about not being
cute enough, not being cool enough and
dressing well enough to impress some boy
just sound whiny. It leaves you wishing that
there were a few more tracks that shouted
“girl power,” like the bouncy, keyboard-
fueled “Anyway 6.” —Wendy Mitchell

GODHEADSILO
Share The Fantasy — Sub Pop

m Former Fargo, North Dakota, boys Mike
and Dan are now seven years into what's
probably best appreciated as one of the more
persistent punk-rock joke bands to come out
of Olympia, Washington, in the *90s. The
joke is that Mike and Dan can outdo any of
the heavy-artillery grunge and indus-

trial alternatives when it comes to
volume, distortion and pure
ear-lacerating noise using
nothing more than drums

“"Needles For
Teeth” is the

DATALOG:

j Released Jan. 20.
FILE UNDER: Revenge

of the punk rock

nerda

something of a shaggy dog story, unless you
count clever little touches like the sound of
a full orchestra tuning up, which is tacked
on to the beginning of Share The Fantasy,
or the gentle piano and feedback etude
(*Dan Vs. Fellow Dan”) hidden among the
disc’s pile-driving bass riffs and thundering
drums, neither of which gets much of a
comic set-up. Like the duo’s 1996 release
Skyward In Triumph, Share The Fantasy is
more song-based than godheadSilo’s first
couple of releases. So there are now more
recognizable verses and choruses, as well
audible lyrics like “You suck” and “We’re
so cool.” They’re kidding, of course, but

you already knew that. —Matt Ashure

JESUS LIZARD
EP — Jetset

{Dan), bass {(Mike) and [ul3¢ exciting L1l 1[«) mm As the Lizard circus rolls

some very large amplifiers.

They don’t have any punch
lines, just plenty of punch.
Which makes godheadSilo

a
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the Jesus Lizard
has done
in eons.

along, there are a few things
you can continue to take for
granted: the flexed rhythm at
the heart—that pound that drives

everything—the horror-bellow David Yow
mastered a decade ago that has yet to grow
weary, and Duane Denison’s contrarian gui-
tar. Like a prominent scar you’ve long since
forgotten, these characteristics are easily
overlooked. The first cuts on this five-song
EP dangle the classic Jesus Lizard bait that’s
easy to lunge at, especially “Cold Water.”
From there, though, things get fucked up as
the band discovers—brace yourselves—sub-
tlety. That these five songs are produced by
John Cale, Andy Gill (of Gang Of Four
fame) and Jim O’Rourke is a good indica-
tion as to why, but it’s the execution of these

DATALOG: Release
date: Mar. 24.

FILE UNDER: A less
venomous Lizard.
R.LY.L: Denison/
Kimball Trio, Shellac,
Birthday Party.

ideas on the final two instrumentals that
reveals a fresh face to the Jesus Lizard.
“Valentine™ is a gorgeous, slow bass solo
that trails off at the end, and “Needles For
Teeth,” the most exciting song the band has
done in eons, mixes a {gasp) synthetic beat
with a dose of piano and (gulp) synthesizer,
all combining to create something truly
magical, albeit far removed from your stan-
dard Jesus Lizard stomp, —Randall Roberts
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KARL HENDRICKS TRIO
Declare Your Weapons — Merge
m Pirtshurgh indie-rock guitar hero Karl

Hendricks returns with his sixth album
under the guise of his trio. Declare Your
Weapons swaggers with the same elegance
and punchiness of its predecessor, For A
While, It Was Iy, but the band tempers
the braying rhythms and six-string assaults
with ruminative downtempo tracks. A
prodigious guitarist, Hendricks plays sear-
ing leads on songs like “A Letter To The
Coach™ and “The Policeman’s Not Your
Friend,” interspersing his crisp, un-ironic
vocals to break any fast-fingered musical
monotony. He unveils a keen melodic sense
that matches his crafty wit on three of the
album’s best songs: the rave-up “Like John

DATALOG:
Released Feb. 10.
FILE UNDER:
Anxiety rock.
R.LY.L: Sitkworm,
Dinosaur Jr, The(e)}
Speaking Canaries,
Cobra Verde.

Travolta”; the brooding “Your Leshian
Friends™; and the anthemic “When Will the
Goddamn Poor Wise Up?™ Taken at face
value, this might seem like another testos-
terone-rock record, but Hendricks clearly
labors over his lyrics, examining the intrica-
cies of relationships with a detail one might
not expect from a source that proffered an
album called The Karl Hendricks Trio Sings
About Misery and Women a few years
back. These basic subjects still dominate,
but the veteran guitarist and songwriter has
developed a guileful approach to these age-
old ropics, and he’s set his thoughts to music
that celebrates rock’s ragged glory and its
subtleties as well. —Richard Martin

CHERI KNIGHT

The Northeast Kingdom

— E-Squared

mm [t’s so nice to have the real Cheri Knight
back. After her last album, The Kunuitter,
which came across as something of a Neil
Young tribute in its sound, it seemed as
though she’d lost the voice she’d gained
with her previous band, the Blood Oranges.

But here she is, at full strength, showing
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Sublime alt-country.
R.LY.L.: Blood Oranges,
Emmylou Harris,
Whiskeytown.

that she can still write and sing drop-dead
gorgeous songs. The Blood Oranges were
alt.country before it even had a name, but
Knight’s work is more full-blooded than
any genre: “Dar Glasgow™ is as haunting as
any traditional ballad, and then the arpeg-
gios twang for “Rose In The Vine,” the best
Smithereens song that band never wrote.
From there it’s all over the map—*"If Wish-
es Were Horses” outdoes the (old) Stones’
country side, and “Crawling” could be off
an Emmylou Harris album. Contributions
from Harris, Steve Earle and Will Righy put
Knight in good company. Holding it all
together is Knight’s voice, which manages
to be both fragile and sinewy at the same
time. From honky-tonk to heartbreak, she
can do it all. —Chris Nickson

LIQUOR GIANTS

Every Other Day At A Time

— Matador

mm Barely a year after their Matador debut,
Ward Dotson’s Liquor Giants return with
another satisfying collection, which tacks
on to its 14 listed songs a full 11 bonus

tracks. And though Dotson is a home studio
maven, playing nearly everything but drums
here, these aren’t GBV-style toss-offs; sever-
al secret songs are as catchy and detailed as
those on the “real” album, Dotson’s fecun-
dity is tied to his formalism; when a strong
chorus and some well-arranged guitar parts
are a song’s prime ambition, why not write
20 instead of 10? Every Other Day does
show some development, being far less riff-
driven than Chocolate Clown, and employ-

DATALOG: Released
Feb. 24.
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ing Beach Boys-intluenced backing har-
monies that would make the Apples In
Stereo green with envy. Dotson’s specialty is
that rarity, the believable love song, and this
album has its share, notably the sunny “It’s
Raining Butterflies™ and the Rickenbacker-
sweetened “Dearest Darling.” Other riches
include a cover of Bowies “Boys Keep
Swinging,” and the best vocal hook ever
written around the word “motherfucker.”
True, nothing here couldn’ have been writ-
ten or recorded in, oh, 1987, but if you have
a guilty nostalgia for the days when melody
and smarts poured like water out of the
world’s Westerbergs and Holsapples, Dot-
son’s your man. —Franklin Bruno

NERVES
The Nerves — Thrill Jockey
m The best punk rock songs are construct-

ed as perfect circles: The beginning and end
kiss and continue like a dog chasing its tail.
The final chord could abruptly break into
one last chorus or start all over at its begin-
ning. Chicago’s Nerves create this type of
song: a perpetual circuit of energy that feeds
on itself. But for them, one or two laps

Nerves

DATALOG:
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around is more than enough. Like the Min-
utemen before them, they seem to be so
bursting with ideas that they can barely wait
to finish a song for fear that they’ll lose the
idea for the next one (this debut features 13
songs in 27 minutes!). The Nerves have no
need for fuzz boxes or effects pedals to state
their case, just a clean, edgy guitar sound,
some drums and the manic, high-pitched
wail of Rob Datum, who can’t contain his
energy and at times lets out a helpless, unre-
hearsed yelp of enthusiasm. It’s this edgy
sense of danger that is the Nerves’ greatest
weapon: there’s not so much an imposing
brawn as there is an autistic repetition that’s
constantly in orbit around a singular idea
and threatens to break free and tly out of
control. —Randall Roberts




NIGHTCAPS
Split — Rendezvous
mm The cocktail nation craze of the early *90s quickly became
one of the most loathsome tags attached to any of society’s sub-
cultures, but few distanced themselves from it more than the
bands to which so much of the retro/vintage aesthetic could
be traced. Groups with seemingly direct names like the Coctails
and the Nightcaps headed off any lounge links with frenzied
declarations that
aightesps T there was more o
Released Jan, 20, their music than an
FILE UNDER: overt appreciation
Spunky vocaljazZ.  of Martin Denny
RLYL:
Getz/Gilberto, or Stan Getz. The
Combustible five Seattle resi-
ol gl‘::m Nancy de'nts behind the
s L Nightcaps never-
theless do play the
type of jazz that sounds best in the company of Manhattans
and Sidecars. The warm, reverb-drenched guitar, deep-toned
double bass, sultry vocals, slithering sax and perky percussion
are all hallmarks of cockeail jazz, and these sounds pervade the
Nightcaps’ full-length debut. The quintet writes all of its own
material, however, and some of the songs on Split could rank
as instant classics. Chanteuse Theresa Hannam glides through
the down-tempo “Cruel And Unusual,” which pairs Robert
Fucci’s soulful walking bass lines and Lauren
Abady’s silky sax runs; “The Touch Of
Evil” bounces along to a “Fever”-like Some
melo.dy; and Garth Brandenburg gets of the son gs
a guitar workout on the buoyant i
title track. The Nightcaps succeed on Split
in sprucing up musical styles that could rank as
could sound dated, coming up with
some remarkable songs along the
way. —Richard Martin

instant cocktail
classics.

ROBBIE ROBERTSON
Contact From The Underworld Of Redboy —
Capitol
= A founding member of original Americana act The Band,
Robbie Robertson has always been a master at mixing rockin’
roots with a pop sensibility. Under his Redboy alias, he follows
up 1994°s Music For The Native Americans disc, which delved
far deeper into the singer-songwriter’s personal roots than he
ever had before: His mother was a Mohawk from the Six
Nations reserva-
2::;?:1?'““ tiqn above. Lake
FILE UNDER: Erie. The blg sur-
Beatheavypop  prise here (sort of)

with American is that Robertson’s
Indian chants.

RLYL: Native gone electronic
American music,  (sort of) for this

Howie B, Paul record, enlisting
Simon.
supremely talented

Superdrag

Head Trip In Every Key

Thirteen new songs
that go in one ear and in the other.

Features “Do The Vampire”
Produced by Jerry Finn with Superdrag

| In stores Mfc24

2

3 www.superdrag.com
2 On Elektra compact discy and es.r cassettes www.elektra.com
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beatmeisters Howie B and Marius De Vries
for production. On tracks like “Making A
Noise” and “Rattlebone,” the result is a
syncretic blend of delicate, soft pop with
the big modern beat that you hear on all the
car commercials these days, with tradition-
al Native American vocals. The singing, by
such artists as Leah Hicks-Manning and
Sadie Buck with the Six Nations Women
Singers, is a delight, varying from sing-
songy sacred chants to unearthly throat
singing. This mixture doesn’t work on
every song—“The Code Of Handsome
Lake,” in particular, is so thoroughly hokey
as to approach parody.
But it’s an affecting
record nonethe-
less, particularly
on the haunting,
Leonard Peltier-
narrated “Sacri-
fice,” one of the
most moving
“political™ songs
you’ve heard in ages.
—Mike McGonigal

The
big surprise
(sort of) is
that Robbie
Robertson goes
electronic
(sort of).

RUINS

Refusal Fossil — Skin Graft

m Japanese drummer-bassist duo Ruins are
prog rock revivalists for our post-punk
times. A rhythm section gone ballistic, they
are capable of extreme heaviosity and lithe-
some grooves, most often within the same
song. They draw upon opera and folk as
well as jazz and metal, with all the
adrenaline, bombast and wigged-out vocal

DATALOG:

FILE UNDER: Prog rock
B pyrotechnicians.
R.1YL: Melt-Banana,
Omoide Hatoba,

King Crimson.

RUINE REFUsAL Rt

interplay of Yes or King Crimson. Yoshida
Tatsuya’s brain-pummeling  percussion
forms the core of the sound; current collab-
orator Sasaki Hisashi adds muscular riffs
and chirpy, Melt-Banana-like yelping that is
well matched to Tatsuya’s death-metal
growl. Refusal Fossil is a collection of live
and unreleased material that shows the
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band’s remarkable consistency
over ten years and two bassists.
They play off one another on
tracks like “Etymology,” a
monster movie battle of bass
drum thump and bass guitar warp.
Elsewhere, they manage some
restraint: “Stara Planina” is an unlikely take
on Central European folk music, heavy but
with lilting, droning vocals and bass in the
role of the fiddle. “Eccentric Ditch” is equal-
ly surprising, swinging between full-bore
heavy rock and a lounge-y cha-cha beat. The
last half of the record is a recent live set with
a (more) full band, including guitarist
Yamamoto Setichi from the Boredoms and
Tipographica saxophonist Kikuchi
Naruyoshti. They raise an impressive screech
and skronk, and just manage to keep up
with Tatsuya. —Andrea Moed

SKANDALOUS
ALL-STARS

Punk Steady — Shanachie

m Like combining peanut butter with
chocolate, marrying punk with ska is a per-
fect pairing of two seemingly disparate
things that work fabulously together. It’s
certainly not a new concept at this point,

DATALOG:

Released Jan. 20.
FILE UNDER: Combat
rock steady.

RLY.L: Moog Cook-
book, Skatalites,
Rancid.

PURK STEADY

but Punk Steady recasts 11 punk standards
as sometimes ironic, always fun ska and
rock-steady anthems. And it works. The
Skandalous All-Stars count among them
many of the usual ska scene suspects,
including folks on loan from the Slackers,
Mephiskapheles, Ruder Than You and
Excalibur. Of course, they’re not too serious
about the project. “l Wanna Be Sedated” is
rendered a gentle reggae anthem a la the
Dominos or Gregory Isaacs, with a trio of
crooners sweetly over-enunciating each syl-
lable; “Anarchy In The UK" becomes a
comic character sketch, like early I Roy or a
rude boy monologue; “Rock The Casbah”
is re-imagined as a herky-jerky Studio One

Punk Steady

recasts punk
standards as
ska anthems.

’60s instrumental in the vein
of the Skatalites. And thank-
fully, the All-Stars aren’t that
literal about their genre de-
finitions—“One Way Or
Another” and “Take The Skin-
heads Bowling” certainly aren’t
what I consider punk, but they are “of the
time” and fit in quite well here.
—James Lien

SPACEHOG ®

The Chinese Album — Sire/WB

m As the decade wears on, so does the acci-
dental cultural experiment onlookers call
the alternative explosion. Witness Space-
hog, a perfectly good NYC band plugging
away at its own, embryonic brand of showy,
British (and admittedly Bowie-inflected)
guitar rock that, faster than you can say
“120 Minutes,” found its single “In The

DATALOG:
Released Mar. 10.
FILE UNDER:
Modernized glam.
R.LY.L: T. Rex, Ziggy
Stardust, Yellow
Submarine, heavy
lip-gloss.

Meantime” on every commercial alternative
station in the country just weeks after its
release. A couple of years later, Spacehog
finds itself in a tight spot, as it tries to grow
artistically as a band while still making a
record that will please its fans. Well, slap
’em on the back the next time they blow
through town, because Spacehog has man-
aged to develop as much as a young band
ought to musically, in spite of the pressure
it probably felt to produce a big follow-up.
The stylistically varied Chinese Album
packs rockers, ballads, clever bits of humor,
experimentation with beats and knob-twid-
dling, and an entire load of what you knew
Spacehog was capable of pulling off: the
“new glam”, a mix of the sexy metallicism
of Marc Bolan and T. Rex with the silly
self-parody of cartoonish hitmakers like
Gary Glitter. And in the process of forging
onward and upward, Spacehog may stum-
ble upon the modestly successful career
longevity that seems to elude so many
others. —Cheryl Botchick



SUPERDRAG ®

Head Trip In Every Key — Elektra

@ Head Trip In Every Key is a snapshot of a band in flux.
There is nothing drastically different about the new Superdrag
album—it’s still a power-pop band, after all—but, if you pay
attention to Head Trip, you’ll notice the little changes signal-
ing a definite shift in direction for the Knoxville, Tennessee,
quartet. Like the Beatles (whom the band clearly emulates),
Superdrag’s metamorphosis reflects its embrace of psychedelia,
so the album is laced with trippy instrumentation and sly drug

references. “Let your fragile mind go/Forget you are/Forget
you know,” sings John Davis on “The Art Of Dying.” Fleshed
out with sitar and

L DATALOG: lush string accom-

45, Release date: paniment, it is the
- album’s most full

FILE UNDER: : y

Power-pop gets  realized psychedel-

stoned.P ic number. “She

= R.LYL. Posies, s
Teenage Fanclub, .Is A Holy Grail

Cornershop. is also pretty

— tweaked: As Davis
sings his vocal melody at a near whisper, he plays a sour piano
melody that blends almost seamiessly into the acoustic guitar-
picking that runs tandem to it. Even the album’s many straight-
up pop numbers boast smart little touches like the horns on
“Mr. Underground” or the Beach Boys-esque backing vocals
on “Shuck & Jive.” There’s nothing earth-shattering here, but
Superdrag’s willingness to take off its water-wings and thrash
around in the deep end of the pool is a very
good sign. —Jenny Eliscu

Little

SIELE R LA SWERVEDRIVER ©

CEELNCR i dL M  99th Dream — Zero Hour
direction for m On 99th Dream, Swervedriver

shows its understanding of a point

Superdrag.

that Oasis clearly misses: that not all
songsd have to be sing-alongs While

devoting a fair share of its time to melodic
hooks, Swervedriver saves most of its sweat for the fuzzed-
out, psychedelic guitar parts that give its songs their heft. On
“Stellar Caprice,” Adam Franklin’s front-of-the-mix vocals
stretch and bend to match each tug on the whammy-bar as
a haze of reverberation hangs in the background. Once the
vocals fade to little more than faint “doo-doo-doo’s,” the
band launches into one of the heady, swirling instrumentals
that have made its live shows so phenomenal. In fact,
the cyclone that
tears through
{ Gl DATALOG: “In My Time”

| : Feb. 24, .
zigajrjgg: e rips through the

Fuzzed-out Britpop entire  album,
R.YL: Oasis, My and each song,
Bloody Valentine,
The Verve

no matter how
calm it seems at
first, is eventually

victona wikiams

n ;Maﬂa(}uﬁu’;ﬁd

featuring
“uain song (demise of the caboose)”
and “rainmaker”

R 8 & & ¢
From the majestic reverie that opens the album...
to the bittersweet clegy that closes it.... Wusings offers vet
another treasure along Williams' road less traveled. ”

-Rolling Stone



overtaken by the rush of noise, as the swirl
of guitar reverb builds momentum. But
each time, the whole thing stops suddenly,

as if quelled with no more fanfare than the
tiny string of smoke that trails behind an
extinguished match. In the end, the band’s
ability to strike a balance berween restraint
and reckless abandon is way more impres-
sive than even the catchiest of melodies.
—Jenny Eliscu

TOWA TEI

Sound Museum — Elektra

= Some skeptics put forth the theory that
every artist has enough samples in his crate
to make that one really, really monumental
record—it’s the follow-up that kills you.
Well, Towa Tei has already been down that

path twice in fact: once as sonic architect of
Deee-Lite, and then with his solo debut,
Future Listening, a snazzy melange of trip-
hop, easy listening, bossa nova, and space
age bachelor pad music. Now he follows
that debut with Sound Musesm, and maybe
it’s not quite as dazzling, but Tei is still chal-
lenging us. No other artist has thought to
actually get Ken Nordine to do a voice-over

DATALOG: Released
Feb. 24, First

single is “Happy.”
FILE UNDER:
Disco-y trip-hop.
R.LY.L.: United
Future Organization,
Deee-Lite, Pizzicato

SOUND MUSEUM 23

on a record (Nordine was creator of word
jazz, beatnik poems set to music; he’s also
provided voiceovers for virtually every
major commercial of the ’60s, including
Taster’s Choice). Still, a cameo from Biz
Markie doesn’t really take off; it almost feels
like the Biz isn’t entirely into the track. The
true exception is the stunning final rrack,
“Everything We Do Is Music,” a 10-minute
vision of what Kraftwerk would probably
sound like playing jungle music. The whole
track is such a lush, sultry bevy of loops,
sounds and samples of whispered voices.
And at that moment, he could be considered
1o be at the leeward edge of the beat experi-
menters on the Mo Wax label’s Headz com-
pilations. —James Lien
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TO ROCOCO ROT

Paris 25 EP — Emperor Jones/
Trance Syndicate

® What makes the music of Germany’s
To Rococo Rot so remarkable is how it

spins very minimal components into
warm, engaging constructions that echo
the shifting rhythms of the human body.
The group begins by sampling skeletal
drums, then folds in an array of digital
squiggles, and anchors the whole thing
with Stefan Schneider’s mesmerizing bass
lines. On the five-cut Paris 25 EP, which
incorporates both remixes and new
material, the threesome further pares
down its methods. “Lift (Denso)” (mixed
with David Moufang of Move D/Deep
Space Network) and “Mit Dir In Der
Gegend (Sehr)” share little in common
with the renditions found on last year’s
Veiculo album, save for the playful sense
of tranquillity they evoke, but that does-
n’t detract from their discrete charm. The
relationship between old
and new versions sug-
gests unraveling a
favorite  sweater
and knitting it
into a pair of mit-

tens; previous

knowledge of the

former may influ-

ence your feelings,
but it isn’t essential
for the latter to do
their job. Likewise, an
understanding of the processes

at work in To Rococo Rot does not cor-
respond directly to the levels of enjoy-
ment and appreciation possible; the
melodic bass riff of “Lift (Denso)” (rem-
iniscent of Second Edition-era PiL) and
the rhythmic ebb and flow of “Days
Between Stations” exert a seductive pull
regardless. —Kurt B. Reighley

To Rococo Rot
spins minimal The
components into
warm constructions
that echo the rhythm
of the body.

Towa
Tei is still

challenging
us.

TRANS AM

The Surveillance — Thrill Jockey
®m With song titles like *Armed
Response” and “Access Control,” it
seems Trans Am has put together a
concept album about fear and the
increased electronic monitoring of our
everyday activities (of course, without
any lyrics it’s hard to tell what they’re

thinking). Although it is dark and

DATALOG:
Release date:
Mar. 10.

FILE UNDER:
Robot progrock.
R.LY.L: Tortoise,
Six Finger Satel
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T SURVETLL AN

brooding, The Surveillance isn’t so
much a paranoid album as one dis-
playing multiple personalities. Trans
Am, more than ever, is seeking to sep-
arate its experimental side from its
rock side, alternating the two from
song to song. The electronic pieces are
sparse and high-pitched, dominated
by simple drum programs, jazzy
undertones, repetitive loops
and odd blurps; they feel
contemplative yet jittery.
human-powered
pieces, however, are some
of the most hard-edged
material Trans Am has
created, rife with twisty-
turny power-trio dynam-
ics. In fact, the trebly guitar
screeches, throbbing bass
lines and human drummer trying
to sound as mechanical as possible
sound a bit like Shellac (minus Steve
Albini). The stylistic alternation leaves
The Surveillance feeling somewhat
uncohesive, but it’s interesting to see
Trans Am moving away from grooves
and more towards chops. The Surveil-
lance is less about hips, and more
about biceps. —David Jarman



Janeane & Eddie CONTINUED FROM PAGE 44

in some shape or form, have been on the earth for three million
years |pointing across the room to indicate the distance]. So, all
this time, from there [gesturing toward the other side of the
room| to here |indicating the 1/8th of an inch|, there was no God,
there was no story, there was no myth and people lived on this
planet and they wandered and they gathered and they did all !
these things. The planet was never threatened. How did they sur- | I I

vive for all this time without this belief in God? 1'd like to ask this 5 d 5 ,: E D |_ D l—l I—E
to someone who knows about Christianity and maybe you do.
That just seems funny to me.

Janeane: Funny ha-ha or funny strange?

Eddie: Funny strange. Funny bad. Funny frown. Not good.
That laws are made and wars occur because of this story that was

written, again, in this small part of time. And now, this is m1y real
concern, and it doesn’t have that much to do with God, but what
we’ve done in the last 50 years, which is like my fingernail, and
how fast things are moving, and what’s going to happen in the
next bit. I mean, we’re really fucking things up. And now I'm the
young guy bitching but I think there is an answer and I hope peo-
ple educate themselves about technology and what’s happening. 1
think you should educate yourself about...

Janeane: Who, the you me? Or the you general?

Eddie: The you general.

Saneane: M’ ||||||||| ||
ey || Il
Janeane: Wait, | think you were more personal about that. You |

mean I should educate myself? |"

Eddie: | want all my friends to, so they know and I hope that I"I” |

the picture gets broader and they understand that there’s a lot of : '"l

people planning our future and they’re not thinking straight. Or
there’s a lot of profit involved. I don’t know where we’re going.

We’re moving really fast and they don’t know where we’re going
and it hasn’t been well thought out. And this technological wave
that’s going to happen, and it’s already happening but we don’t
notice it.

Janeane: You're thinking of bar codes? Bar codes?

Eddie: Am I?

Janeane: No, I'm just saying. Bar codes?

Eddie: Oh, speaking of bar codes. Well, that’s a subtle conve-
nience but it’s going to get more to where we’re not going to
know what joy is. We’re not going to know anything simple.
We’re not going to be able to experience... We might not be able
to experience love. This is what I’'m predicting. You know, give
me 50 years. Things are moving so fast, | guarantee I'll be right.
It’s going to be strange. I just wish everyone would slow down.
This is why I think radio is great. Because it still lends imagina-
tion to the experience. There’s no visual involved and hopefully
no commercial interference as far as playlists for college radio. I
don’t know if this happens—it’s just an analogy—a playlist
approved by the dean or someone in a power situation. I think

that that’s a simple pleasure that | hope continues to last. Record “Forward thinking drum n’ bass... ¥ %% %" — Mix Mag
stores might not survive this. Oh, they won't. Fifteen years,

record stores? The tactile experience? Gone. It’s going to be con-

venient and | imagine the compromiises, they’re going to be vac- ®
uous. You won’t have the same experience.

Janeane: What?

ASTRALWERKS
Eddie: Vacuous. Meaningless. Empty. You’ll be able to acquire

http://www.astralwerks.com/adamf/
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music so quick, it won’t mean anything to
you. You know, it’ll just be another thing
that you punch upand you don’t even own it.
You just order it for five minutes. You’ll order
a song for five minutes and it’ll cost you 50
cents or something. This is in the very near
future. You won’t have to buy

records anymore. You’re going OK. Like

to be able to download records
onto CD without any artwork.
Probably listening to poor-
sounding computer speakers.
Things are happening fast...

Janeane: [ think... [ thought
you were saying... I'm not try-

Jerry

ing to create a false opposition
to you but. I'm just saying...
Eddie: Just for the fun of it,
please do.

Janeane: Well, if it would be
fun for you, I would like to.
P’m just saying that I don’t think so. As far
as music is concerned and things like that.
Why even purchase it? Why even go to the
trouble of punching it up if it’s not aestheti-
cally pleasing to you in some way?

Eddie: You'll get it, it’s just going to be such
a different experience. And I don’t mean to
be a Luddite and say I only listen to vinyl,
which [ mostly listen to vinyl or I just enjoy
vinyl. I just... Do you listen to a new song or
do you listen to the virtual playing of the
song? What was your question again?
Janeane: | was saying that | don’t under-
stand what you're saying. I understand what
you’re saying about the sweeping of tech-
nology and the movement is so fast but
when it comes to listening to music or some-
thing that goes in your ear-hole, what’s the
point if it doesn’t mean something to you?
Eddie: OK. I'll say this. Besides just
whether or not you can enjoy a record as it
comes across your terminal, let’s set that
beside the point. Let’s just say that when you
go down to a record store, and maybe you
walk there and you walk by some interest-
ing people and then you walk in the record
store and you talk to an interesting person
who knows about music or sees you pur-
chasing a record and then says “Oh, did you
see these guys live, last time they came
through?” There’s this conversation that
takes place between humans in a record
store. I'm just using that as an example.
Maybe that’s what I'm worried about, is it
going to be lost? Some kind of human inter-
action. And that takes place on the Internet.
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Falwell
and Larry Janeane: We agree to disagree,
Flint, we
agree to
disagree.

This is the other side. I mean, people do
converse on the Internet. They talk a lot
about music.

Janeane: | think people converse more on
the Internet, though. I think they converse
more on the Internet than they do in the
record store. Because there’s an
uncomfortability in the record store
of someone standing there... Gosh, |
don’t know. I think I kind of disagree
with you.

Eddie: OK. Like Jerry Falwell and
Larry Flint, we agree to disagree.

respectfully. I think that no matter
what, music will always kind of be a
thing of taste that people, if they
download it, even if they’re down-
loading it, they download it because
they like it. And they’ll talk about it.
And on the Internet, I think they’re
inclined to discuss more than they would in
the record store.

Eddie: Are you going to get... Can you
marry someone on the Internet?

Janeane: Me? No.

Eddie: No, I mean can anyone?
Janeane: Of course they can, and they do.
They can and they do.

Eddie: So sometimes you do meet and, you
know...

Janeane: Absolutely. People meet people
on the Internet all the time, for good or for ill.
They meet people all the time on the Internet.
Me, personally, Janeane Garofalo, I can’t
even... | can’t connect in person... Gosh. See,
I think the Internet is a good thing so I have
no problems with the Internet.

Eddie: | think there are good things about
it, I just don’t think it’s a good thing,
Janeane: | think it’s great that people are
even typing and doing. That’s better than
just masturbating and watching Jerry
Springer. | think it’s great that they’re on the
computer. And I didn’t mean to be crass. I'm
sorry, tape recorder. Can I check my dog
again?

| Tape stops]

Eddie: OK, Janeane just went to check on
the dog once again, who I believe is sleeping,
and she’s going to use the restroom. So, if
you wanna print this up, I'm going to do a
monologue here. Maybe college radio will
be broadcast over the Internet. I know that
there have been some radio shows on the

Internet and I think it’s a form of pirate
radio at this point, which I totally encour-
age. Maybe it’ll be a positive experience.
The only thing I was trying to state before is
that the tactile human experience... Here
she comes, the dog is awake, part three.

| Tape stops]

Eddie: You know, college radio, I don’t
think they play our music that much, or did-
n’t. And maybe there’s a couple of songs that
they will be excited about playing but if you
don’t, don’t. I think it’s a great format not to
play our music. I think that there’s enough
avenues, there’s commercial radio that plays
our music, so there’s really no need to... You
should be playing Built To Spill and Shellac
and Stereolab and Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan
and all kinds of other things. So, don’t
worry about...

Janeane: And Merkinball.

Eddie: Merkinball. If you’re going to play
something of ours, play Merkinball. That’s
Janeane’s idea. I'm really not doing this
interview to promote a record on college
radio. Play whatever you want, that’s my
main concern.

Janeane: Is that your motto? That and
“No fat chicks.” Is that your bumper stick-
er motto?

Eddie: Believe it or not, | was always actu-
ally mature enough to be offended by that
motto at a young age. Actually, it was “Har-

»

poon fat chicks,” so that was even worse.
No, my main concern is that college radio
has the freedom to play what they want.
Janeane’s disciplining her dog now, so that’s
why I'm talking.

Janeane: In summation? In summation,
I’d like to say that it has been an honor. |
just, I have nothing to say in summation. I'm
the worst. | have been... Am I not the worst
interviewer ever? | can’t. | can’t think of any-
thing to say...

Eddie: At this point I'm wishing that
Janeane would get over herself, she’s been
just fine.

Janeane: [in the background, laughing) I
can’t even keep my own dog occupied, let
alone a seminal artist.

Eddie: [laughs] It’s just a mess right now....
I think it’s really important that college
radio has the freedom to play whatever it
wants because commercial radio doesn't. It’s
the last bastion, so to speak. So, good luck.
Power to you. In summation. X1




PREWITT & DAVIES CONTINUED FROM PAGE 37

as something beautiful and rewarding. That’s the thing
that fascinated me about him. And part of the pathway,
which I don't find as necessary now, was the method of
recording. The actual sounds are good to talk about,
because there’s so much to talk about with Pet Sounds,
simply because of the way it was recorded. But the way it
actually sounds is very similar to a lot of ’60s recordings.
He was fitting his melodies into what was popular at the
time, an orchestral context.
Archer: And yet he approached that grand sound with a
religious fervor... Would you talk a little about the song
“Crystal Clear”?
Richard: I think
@) AV Y2 that was from a

Life magazine. A

WAS AN lot of the words and
ORCHESTRAL phrases were cap-

tions to photos.

ROCK They were all short-
FANATIC, hand versions

describing different
types of people.
That’s one... gim-
mick. [laughs] And
in a sense, the music
took the place of the photos. Say you went to see an exhi-
bition of photographs or paintings with no titles. I think a
lot of the time a title gives a spin to the impression you get,
and I think songs work along those lines.
Archer: Do you have a favorite song from this record?
Richard: [ think “Crystal Clear,” actually.
Archer: It seems to me that your music conjures up a sort
of spectral orchestral backing even with a more spare
instrumentation. Is this something you think of in the com-
posing?
Richard: The thing is, I never was an orchestral rock
fanatic, ’m just a songwriter. I mean, I like the sound of
horns, I like the sound of strings and harmony vocals... 'm
just a fan. But what I’m trying to say is that I never have a
predesigned notion that 'm going to write for a certain
kind of treatment. The song writes itself. Certainly this
record is a good example of trying to keep the song intact
and as basic I can. Now I think there are people who think
I keep it too basic much of the time. [laughs)

Richard Davies’s new album Telegram (Flydaddy) will be
released March 24.

Archer Prewitt bas released one solo album, last year’s In
The Sun (Carrot Top), and several records with the Sea
And Cake and the Coctails, in addition to creating the
comic Sof’ Boy.
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Take it from someone who’s been physically
ejected from *70s punk parties for the crime
of playing ABBA’s “When I Kissed The Teacher.”
From someone who’s been tossed out on
his ass by surly Bob Seger fans, simply
for tainting their whoo-hooing triple
kegger with Laurie Anderson’s “Big
Science.” “Geek”—in its above par-
lance—wasn’t always such a casual
kitschy term. Being a so-called
“geek™ in the Midwest in the late
>70s usually meant liking albums
that few of your teen peers could
stomach and, when you stumbled
into the wrong kind of gathering,
could net you a swift punch in the
stomach, as well.

That said, it wasn'’t half as bad as it
sounds, this geek business, because we
had a hero, a shining light, a guitar-sling-
ing avatar who upheld all that was moral
and virtuous about persecuted geekdom. As
a squirrely little record-obsessed kid, 1 first
saw Oklahoma outcast Dwight Twilley on a
cheesy 1975 episode of American Band-
stand, yowling out his one major hit, “I'm
On Fire,” to the python-coiled backbeat of
his drummer/vocalist partner, the late Phil

Dwight Twil
was a hero,

Seymour. My reaction was pretty similar to
the one I'd have a few months later, watch-
ing a pinstripe-suited Robert Palmer croon
“Man Smart, Woman Smarter” on the even
cheesier Midnight Special, a sort of what-
the-fuck-is-this stupefaction, complete with
jaw-dropping blank stare. Chuckle all you
want, but that wide-cyed naiveté was a great

avatar who
upheld all t
was moral and
virtuous about
persecuted
geekdom.

way to hear music back then. What was so
difficutt to understand? If it sounded good,
it was good. End of story.

But Twilley, when he finally released his
genre-jumping debut Sincerely a vear later,
sounded better than good. What made the record (recently reissued
by Capitol’s Right Stuff imprint) so special? Its to-hell-with-the-
rules eclecticism, for starters. I never could figure out (still can’t,
when it comes right down to it) why rock fandom had to be an

60 NEWMUSIC

guitar-singing

By Tom Lanham

either/or proposition—i.e. the Beatles or the Stones, pick one and
shut up. Listeners always seem to like to find their niche as quickly
as possible, craw! out on their tiny twig of the music tree and stake
their pitifully minuscule claim. But along came Twilley and Sey-
mour (who, incidentally, met while waiting in line for a Bea-
tles movie), who leapfrogged proficiently through just

about every style short of ragtime and Gregorian chants.
That diversity became a template for me, a sounding

board, a method of approaching rock music that I still

employ today. Sounds good, is good. And fuck you if
you’re too thick to get it.
And here’s the really twisted part: Sincerely was,
in all sincerity, commercial suicide, simply
because it confused anyone expecting 12 sonic
soundalikes. Twilley bounced from slapback
rockabilly (“TV”) to breathy ballads (“I'm Los-
ing You”) and Everly Brothers-like harmonic jan-

gle (“Three Persons,” “You Were So Warm”), never
touching down long enough to be pigeonholed. He
loved Elvis as much as the Beatles, the Beatles as much
as the Stones, and could effortlessly ape any of each
artist’s supposedly singular techniques. So Sincerely was,
in many ways, the ultimate party crasher of an album. If
somebody was preparing to beat you up for tossing it
onto his turntable, you merely moved the necdle to the
next non-sequitur track and appeased the lunkheaded

beast. Next to its narwhal-huge hooks, however, the best

thing about this disc was its fluid sense of continuity.

Sound like an oxymoron? It wasn’t. Every Twilley song,

no matter the genre in which it was penned, felt like,

well, Twilley. His surreal, whispery hiccup voice held
everything together in colloidal bliss, an identifiable

ley
a

imprint you can hear on the equally-stunning demos the
man is currently shopping.

Twilley, after a number of brilliant (now out of print)
efforts, gave up on Hollywood pop stardom a couple of
years ago, and moved back to his native Tulsa, where he
built a home studio and continued writing and record-

hat

ing his way. And he’s got a humorous anecdote from his
deal-hunting vears: Seems one A&R guy was playing
Twilley’s demo in his office, when the label honcho
rushed in, demanding to know the name of this remark-
able “new” performer. Told the singer was Twilley, the
honcho turned on his heel and snapped “Too old—can’t sign him.”
Yet another narrow-minded pop parameter, an exclusionary branch
of the ol’ music tree. What was that I said about “fuck you if you
don’t get it?” m
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. metal
by Ian Christe ! l

"4 On Black Thrash Attack (Malicious), Aura Noir emerges as the missing link between the pure
noise churn of Immortal and the rough bouncing thrash of Whiplash. Ten tracks whiz by during this
inspired jaunt, each sounding as manic and stained as anything since the Accused. Though Aura
Noir guitarist Blasphemer plays in the new line-up of Mayhem, his riffing here is agile and deft,
unlike the perverse noise displayed on Wolfs Lair Abyss... On its first release on the new Osmose
USA label, Bewitched is continuing an odd crusade to corrupt the world with a new wave of British
Heavy Metal-influenced Satanism. Though the Thin Lizzy and Venom input on Pentagram Prayer
is obvious, the blend is original and electric. It still requires some readjusting of the ears to get used
to hearing crunching twin melodic guitars in aggressive music again. Maybe this resurgence of old
school metal makes sense if you compare it to how the Wu-Tang Clan has upgraded the spare beats
of Eric B. & Rakim. In both cases, there’s an organic respect for the past, but the music remains toral-
ly topical and timely... Napalm Death should rightfully be the first grindcore Top 40 act, but
instead of selling a zillion copies of a hit record to a mass audience, the band continues to sell mod-
erate amounts of multiple releases to its loyal cult of fans. The latest artifact of the perpetual record-
ing machine is the Breed To Breathe enhanced CD EP (Earache), containing multimedia tracks
and a roaring funked-up cover of “Greed Killing,” played by Pennsylvania’s Impending Doom,
which competed in a Napalm-sponsored concert for this coveted slot on the disc... The 22nd issue
of The Pit magazine (Box 9545, Colorado Springs, CO 80932) covers what you’d expect from the
persistent metal forum. Interviews range from utterly vapid (Quicksand, Sick Of It All) to somewhat
informative (cover boys Deicide, Mortiis, Mayhem). In between some poorly considered editorializ-
ing, there are glimpses of what the metal community has on its mind, and a barrage of information
on tours and new releases slips through. The Pit is always metal ground zero, but it sometimes fails
to dig very deep.

Sadus

One of the first wave of America’s

underground death metal bands, Cal-

ifornia’s Sadus returns ten years later with

a stylish and slick exegesis on its thrash

roots. Like the band Death, whose creative

arc rose from Scream Bioody Gore to the

heady Symbolic, Sadus seems to have

located a transcendent wisdom through

the difficult meanness of its music. 'm glad | cogent production job Scott Burns has
somebody's learning something, even if it ' done in a long time. Sacrificing noise and
has to be a paradox. The band’s fifth CD is | chaos for discipline and musicality, Sadus
exemplar progressive thrash, where con- | is mildly experimental and innovatively
trol is the key to maintaining a ridiculous | conventional. I've heard these basic ideas
catalog of untimed 23-note guitar riffs. | many times before, but never presented in
Singer/guitarist Darren Travis excels in such an articulate and colorful way. The
throwing syncopated trills into his unpre- | trio is innately tied to a constantly shifting
dictable, chunky fundament. Bass player | meter, and is a master of this relatively
Steve DiGiorgio’s frequent psychedelic | tasteful form. The slipping riffs of “Unreali-
synth embellishments to Elements are as | ty” glide together in a liquid rush of stoic
polished as the rocking wooze of Crystal | grace, impressing me with a classic sound
Method. And this is the most cohesive and ' that is always the opposite of trite.
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. dance -
I I by Tim Haslett

¥ There can no longer be any doubt that a renaissance is unfolding in the Greenpoint section
of Brooklyn, clustered around S.H. “Skiz” Fernando’s WordSound collective. Fernando’s no
slouch, having authored “The New Beats,” a historical treatise on hip-hop’s hidden histories,
and now running his own label and studio. If he isn’t committed to downtempo, experimental
electronics, no one is. The latest missive to arrive from his label is Subterranean Hitz Vol. 2,
the successor to the first, highly acclaimed collection. This one is going to be mandatory for any-
one even remotely interested in the future of electronic music with hip-hop sensibilities at its
heart. Opening this collection is Rob Swift of the X-ecutioners, with the ethereal “Rhythmic
Wind,” followed by the loping, funky “One, Check, One” by Gearhead, which features the
indefatigable Prince Paul on vocals, sounding as if he were speaking with a microphone halfway
down his throat. Afrika Bambaataa’s prodigous son, Afrika “Baby Bam,” offers the rubbery,
richocheted “NiteStalker™ (with a nice reference to the Darren McGavin *70s TV series,
Kolchak: The Night Stalker, to boot). Fernando and his comrades have always had a wicked
sense of humor and thus we find a group called Hawd Gankstuh Rappuh Emsees Wid Ghatz,
whose “Masters Of The Universe” is a low-slung exercise in beat manipulation. Sensational’s
“Dancehall Navigator” culled from his Loaded With Power album, is a strike to the solar plexus
that levels all pretenders. This collection revives that old cliché: where it’s at, with a vengeance...
From the same sound asylum comes the second LP by Spectre, The Second Coming, which fea-
tures Rob Swift, Sensatiomal and Caz. If you want to call this hip-hop, go ahead, but it’s cer-
tainly never going to be of any interest to Biggie Smalls fans. The opening “Genesis” should have
been entitled “Revelations,” for its growling, apocalyptic menace. Spectre is essentially a vam-
pire who just happens to make highly original electronic music that draws inspisation from the
black science fiction of Sun Ra, George Clinton and DJ Spooky, moving things a little bit fur-
ther into the echo chamber and away from the Billboard charts. Over 14 tracks, The Second
Coming is a downtempo tour-de-force that deserves your immediate attention.
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| hip-hop |
by Brian Coleman ! '

¢ Bomb Records has vowed to make 1998 its most prolific and impressive year yet, and new
albums by Atlanta’s D) Faust (Man Or Myth?) and Vancouver’s Cipher (360°) have certainly got-
ten things off on the right foot. Faust’s solo shot is a consistently engaging, mind-bogglingly dense
scratch fest which packs a fairly complete history of vocal and DJ-based hip-hop music into a
60-minute cut-’n’-paste throwdown, sewn together by an aesthetic that is somewhere between the
Invisibl Skratch Piklz (especially Mixmaster Mike) and England’s DJ Food. Cipher’s joint is a
calmer and more down-to-earth affair, with no-nonsense production work by Clean and enlight-
ened raps by frontman and DJ G2, including their popular 1995 single “Peeps.”... Brooklyn’s
WordSound label has been working around the clock for the last couple of years, producing a body
of dub, ambient and hip-hop sounds that can almost be considered a genre unto themselves.
Following hot on the heels of last year’s first volume, Subterranean Hitz Vol. 2 packs another
powerful punch that will either make you nod your head to the grooves or shake it in bewilder-
ment. It features a good overall mix of instrumental and vocal tunes. Familiar names like Rob
Swift, Prince Paul and the Jungle Brothers’ Afrika “Baby Bam” (with “Rhythmic Wind,” “One,
Check, One” and “NiteStalker,” respectively) get out-weirded and outshone by twisted lesser-
knowns like Spectre, Mr. Dead, M. Sayyid, Hawd Gankstuh Rappuh Emsees Wid Ghatz, Sensa-
tional, Scotty Hard and the Unipod Particles... The soundtrack to Caught Up (Noo Trybe-Virgin)
is good if you like variety, but not quite as impressive if you like to be surprised. It mixes artists
from both coasts, and the north and south zones as well (Snoop Doggy Dogg & Kurupt, Gang
Star, Do Or Die, Luniz, AZ with Jermaine Dupri); the standouts here are from some of the non-
marquee talents: O’s “Made Man,” Shiro’s “I Like” (with MC Lyte) and Luniz & Crooked I's
“Girl.” Gang Starr, Killa Priest (with Inspectah Deck & GZA), KRS-One (with Mad Lion and
Shaggy), AZ and Somethin’ For The People aiso make fine showings, rounding out the field.

Aceyalone

os Angeles’s Aceyalone has been a
l_ lyrical star on the rise for the better
part of this decade, beginning his path as
a member of the highly respected, but
popularly under-appreciated, Freestyle
Fellowship, and continuing afterwards as
a solo artist. Regardless of how long
they've been following his trail, old and

new fans alike will find equal enjoyment
in Acey's new solo effort The Book_ Of
Human_Language, which marks this
inventive lyricist and musical conceptual-
ist's full maturation as an artist. In what is
bound to be one of the most intelligent
albums that we'll see this year, Acey-
alone philosophizes, proselytizes and
wraps his words around some very
deep concepts and offbeat grooves,
provided consistently by producer and
partner-in-crime Mumbles. Although
decidedly left of center, Acey makes too

much damn sense to be

considered abstract (his usual pigeon-
holing), and with his slippery, gymnastic
flow he speaks convincingly about real
life and its real consequences without
preaching and without taking mundane
routes to achieve his ends. Divvied up
into 15 “chapters,” the album itself isn't
as much a conceptual piece as it is
Acey’'s sober and rational take on life
itself. It's a musical journey that asks as
many guestions as it answers, and takes
as much as it gives.
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# If you've seen Neutral Milk Hotel on tour, you’ve seen Julian
Koster—the wildly energetic multi-instrumentalist who tends to
wear a Burger King crown on stage. The Music Tapes is his exper-
imental side project, formed to play “imaginary symphonies in
people’s houses.” To make that clear, the group’s first single,
“Please Hear Mr. Flight Control” (Elephant Six), is packaged in an
ornate sleeve with a pop-up of a house. It’s a long, richly home-
orchestrated pop song, whose arrangement is more interesting than
its tune. On the other side, there’s the very peculiar “Smoke Is A
Fireman’s Friend,” with Koster singing bits of “The Star-Spangled
Banner” and all sorts of instruments fading in and out of the mix.

#* New Bad Things’ specialty is the brilliant throwaway, and their
new single “Mabel” (555 Recordings) has four of them. The A-side
is a rotating cycle of hooky little catch phrases held together by a
dinky drum machine and cruise control strumming. The produc-
tion is bizarrely dry, but the instrumental details glom onto your
brain-stem and don’t let go. The flip is even more fun: It’s got a pul-
sating instrumental, a doodle with voice, bass, trumpet and auto-
harp (which seem to be playing more or less the same song, if not
quite in the same key), and “French Vacation,” the NBTs’ artempt
at writing a ’78-style punk song, complete with Buzzcocks-y
“whoa-oh”s, though the pre-programmed synth bass gives the
game away.

}«ELT BAVANA'

Melt-Banana
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hiss&crackle

by Douglas Wolk

tbe cannanes
i‘ “It’s a fine line between
| pleasure and pain,” Frances
| Gibson moans in the Can-
i nanes’ not-a-Divinyls-cover

/ T
single of the same name

o
/ ‘\'
¢ b (Harriet), “and ohhhh—I

usafinetime | think I just crossed over”
endpetn | The Australian band has
! 'made a career of exploring

quotidian emotions, softly; the three songs we get this time are
among their quietest yet, with programmed drums hissing
away behind finger-gentle guitars and a bit of organ. The B-
sides, “Smoking” and “Commitment,” both appear to be
regretful kiss-offs (“my friends still like you but you’ve lost
your appeal”), presented with warmth, charm and Gibson’s
wonderful, untrained quaver.

#* A few quick drops of the needle: There’s a lot of other inter-
esting Australian stuff happening this month. After a couple
of cassette-only albums and years of delay, the wonderful
Aussie synth band Stinky Fire Engine has finally released its
first American single, “Giant” (Up). It’s got an octave-groove
disco beat, a deep-gloom lyric sung in deceptively chipper
tones, and a synth solo in the middle that can only be described
as “free new wave.”... Men's Recovery Project
is a group of Americans, but it’s released its
Immense Ovary Reject 7” EP on an Australian
label, Walkabout, and dedicated it “to the people
of Australia, in the hope that our two great
nations can someday live in peace.” As usual, it’s
bizarro, synthesized, quasi-phallocentric hard-
core, with lyrics that suggest that the band’s
favorite hallucinogen is high-volume Devo
records (“Different groups with varied agen-
das/Hide the sausage in our addendas”)... Swing-
ing over to Europe, Valérie Lemercier’s “95C”
(March) is French pop like they almost don’t
make it any
more, but used
to back in the
’60s—a breathy
Francophone

chanteuse

straining for the
notes of a slight-
ly risqué lyric,
sleaze-o-phonic

synthesizer and
piano, and genuine session-man strings and trum-
pet. The B-side, “Club Bungalow,” is an instru-
mental along the same retro-decadent lines.

Valérie Lemercier

® 95¢




Often dismissed in its heyday as just another
prog band, King Crimson is still a force to
reckon with for a legion of diehard fans. For all
of Robert Fripp’s smart-alecky obliqueness, the
band was still far more exciting than virtually
any other *70s art band. The King Crimson of
1973-74 was the darkest KC lineup, and the
one that has best kept its legitimacy into the
present time while other art-rock acts have
passed into the realm of general public ridicule.
This two-disc bootleg-buster makes legitimate-
ly available a widely disseminated concert in
Amsterdam in late 1973. The band took risks
onstage that no performer would dare take
today, not even most jazz musicians.

One thing that’s always fun is compilations
of 60’s Cirl Croups, like the one with that title
out now on Warner Bros. It might sound some-
what paradoxical, but the nice thing about this
collection is that most of the groups here were
not big huge successes like the Shangri-Las or
the Motown acts. Unfamiliar names and sel-
dom-heard hits provide a pleasant surprise for

—— flashiicGz |

Frank Zappa

Cucamonga
Del-Fi

amec lor his home town, Cuca-

monga documents Frank Zappa’s
early years, when the Man With The
Mustache was an unknown, off-beat
character making a living hacking out
goofy doo-wop 45s and soundtracks
for amateur spaghetti Western movies.
This release is like listening to a stack of
Zappa's near-legendary 45s from 1963-

64 released under phony names like
Bob Guy. Mr. Clean, the Rotations, and
my favorite nom-de-Zappa, Baby Ray &
The Ferns Not just for hardcore Zappa-
heads, Cucamonga will appeal to any
fan of Nuggets-style garage rock. or
anybody who wants to hear really oril-
liant and weird music—even in 1963,
Zappa was running rings around every-
body else. Some moments are side-
splittingly funny, such as the truly
bizarre “Dear Jeepers,” a “Monster
Mash” taxe-off that's merely a man
reading a letter from Dracula thanking
him for coming to a monster party. But
at the same time that Zappa was poking
fun at the mainstream, the music is real-
ly fascinating, full of reverberating gul-
tars and warm, fuzztone bass. Sonically.
the record paints an exact portrait of
Zappa's view of the universe: Here was
someone who truly loved music and
hated the petty stupidity of the modern
world. It's startlingly plain and absolute
proof of his genius.

those seeking something different from overplayed oldies staples
like “Leader Of The Pack” or “It’s In His Kiss.” I can™t think of a
bad thing to say about it other
N than that [ wish there were two

o] ll: CDs’ worth.

Columbia Records, scemingly
on a mission to reieasc every
scrap of tapc in the vaults with
Miles Davis’s name scrawled on
the box, has just released a six-
CD box set documenting his

hiffons =
ﬂ;u.':: =
THE COORIES
SUQQI & SpICE
The Pearls
THEMONEYS |
THE REVLONS {

classic group comprised of Ron
Carter, Wayne Shorter, Herbie Hancock and Tony Williams. Ifs
wonderful stuff, but for such relaxing and mellow sounding music,
it’s exhausting to wade through all seven hours. Unless you're a
real Davis head (and quite a lot of us are), you're hetter off sticking
with one or two cheaper albums from this period, like Sorcerer,
Nefertiti or Water Babies.

Avid fans of deep-woods Mississippi juke joint blues are prob-
ably already familiar with Jesse Mae Hemphill, but if you haven't
picked up one of her records, now is as good a time as any. Miss
Hemphill played the thing—in the time before a stroke sadly side-
lined her career in 1993, she was every bit as good as R.L. Burn-
side or the late, great Junior Kimbrough. Her latest, a reissue of
1979 recordings entitled She- Wolf (Hightone). is just as rockin” as

bins

in

anything you’d hear on Fat Possum today, the sort of music that
makes North Mississippi one of the most special places in the
universe.

Posthumous live albums can be a shaky proposition, but not
when it’s the widow of the great Roy Orbison who's putting it
out. Mrs. O has launched a new label, Orbison Records (yes,
the corporate logo is a graphic rendering of a pair of shades),
whose first release is Combo Concert 1965—Holland, a pair of
live concert recordings trom Roy’s promotional tour to cele-
brate the success of “Pretty Woman.” Hearing Orbison live like
this reveals another dimension for appreciating his genius. The
man had a jaw-dropping set list—"Only The Lonely™ as majes-
tic opener, the hopeless falsetto “Crying” as the third tune out
the gate, nonchalantly tossed-off versions of “Blue Bayou™ and
“Dream Baby,” and that new tune “Oh, Pretty Woman™ as the
closer. It’s amazing to think that you're hearing the man’s clas-
sic repertory when it was still current.

After years as a cult band, Britain's High Llamas are finally
filling the bins with reverent, beautiful records. V2 Records has
just reissued the group’s first two albums, Gideon Gaye and
Santa Barbara, the latter of which had been unavailable for
years. If you like the Llamas, you'll love these records, too. If
you came on board because you fell in love with the Beach
Boys/’60s style of Hawaii, however, you’ll want to know that
Gideon Gave is the more Pet Sounds-ish of the two.
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THE SEDUCTION OF MIKE

by R. Sikoryak and Michael Smith Fantagraphics

American comics now have their own Forrest Gump, in the form of this
miniature graphic novel by R. Sikoryak and Michael Smith. The book’s con-
ceit is 1o tell the “life story” of Mike, an obscure bit-playing comic book char-
acter who wanders Gump-like (or maybe it’s Ulysses-like) through a series of
parody comic book covers representing the medium’s last half-century or so.
Sikoryak is an acknowledged ace of comics-inspired pastiche: Among other
projects, he’s retold Kafka’s “The Metamorphosis”
in a series of ersatz Peanuts strips, and Dante’s
Inferno as a set of Bazooka Joe gags. The Seduc-
tion Of Mike is short on story but very
high-concept, and if you like comics
in-jokes, you’re sure to be amused
by Sikoryak’s sharp sendups of every-
thing from Action Comics (here called
“Mid-Level Action™) to American
Splendor. As an extra bonus, they
also include—no fooling—a
reprint of the 1954 Comics Code.
—Andrea Moed

STRIKE FX www.direwoof.com/strikefx/

You don’t hear the words "bowling” and “Internet” in the same breath too often;
at the lanes, you don't need a computer for anything other than automated
scoring, and even that's a touchy subject among true bowlers. This brings us to
Strike FX, one of the best bowling sites out there, because it serves beginners and
experts alike. For the novice and league player, it contains stellar tips—the most
recent concerns
proper foot place-
ment before take-
off, and that ever-important
first step. For the expert or
PBA fan, it's got up-to-date
info on the tour, and since
ABC has heartlessly discon-
tinued broadcast of the PBA,
it'’s the best place to visit for

pro scores and standings.

‘ And then there's the online
L bowling game, addictive and

3 easy to conquer, a wonderful

way to while away the hours
at your boring desk job. The game keeps score for you, and once you conquer
the quirks within, it's relatively easy to break 200—unlike real bowling, of course.
—Randall Roberts
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STOMPBOX
by Art Thompson
Miller Freeman Books

Couid Bootsy Collins have made

his bass sound like a rubber band
without a Mu-Tron 1ll Envelope m
Foliower? Would the buzz-saw
blues of "(I Can't Cet No) Satisfaction”
be quite as memorable if Keith
Richards hadn’t played through a
Maestro Fuzz-Tone? Even though
effect pedals have helped create
almost as many legendary rock
moments as guitars or amplifiers,
theyre rarely celebrated with as much
fervor. Stompbox delves into the story
of fuzzes, flangers, phasers and wah-
wah pedals, giving a history of the
effects and profiling the most notable
designers. A lot of the information
here will only be useful to engineers
(who else knows, or cares, what o BC
108 germanium transistor sounds
like?), but any gearhead will be fasci-
nated by how these accessories were
deveioped. The wah-wah, for examgle,
was created for trumpeter Clyde
McCoy, who wanted a pedal that would
make his horn sound muted. Roger
Mayer worked so closely with Jimi
Hendrix that the two tailored distor-
tion sounds to fit individual songs. The
results can be heard on Hendrix's
album Axis: Bold As Love, but their
partnership also inspired Mayer's
Axis Fuzz pedal. Effect fanatics will
undoubtedly yearn for more info than
Stompbox offers—it would have been
nice to have a CD demonstrating the
sound of hard-to-find units like the
Univox Funky Filter—but for most, it's
a good start,




SIMPLETON www.simpleton.com R IR -
The most industrious writer on the Web right now is Tim Cavanaugh, e

who's put a new piece up on his website, simpleton, every weekday
for months. Cavanaugh is a sly, sharp-witted writer with a knack for
parody—both of other websites (check out his dead-on spoofs of Suck,
Salon and Feed) and of his own. On any given day, simpleton
is whatever Cavanaugh feels like making it: an extended
essay about international affairs, a quick joke, a critique of his
own work, a forum for answering email about earlier columns, a tran-
seript of what would happen if Emily Dickinson appeared on the
Howard Stern show... you never know what to expect. That, actually,
is the joy of the site. It's bounded only by the limits of Cavanaugh’s
fancy, and he’s yet to fall into any kind of formula or routine. —DW
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Reader mail:
Vomme 13

Tie Ml Group

PENNY CENTURY

by Jaime Hernandez
Fantagraphics

Back in the dusty polka-dot world of
’80s Southern California, young cartoonists Jaime
and Gilbert Hernandez combined punk, Latino
and superhero cultures to create the classic Love
& Rockets. Although that series ended a few years
back, both brothers have moved on to solo books
with no drop in quality. Penny Century is Jaime’s
real sequel to Love & Rockets, picking up with
many of the same characters and situations. Mag-
gie and Hopey, the punk lovers who predated both
grrrls and lesbian chic, are together again after BABY9 I DIG YOU

Sara Lorimer moved from Olympia,
Washington, to Boston a year or so
ago, making it a road-trip with her
boyfriend Oliver Moffat. The front part

KEEP AN EYE OUT FOR...

The Coen Brothers’ new movie The Big Lebowski, featuring a sharp

soundtrack including a new Elvis Costello song, “My Mood Swings,”
along with tracks by the likes of Captain Beefheart, Meredith Monk,
Townes Van Zandt, Moondog and Bob Dylan.

years apart, and happy for a change. Meanwhile,
Ray, Maggie's ex, is trapped in a purgatory of his
own devising. The first issue’s longest story tells

of Ray’s longtime obsession with the enigmatic of the fourth issue of her 'zine is dedi-
ultra-vixen Penny Century. Ray digs himself cated to her account of the trip. It's like
deeper into the nowheresville of Los Angeles as he the best imaginable letter from a
waits for Penny’s return to lift him from his hum- friend: rambling, personal, funny,
drum life. It's among the most assured, perceptive handwritten (like her fellow 'zin-
and melancholy stories Jaime has ever written. ) ist and drifter, Aaron from

Meanwhile, two u Cometbus, Lorimer’s got great

. handwriting), and even lllus-
shoxjter, - ske:chler = trated with little diagrams of
SUBhIES; cas” and 'E what she packed and left

“La Pantera Negra.” i~ behind for the trip, a couple of
deal with the photos, and a sidebar on “"Ways
underlying theme Oliver Makes A Cood Traveling Com-
of class struggle panion” ("Shares good, provocative
that informs so graffiti from men’s rooms at truck
much of  both stops”™). Shark Fear, Shark Awareness

editor Darin Johnson also contributes
an engaging letter about his experiences In Korea, and a couple of
Lorimer’s other friends write personal pieces as well. The final third of the
magazine, though, is what makes it—we get to see Moffat's side of the trip

Hernandezes’ work.
While his stories
are often madden-

ingly subtle, Jaime's (and his journey back to the West Coast). A lot of what they write about
art can show a life- is their couple dynamic on the trip, and the added perspective makes
time of heartache it all the more meaningful. ($3 from Sara Lorimer, P.O. Box 250173,
with a single line. New York, NY 10025)—DW
—Heidi MacDonald
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1 mixedmedia +

KEEP AN EYE OUT FOR...

The reissue of Dub Syndicate’s Tunes From The
Missing Channel, which doubles as a CD-ROM with

information on the On-U Sound catalogue of exper-
imental dub, articles about most of its artists, and
an interview with mixmaster Adrian Sherwood.

TWO GIRLS AND A GUY

Two Cirls And A Cuy is one of the most astoundingly, hilariously
awful movies ever unleashed on an unsuspecting public, destined
to take its piace among midnight classics like Plan 9 From Outer
Space and Showgiris. Four words: Robert Downey Jr. sings! No, let's
have some more: Robert Downey Jr. piays a piano plece of his own
composition! Robert Downey Jr. does a scene from Hamiet! Robert
Downey Jr. has siihouetted simulated sex with Heather Craham’s
body doubie! The premise is simple: Two women discover that
they've been dating the same guy for months, each convinced that
she was the only one. They break into his apartment, he comes
home, and psychodrama ensues. Riddled with implausibiiities,
clichés and high school drama club blocking, Two Cirls is aiso
biessed with one howler after another In its script (by director
James Toback, previously responsibie for Bugsy), whose idea of
how to point out that Natasha Cregson Wagner's character is
streetwise is to have her announce "I'm streetwise!” By the time
Downey has shown off his catalogue of screen-friendly Deep Emo-
tions and Wagner has uttered her classic final line (OK, we'li spoilit:
"If you've got the beer; I've got the time—and | don't mean just sex-
ually”), it's clear that this is far funnier than anything that's sup-
posed to have been a comedy in ages. —DW

KEEP AN EYE OUT FOR...
Jack Kirby's New Gods, a new paperback reprinting Kirby's classic,
cosmic early-"70s comics series in a single black-and-white volume.

RADIO ON-LINE www.jetcity.com/~zapruder/radion.htm
While there’s no shortage of fanzines taking on the pop single, it's hard to
imagine one with the same laid-back, bull-session ambiance that’s made Phil
Dellio’s annual Radio On a cherished institution among a small cabal of rock-
crits and people who love them. Delio’s m.o. is the same every year: He makes
a list of the year’s major radio songs and sends it out to his gang of reviewers,
who rate each song and discuss its significance to pop, politics, the music biz,
the well-being of their children and pets, or whatever else occurs to them.
Rarely ponderous and often hilarious, this congenitally media-savvy crew dis-
penses advice for would-be stars (“So [the Chemical Brothers] are a cult item
while Prodigy is #1 because they don’t have a face, right? So what’s the prob-
lem, are Rob and Fab too busy to join up?”) when they’re not puzzling
over the vagaries of the charts, MTV, or the songs themselves. The
newly launched website lets you look at reviews by song or by con-
tributor (these include Chuck Eddy, Rob Sheffield and CM.J New Music Month-
ly’s own Chris Molanphy). Either way, if you've ever talked back to the radio,
advanced a party conversation by dissing the song that’s playing, or even
watched VH-1 with friends, you're going to relate. —AM
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labels of artists

550

550 Madison Ave.
New York, NY 10022
www.epiccenter.com/
Ep:.cCenter/550/
550.qry

555
P.C Bax HP41
Leads LS6 4XN, U.K.

Arista

6 W. 57th St.

New Yark, NY 10019
www, ar.starec.com

Astralwerks

104 W 29th St.
New Yark, NY 10001
www.caroline.com/
Astralwerks

Attantic

290 Ave. Of
The Americas
New York, NY 10104
wew.allantic-
records.com

Bomb

4104 24th St.
San Francisco, CA
94112

Cajual

1229 N. Branch
#218

Chicago, IL 60622
www.cajual.com

Capitol

1750 N. Vine St.
Hollyweed, CA 90028
www. hollywoodand-
vine.com

Caroline

104 W. 29th St.
fvew York, NY 10001
waw.caroline.com

Columbia

550 Madison Ave.
Ivew York, NY 10022
www.columbiarec.com

Cel-Fi

FO. Box 69188
Los Angeles, CA
90069
www.el-fi.com/

Creeping Bent
F.0. Eox 3545
Glasgow G42 9AU UK

Earache

295 Lafayette St.
Ste. 215

fNew York, NY 10012
www.earache.com

Elektra

75 Rockefeller Plaza
New York, NY 10019
www.elektra.com

Elephant Six
P.0. Box 9935
Denvar, CO 80209

Epic

550 Madison Ave.
~New York, NY 10022
yww.epiccenter.com

Egitaph

2782 Sunset Blvd.

Los Angeles, CA
026

www.epitaph,com

E-Squared

181% Dwvision St.
Nashwille, TN 37203
£ 2rex@aol.com

Flydaddy

14 E. 4th St., 3rd FI.
New York, NY 10012
1nfo@flydaddy.com

Grand Royal

P.0. Box 26689
Los Angetes, CA
90026
www.grandroyal.com

Harriet

P.0. Box 649
Ambridge, MA 02238
alborn@fas.harvard.
edu

Helicat

2789 Sunset Bivd.
Los Angeles, CA
90026

HighTone

220 Fourth St.

Ste. 101

Oakland, CA 94607

Hollywood

500 S. Buena Vista
St.

Burbank, CA 91521
www.hollywoodrec.
com

Jetset

740 Broadway,

2nd F.

New York, NY 10003

K

P.0. Box 7154
Otympia, WA 98507
www.olywa.net/kpunk

London
825 Eighth Ave.
New York, NY 10019

March

P.O. 578396
Chicago, IL 60657
www.well.com/user/
dragster/march.htmi

Mascot

Box 231

2650 AE Berkel (ZH)
The Netherlands

Matador
625 Broadway,

12th FI.

New York, NY 10012
www.matador,
recs.com

Merge
P.0. Box 1235
Chapel Hill, NC
27514

www.mrg2000.com

Metropolis

P.0. Box 54307

Philadelpnia, PA
9105

Mmahan@
voicenet.com

Mute

140 W. 22nd St.

Ste. 108

New York, NY 10011
www.mutelibtech.com/
mute/

Osmose America
4470 Sunset Blvd.
Ste. 6

Los Angeles, CA
90027

Project Biowed
P.O. Box 1385
Culver City, CA 90232

Rendezvous
P.0. Box 23206
Seattle, WA 98102

Rykodisc

Shetland Park

27 Congress St.
Salem, MA 01970
www.rykodisc.com

Shanachie
13 Lasght 5t. 6th F.
New York, NY 10013

Sire

2034 Broaoway
Santa Mon ca, CA
90404

Skin Graft

P.0. Box 257546
Chicago, IL 60625
www.southern.com’
southern/label/SKi

Slap A Ham

P.0. Box 420843
San Francisco, CA
94142

www. wenet.net/
~slapaham

Sub Pop

1932 Firs: Ave.
Ste. 1103
Seattle, WA 98101
www.subpop. com

Thrill Jockey

P.O. Box 476794
Chicago, | 60647
www.brainwashed com
Zthrilijockey

Touch And Go

P.0. Box 23520
Chicago, L 60625
www.soutaern.cors/
southern/iabel/TCH/
index.htm!

Trance Syndicate

P.0. Box 49771
Austin, TX 78765
www.mortsterbit.com/t
ranceftrarce. htri

™t
23 E. Fourth St.,
3rd FI

New York. NY 10003
www.lvtrecords.com

Universal
1755 Breadwa:
New York, NY 10D19
Up

P.0. Box 21328
Seattle, Washington
98111

www. suboiop.comsup

v2
14 E. Fourth St.
New York, NY 10003

Velvel
740 Broadwa

New York, NY 10003

Virgin
338 N. Foothil Road
Beverly Hills, CA

WWW.VIrginrecoras.com

Walkabout

P.0. Box 203

Melbourne, Victenia
94

Australia

Wamer Bros.

33C0 Warner Blvd.
Burbank, CA 91505
www.whr.com

WordSound
129 N. 11th St
Brooklyr, NY 11211

Zero Hour

14 W. 23rd St. 4th FI.
New Yor«, NY 13010
www.zerchour.cem

march 10
BRAN VAN 3000
BUFFALO DAUGHTER
CALIFONE
CASH MONEY
COLD

COWS

DAS EFX
DOLLSHEAD
ADAM F

FAR

FRODUS

MIKE IRELAND & HOLLER
JOHN WESLEY HARDING
LHASA CEMENT PLANT

LOTION

MANGU

MARYAM MARSAL
JIMMY RAY

ROBBIE ROBERTSON
SERVOTRON

SHARK QUEST
SLOWPOKE

SOLEX

SPACEHOG

TIPSY

TORTOISE

TRANS AM

VARIOUS ARTISTS
VARIOUS ARTISTS
VARIOUS ARTISTS
WALDEMAR BASTOS
wW.C.

march 17
BEVIS FROND

WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS

MACH FIVE
MAKE-UP
MORCHEEBA
VARIOUS ARTISTS
SCOTT WEILAND
JOHNNY WINTER

march 24
JERRY CANTRELL
CORNELIUS
RICHARD DAVIES
DJ MARK FARINA
FOIL

GOD LIVES UNDERWATER

INCANTATION

JOY ELECTRIC
JUNKIE XL
STEPHEN PRINA
PROPELLERHEADS
REVELERS
SEMISONIC
SNOWPONY
STEVE STOLL
SUPERDRAG
EMMA TOWNSHEND
ULTRA BIDE

USA

VARIOUS ARTISTS

march 31
ATTICA BLUES

JEFF BUCKLEY

DIRTY THREE

SOUL ASYLUM
STABBING WESTWARD
UZEDA

VARIOUS ARTISTS

Glee

New Rock

Califone (EP)

Halos Of Smoke And Fire
Cold

Sorry In Pig Minor
Generation EFX

Frozen Charlotte

Colours

Water & Solutions
Conglomerate International
Learning How To Live
Awake

| Am Providence

The Telephone Album
Mangu

The Journey

Jimmy Ray

Contact From The Underworid Of Redboy
Entertainment Program For Humans
Battle Of The Loons

Virgin Stripes

Solex Vs. The Hitmeister
The Chinese Album

Flying Monkey Fist (12")
TNT

The Survelllance

Gearhead Presents: All Punk Rods
Monster Breaks Compilation
Singles Going Home Alone
Pretaluz

The Shadiest

North Circular

The Best Of William Burroughs
Mach Five

In Mass Mind

Big Calm

Platinum Breakz Il

12-Bar Blues

Hard At Work

Boggy Depot

Fantasma

Telegraph

DMC

Spread It All Around

Life In The So-Called Space Age
Diabolical Conquest

The Army Of Wires Remix
Saturday Teenage Kick

Push Comes To Love
decksandrumsandrockandroll
Hard Times, Sunday Spirits
Feeling Strangely Fine

The Slow-Motion World Of Snowpony
Blunted Boy Wonder

Head Trip In Every Key
Winterland

Super MLK

Little Birds

Classic Elements

Blueprint

My Sweatheart The Drunk
Ocean Songs

Creatures Of Habit

Darkest Days

Ditferent Section Wires
Moving Shadow Compilation

| justout

Capitol

Grand Royal
Flydaddy
Touch And Go
A&M
Amphetamine Reptlile
Elektra

MCA
Astralwerks
Immortal-Epic
Tooth & Nail
Sub Pop-Sire
Zero Hour
Flydaddy
spinART
Island
RealWorld-Caroline
Epic

Capitol
Lookout!
Merge

DGC

Matador
Sire-wB
Asphodel
Thrill Jockey
Thrill Jockey
Lookout!
ffrr-London
Matador
Luaka Bop-WB
Payday-ffrr

Flydaddy
Mercury
Island
Dischord
China-Sire
ftrr-London
Atlantic
virgin

Columbia
Matador
Flydaddy
Moonshine
13th Hour-Mute
1500-A&M
Relapse

BEC
Roadrunner
Drag City
DreamWorks
spinART

MCA
Radioactive
NovaMute
Elektra

Elektra
Alternative Tentacles
Drag City

K

Mo Wax/tfrr-London
Columbia

Touch And Go
Columbia

Columbia

Touch And Go
ffrr-London
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TOP 75 ALTERNATIVE RADIO AIRPLAY

artist title label
1 DJ SHADOW Preemptive Strike Mo Wax/tfri-London
2 PEE SHY Don't Get Too Comfortable Blue Gorilla-Mercury
3 HUM Downward Is Heavenward RCA
4 MODEST MOUSE The Lonesome Crowded West Up
5 UNWOUND Challenge For A Civilized Society Kill Rock Stars
6 JUNE OF 44 Four Great Points Quarterstick
7 PORTISHEAD Portishead Go! Beat-London
8 PASTELS llumination Up
9 \[e]2 4 So Long And Thanks For All The Shoes Epitaph
10 G. LOVE & SPECIAL SAUCE Yeah, It's That Easy OKeh-Epic
11 VARIOUS ARTISTS Big Rock 'N Beats Wax Trax!-TVT
12 BLACK GRAPE Stupid Stupid Stupid Raclioactive
13 BUNNYGRUNT Jen-Fi No Life
14 GODHEADSILO Share The Fantasy Sub Pop
15 KOMPUTER The World Of Tomorrow Mute
16 JULIANA HATFIELD Please Do Not Disturb (EP) Bar/None
17 PELL MELL Star City Matador
18 MARK EITZEL Caught In A Trap And | Can't Back Out
‘Cause | Love You Much, Baby Matador
19 VAR!IOUS ARTISTS Tibetan Freedom Concert Grand Royal-Capitol
20 SOUNDTRACK Great Expectations Atlantic
21 MICK HARVEY Pink Elephants Mute
22 THE VERVE Urban Hymns Virgin
23 GET UP KIDS Four Minute Mile Doghouse
24 AIR Moon Safari Source-Caroline
25 TRANSISTOR SOUND & LIGHTING CO. Transistor Sound & Lighting Co. Vik
26 RADIOHEAD OK Computer Capitol
27 MOMUS Ping Pong Le Grand Magistery
28 HIGH LLAMAS Cold And Bouncy v2
29 DJ KRUSH Milight Mo Wax/ftrr-London
30 CORNERSHOP When | Was Born For The 7th Time Luaka Bop-WB
31 VALERIE LEMERCIER Chante March
32 AQUABATS The Fury Of The Aquabats! Golden Voice-Time Bomb
33 BEN FOLDS FIVE Naked Baby Photos Caroline
kL] QUICKSPACE Quickspace Kitty Kitty-Slash
35 EVERCLEAR So Much For The Afterglow Capitol
36 RAMMSTEIN Sehnsucht Slash-London

ﬁ’ A high-test
| tale of
b treachery,
toxiaty, and
tainted love.

A one-shot comics
specal coming
n March.

VERTICO
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cMINEW

TRENT REZI.\IOR
NINE INCH NAIL
-

name
address

city

Upayment enclosed

Qcredit card:
card #

signature

Jmastercard

MARY LOU LORD
VICTORIA WILLIAMS
PROPELLERHEADS
TOASTERS
DEFTONES

FREE KITTEN

RONI SIZE/REPRAZENT
BJORK

BARDO POND
RODEO BOY

JANE'S ADDICTION
POSIES
LABRADFORD
VARIOUS ARTISTS.
SUBLIME

FLYING SAUCER ATTACK
SONGS: OHIA
FRONT LINE ASSEMBLY
PROMISE RING
FINLEY QUAYE
DAVID HOLMES
LOVE AS LAUGHTER
AUTOUR DE LUCIE
DERAILERS
RECEIVER

GREEN DAY
FUNKDOOBIEST
CLARA THOMAS
KMFDM

WRENS

DUMP

SIXTEEN DELUXE
RADIOLARIA

OF MONTREAL
VARIQUS ARTISTS
SPATULA

LISA LOEB

PEARL JAM

APHEX TWIN

Got No Shadow

Musings Of A Creek Dippen

Bang On! (EP)

Don’t Let The Bastaeds Grind You Down
Around The Fur

Sentimental Education

New Forms

Homogenic

Lapsed

How Is It Where You Are?

Kettle Whistle

Success

Me Media Naranja

Physical Fatness: Fat Music Vol 11}
Second-Hand Smoke

New Lands

Hecla & Griper (EP)

Flavour Of The Weak

Nothing Feels Good

Maverick A Strike

Let's Get Killed

#1 USA

Immobile

Reverb Deluxe

Chicken Milk

Nimrod

The Troubleshooters

Clara Thomas

KMFDM

Abbott 1135

A Plea For Tenderness

Emits Showers Of Sparks

Fuzz Is Verse

The Bird Who Ate The Rabbit’e Flower (EP)
Great Jewish Music: Serge Gainsbourg
Despina By Land

Firecrackes

"Given To Fly” (5%}

Come To Daddy (EP)

(

MONTHLY

WORK

Atlantic
DreamWorks
Moon Ska
Maverick-WB

Kill Rock Stars
Talkin® Loud-Mercury
Elektra-EEG
Matador
Sit-N-Spin
Warner Bros.
Popllama

Kranky

Fat Wreck Chords
Sasoline Alley-MCA
Drag City

Secretly Canadian
Metropolis

Jade Tree

Epic

Go! Beat/1500-A&M
K

Nettwerk
Watermelon-Sire
Iron America
Reprise
Buzztone-RCA
Mercury

Wax Trax!-TVT
Ten 23

Brinkman

Warner Bros.
Twist Top
Kindercore
Tsadik

Squealer

Geffen

Epic

Varp-Sire

b Bl 48 .
)| jsubscrlbe now

12 magazines & 12 CDs ™
Call Today!

30

state zip

Qbill me

Special Savings!
check one

4 | year: $39.95

0 2 years: $34.95/year

Q 3 years: $29.95/year

Canada add US$10.00 per year (includes GST)

Jvisa american express (discover

exp. date

If you're not satisfied with your first issue, simply write ‘cancel’ on your invoice and you owe nothing!
VISIT CMJ ONLINE AT MTTP:1//WWW.CMJ.COM

Please allow 6-8 weeks for delivery of your first issue.

50982




SO VIBRANT. SO INTENSE. IT'S THE ULTIMATE PERFORMANCE.
RAISE YOUR MUSIC TO THE POWER OF MAXELL.

! \
© 1997 Maxell Corporation of America m BXE I I

World Radio History




classifieds

»® " we Have RECORDS BY:
Greon Day. Operation hvy. 8creeching Weasel
& CUR CURRENT ROSTER iNCLUDES:
The Mr. T Experionce. The Groovie Bhoulies,
Pansy Division, AVAIL, Auntie Cheist.
The Hi-Frves. Squirtgun, (Young) Ploneers,
The Potatomen and many more.

e amm m——— e W e

S6ND a DOLLAR FOR 8 caraLoal
WidILORBSR HOTLING: 510-883-6871
LOOKOUT! RECORDS.CM]
P.0.BOX 11874 e
m104712.2874

www.lookoutrecords.com

deep elm e B e et ofas

-W cd releaces availablo now:
pave the rocket / taken in
randtson / letterbox
triple fast action / cattiemen don't
muckaturgason / tossing a friend
what's mine is yours: emo diaries | compilation
a miilion miles away. emo diaries Il compilation

records for the working class

16 song sampler « only $5 ppd
songs by applecead cast, triple fact actlon, camber,
pave the rocket, brandison, fHlandere, walt mink,
pop unknown (ex-minerel +sincola) & muckafurgason

Coming Soon. walt misk / poodnite (Wve 17 Songs)
Coming Soon: applesesd cast/ end of the ring wars

Www.rockletish.com/deepelm
deep elm records » post box 1963 « ny ny 19136 usa
212:532-3337 » popyinyliaei.com o ¢es 312 pod BS (+31 Cani+$3 Fee)
“visa-m¢ | check / ¢ash/ mo o SUPERFAST mail order ships NEXT BAY
CATALOS: semd o-marl op Stamy for kardcopy o TRLL FREE: $53-202- 28

MAIL ORDER: 1751 RICHARDSON,
box 6109, mtl.,que. h3k 1g6
ninjah&genexation net

ININYARRUNE

YO! RADIO STATIONS
COLDCUT SOLID STEEL ZHR Show
aval or SY“ ication

$50 usd per wk ¢ SEH

info: jeff: 514 937 5452

Classified Rates: Display $200 per column inch (1 inch min.) Payment must accompany all orders.
We accept VISA, MC, Amex, Discove-, checks & Money Orders. To advertise, call (516) 498-3133.

h

now

M

p
Online (www.cmj.com) ‘or one month at no additional charge'

COMICS for sale below guide
Many less than $1. For free list:
7720 B El Camino Real, Suite 178,
Carlsbad CA 92069

SELL YOUR
MUSIC!

€reate Your Own Full Color Custem
Promo Cards To Market Your Instruments
& Accessories o Great For Recording &
Sound Studios e Feature Record Releases
& Mew Bands o Perfect For Trade Shows,
Special Events & More! » (all Now For
More information & A Free Sample Kit!

Modern Postcard
1-800-959-8365

* 10 minvtes from Hoboken, NJ

midtown NYC 201-656-4747
www.jollyrogerrecording.com

GUITAR MUSIC:
ROCK/JAZZ/FUSION
A LA BECK, SATRIANI,
MCLAUGHLIN

CHECK OUT: WWW.PROJECT7,NET

QUICK RELEASE

* Hot Samples *

1-800-374-7113

ADULTS OVER 18

DISCREET
SEX SERVICE

[-800-781-6662

ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY

LIVE HORNY GIRLS

1-800-689-6253

ADULTS OVER 18 ONLY

RUST RECORDS

CPl(ﬂll"lll.S

the brand-spanian new

from

now!!

P.0. Box 56491

Portiand, OR. 97238
higpriwww.anjune.com/~rust

MUSIC/MEDIA MENTOR PROGRAM

Recording Engineer / Producer
Radio, TV, Sports, News / DJ / Talk Show
Multimedia / Digital Video Film
All ages. No exp. req. On-the-job training in
local recording studios & radio/TV stations.
P/T, nights, Wknds. Call recorded line for FREE video.
1-800-295-4433

NO ONE

Has Ever Beat Our Quality...

NOW

They Can't Beat Our Prices Either!

1000 CD's  $1.00¢a.

Includes: Glass Mastering from your
Premaster, 2 Color Label, Jewel Box,
Collation of your Inserts & Shrink.

1000 C-40 75Cea.
Normal Cassettes
Includes: Master, Tests,

Label Imprint, Norelco Box,

Collation of your Inserts & Shrink.

1000 12" $1.00¢a.

Vinyl Records

Includes: 2 Color Label & Paper Sleeve,
{Mastering, Plating & Tests Addifional).
25¢ additional for Diecut Jacket

0,

TRUTONE INC.
310 Hudson Street, Hackensack, NJ 07601
1-888 TRUTONE (1-888-878-8663)
fax: 201-489-1771 email: trutone@aol.com
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by Scott Sterling

Detroit is a city of such extremes that it comes off as perfectly balanced. This yin-yang dichotomy emanates

directly from the city’s cultural heart. While the American automobile industry keeps the big machine churn-

ing along, a familial community of artists, musicians, designers, promoters and writers Is free to create (and

perpetuate) new ways of looking at new things. The techno revolu-
tion of the 1980s birthed a new generation of future progressives
weaned on sonic theorems from such disparate sources as techno
titan Cart Craig and the down-river, psycho-surrealist/mind-riot-
Ing jesters known as the Insane Clown Posse. In other words,
Detroit has got it going on big time these days. With not one, but two
new sports stadiums and casino gambling hitting these streets
before the turn of the millennium, Detroit stands at the cusp of liv-

ing up to its motto and actually becoming "The Renaissance City.”

|
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be hear now
With Motown the certified birthplace of techna, the city is rife with
shops, clubs and landmarks directly descended from the under-
ground scene. DJs from all over the world have long made Detroit
a priority stop when it comes to getting the latest, greatest and
rarest techno platters to put in their record crates. The Mecca of
techno monuments is the Submerge Building (2030 Grand
River, 313.963.1025), which houses “Mad” Mike Banks’ Under-
ground Resistance fortress. Superstar DJs like Laurent Garnier,
Gayle San and 4-Hero are all regular visitors to the spot, which also
contains Somewhere In Detroit, an in-house record shop. This
place is seriously on the underground up, so it is best to call before
stopping by (unexpected visitors are often ignored if no one knows
them). Another record shop owned and operated by a member of
the techno elite is Blake Baxter’s Save The Vinyl (200 W. Grand
River, 313.962.3527). Baxter’s affiliation
with the German techno label Tresor is
reflected in the shop’s impressive selection
of import wax. You’ll need to get across
town to visit Recordtime (27360
Gratiot, 810.775. 1550), where hardcore
jocks hold court in the famous dance
room. True techno connoisseurs might
even find the adjacent doorway to the dis-
tribution center for the +8 record label
(it’s a situation much like Sumberge, so
don’t take it personally if you can’t get
in). Serious vinyl collectors will have a
minor epiphany at Car City Classics
(21918 Harper, 810.775.4770), where
notorious crate-diggers like the UK’s Kirk

Degiorgio {a.k.a. As One) have been known to close the store.
Natty-dressing rave children will want to check Space 19 (4470
Second, 313.833.4842), where Adriel sells a nice selection of
streetwear clothing lines, mix tapes and scene “zines. He can also fill
you in on what’s worth checking out in the Detroit nightlife depart-
ment. For the deepest in hip-hop gear and vibrations, see Spec-
tacles (230 E. Grand River, 313.963.6886). Fans of the visual arts
should make it a point to visit the Johanson Charles Gallery
(1345 Division, 313.567.8638). Local artists like metal worker
Chris Turner hold openings at this raw space, while techno institu-
tions like Transmat Records present dramatic one-off parties fea-
turing matinee jocks such as Detroit diplomat Derrick May and
Chicago shaman Derrick Carter.

eat to the beat

On the food front, Motown has no
shortage of fine-but-funky culinary
delights. The one-two punch of open-all-
night institutions American
Coney Island (114 W. Lafayette,
313.961. 7758) and its next-door neighbor Lafayette
Coney Island (313.964.8198) will make you want to try a
Coney dog at both joints. Across from the aforementioned
rave boutique Space 19 is a classic diner, The Koney King
(4477 Second, 313.833.5572), which features a massive
breakfast known only as “The Albanian,”
the faint of heart or the cholesterol-fearing. Fans of genuine

which is not for

Mexican chow will love Mexicantown, where restaurants like
Mexican Village (2600 Bagley, 313.237.0333) and the noto-
'} rious Xochimilco’s (3409 Bagley, 313.843.0179) serve
authentic Mexicana long after the bars have stopped pouring
at 2 a.m. If you feel like throwing around a little cash and doing
the see-and-be-seen scene, Union Street (4145 Woodward, 4
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313.831.3965) is a must-
stop. The who’s-who of
Detroit meet, greet and
get (in)discreet at this
restaurant/bar most nights
of the week. Union Street is
directly across the road
from Majestic (4120
Woodward, 313.833.0120),
which is home to a café
as well as a theater (Lee
“Scratch” Perry recently
played there), bowling alley
and pool hall (which also
doubles as The Magic
Stick, where folks like D]
Spooky, Scanner and Helium make live appearances). There is
a plethora of food spots in the touristy Greektown area, most
notably an Ethiopian eatery called The Blue Nile (508 Monroe,
313.964.6699). Also check down the street to see if live groove
machine Jazzhead is playing at The Music Menu (511 Monroe,
313.964.MENU). Heading north to the immediate suburbs, killer
Thai food can be had at scenester hangout The Bangkok Café
(323 W. 9 Mile, 248.546.8876). Down the street is Cantonese
storefront China Ruby (157 W. 9 Mile, 248.546.8876), where
you must order the General Tso’s Chicken (you’ll regret it if you
don’t). While you’re in Ferndale, stop by The House Of Chants
(210 W. 9 Mile, 248.414.9170), a super-funky boutique full of
good vibes.

boogie nights

Detroit has its fair share of groovy nightspots
in which you can shake some serious booty.
The current heavyweight champion and king of
clubs is the Motor Lounge (3515 Caniff,
313.369.0080), where Friday night’s “Maxi-
mum Overload” party is broadcast over alterna-
giant radio station 89X. D] gods like Kevin
Saunderson, Kenny Dixon, Jr. and Derrick May
have all manned the decks for memorable trans-
missions. Further downtown is “Three Floors Of
Fun” every Friday night at St. Andrews Hall
gress, 313.961.MELT), where it’s
2 top floor, hip-hop in the ballroom
ve in the basement (which also does
as The Shelter, a live stage that

A e

recently hosted live performances from Jonathan Fire Eater and
Cinnamon). For the “biggest party in the free world,” it’s all about
the State Theater (2115 Woodward, 313.961.5450) on Saturday
nights. A good 2,000 pierced and willing youngsters dance, mosh
and make out to the hits in this veritable super-club. There’s also
a club scene in the farthest reaches of the suburbs in New Pontiac,
a tiny little strip a good 45 minutes north of the city. Nightspots
like Industry (15 S. Saginaw, 248.334.1999), 7th House (7 N.
Saginaw, 248.335. 8100), Velvet Lounge (29 S. Saginaw,
248.334.7411) and Clutch Cargo’s (65 E. Huron, 810.333.2362)
put on a wide variety of dance parties, concerts and special events.
But the best new club spot award goes to Detroit’s Gold Dollar
(3129 Cass, 313.833. 6873), where sonic heroes like His Name Is
Alive have a monthly residency and new agents like Wildbunch and
Fez pack ’em in regularly.

suburbia

No tour of Detroit is complete without a visit to Royal Oak, a
quaint little Midwestern town-turned-hipster hangout. You’ll want
to park and gawk around this homey burg and take in the endless
procession of coffee shops, boutiques and bars. Record nerds will
spend much time (and money) in shops like Off The Record (407
S. Washington, 248.398.4436), Repeat The Beat (520 S. Wash-
ington, 248.543.4370) and the stellar Neptune Records (503 S.
Main, 248.586.0519). Club kids and vintage junkies will make fast
friends at Incognito (323 S. Main, 248.548.2980) and Cinderel-
la’s Attic (320 S. Main, 248.258.9333), respectively. Fetish freaks
and sex workers will love the smell of leather and PVC wafting
from Noir Leather (415 S. Main, 248.541.3979), one of Ameri-
ca’s premier love boutiques. You can check out the cutting-edge of
Detroit’s art scene at the super-fresh C-Pop Gallery (515 S.
Lafayette, 248.398.9999), where visual superstars like Mark
Dancey, Glenn Barr and Niagara regularly show (and sell) their
much sought after works.

Scott Sterling is the Senior Editor at Detroit’s
montbly cultural bible, Orbit Magazine. In his
spare time,
he’s a super-
star D] who

dreams of
spinning for
Minnie Driv-
er, Laetitia
Sadier and
Salma Hayek.
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